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GUEST EDITORIAL by Steve Garbe 

                      Reprinted with permission from the Spring 2025 issue of The Black Powder Cartridge News  



BUFFALO CAMP, ONCE MORE 
                                                       by Mike Nesbitt 

 While the dust is still settling, even with the rains we’ve had, and the 
smoke is still being blown away, let me try to tell you some of the highlights 
about our eighth Buffalo Camp.  And, instead of simply being a repeat of the last 
seven camps, for this year we added something new.  Aside from that new match, 
it is like the previous camps but with different results and certain new highlights.  
 No new records were set, except for my personal score, which I’ll brag 
about later.  And enough of our hunters and skinners found other camps to attend 
so our numbers were on the low side.  That isn’t what we expected but then the 
ones who really missed out were those shooters who weren’t there.  We’ll expect to be seeing them again next 
year.  Also, because we didn’t have a report about Buffalo Camp here in TASS last year, I can comment about 
an update that took place in 2024 which we’ll be running with from now on. 
 The new match just mentioned is a Shotgun Match.  This was born during a “round table discussion” 
(with refreshments) about possibly adding another event to Buffalo Camp and the shotgun match sounded too 
good to miss.  So, because time was too short to advertise it, we spread the word simply by telling folks about it, 
a 10-shot scattergun match with flying clays as targets, a trap shoot, which would be held on Friday afternoon, 
shortly after registration began.  The way we ran it, the entry fee was just $1, and the money collected from the 
entry was also the prize. 
 One of the shotgunners who joined us was my nephew, Kyle Kirkpatrick and he came with a dandy little 
shotgun, an old Harrington Richardson single shot .44 caliber.  That shoots .44-40 shot loads, the forerunner to 
the .410 which came out about 1925.  We loaded some shells for that gun using new Starline 5 in 1 brass cases, 
which are the same length as the old extended cases for the .44 XL or the .44 Game Getter loads.  Maybe our 
loads weren’t much because after missing with three or four of those loads, shooting about 3/8s of an ounce of  
#8 shot, Kyle accepted the loan of a 12-gauge double-barrel and went on to hit four of the maybe six targets he 
had to go.  That was good shooting. 
 The winner of the Shotgun Match was Allen Cunniff and you’ll be hearing that name some more as we 
go on.  He got 8 out of the 10 targets and that was certainly enough to win the pot.  Then Tom Witt would have 
placed 2nd  with 7 hits, if we would award more places, and then Kyle was in the 3rd place spot with his 4 hits.  
There were only six of us shooting in this added-on event and I was next with my 3 hits. 
 For the future, the Shotgun Match will be a listed and advertised event for Buffalo Camp and it most 
likely will be held on Friday afternoon unless enough shooters would prefer it to be shot on Sunday morning 
before the awards.  We’re adding it to the flyer for next year’s Buffalo Camp now. 

Posted at 200 yards are (L to R) the buffalo, the octagon, and the diamond, small and hard to hit. 
Then, in the order that the events were shot, came the Little Quigley Match where we shoot a reduced-

size silhouettes like the Quigley targets but at shorter distances.  Our smaller buffalo, octagon, and diamond 
targets are all posted at 200 yards but the sizes of those targets are reduced to simulate the longer distances 
which are used at the big or “real” Quigley Match.  Likewise, our “bucket” is also reduced and we post that one 
at 100 yards.  And here’s where I can do a little of that boasting I warned you about.                                       
 We fire just five shots at each of those silhouettes, from a sitting position, and this year I was the only 
one to score with all of those 15 shots.  But then on our fourth target, the bucket which is shot offhand just like 
it is at Quigley, I only made two hits.  So, my Little Quigley Score was 17, a new record for me but not for the 
match.  Allen Cunniff hit 18 times and Bob DeLisle also hit with 17 shots.  Bob took 2nd place because he had 



more hits than I 
on the bucket.  I 
was delighted 
with 3rd place and 
my shooting while 
using the C. 
Sharps Arms 
Bridgeport 
chambered in .45-
90 caliber and I’ll 
be using that gun 
again, at the big 
Quigley Match. 
 Those reduced 
size targets are not 
the easiest to hit 
and all shooters 
deserve good  

                               Allen Cunniff about to fire one of his winning shots.                                              credits for the hits 
they had made. 
 
 

 
 
 
 

                                                             Mike’s C. Sharps Arms’ Bridgeport in .45-90 with the MVA scope.  
 
 
Mike Moran was our Camp Boss this year and he called the shooters names when they could take their 

shots while keeping score at the same time.  Then for the second relay, Tom Witt kept score so Mike could do 
his shooting.  And between those relays, our group picture was taken of all our shooters.  Ramrodding an event 
like this one isn’t the easiest thing to do and we must give Moran a rousing “Comanchee yell” for the job he 
did.  Let’s hope we can rope him into doing this job again next year.   

Moran did his shooting with his C. Sharps Arms ’74 Hartford in .50-70 with a 30-inch 1 ¾ Heavy barrel 
and did a good job of it.  You can review his scores along with the other shooters at the end of this report. 

Moving along with the other events, the 
next challenge we had was our “Meat Hunt.”  
The Meat Hunt is a match where we have to 
suppose that our buffalo hunters were eager to 
have something besides buffalo meat for 
dinner.  So they’d take a “camp gun” out and 
do some hunting for just about anything.  All of 
the targets on the “Meat Hunt” are animal-
shaped silhouettes, hanging at un-specified 
distances which make it more like a hunting 
situation.  My “camp gun” is my favorite 
Uberti Model 1873 (Winchester copy) lever 
action with a 30-inch barrel in .44-40.  With 
that, plus a couple of partners, I tried to make 
the best of the Meat Hunt.                                                                             

                                                                                                       Mike Moran, welcoming you to the camp. 



Going along with me were nephew Kyle and Jerry 
Johnson.  All three of us were using .44-40 lever actions 
with the 30-inch barrels.  For this match the only real rule is 
“Don’t shoot alone.”  The reason for that is because we 
want all shots to be witnessed.  Also, the Meat Hunt is a 
self-guided match with no scorekeepers tagging along.  
Each shooter is given a scorecard, which also has a 
tiebreaker target on it, and you keep your own score.  That 
scorecard also has the Revolver Match on it which we’ll 
talk about in just a bit.                                        

There are fifteen targets on the Meat Hunt plus a 
tiebreaker shot so you’d need at least enough ammo to 
shoot sixteen times.  And while we are generally using 

repeating 
rifles, we 
carry those 
rifles 
unloaded and 
with the 
actions opened.           Jerry Johnson takes a shot with his .44-40.     
No loading is done until at the shooting station for each target 
when the rifles are loaded like single shots, just before the shot is 
to be fired.  

For me, things went pretty good until target number 13 
although I’m not superstitious about that…  I simply missed.  
Likewise, I simply missed target number 15 too, and that was the 
dreaded chicken, perhaps the most missed target on the trail.       

              The raccoon, Meat Hunt target #1              That left me with 13 hits, not too bad but could be better.   
 
 

 
                                                            Mike Nesbitt’s ’73 with the 30-inch barrel in .44-40. 

 
               Allen Cunniff can’t say that.  There’s no hope for him to be getting any better.  The reason for that is 
because he’s already the best!  He aced the Meat Hunt, getting good hits with all 15 shots with his iron framed 
Henry rifle in .44-40.  Almost as good, with 14 hits, was Bob DeLisle, shooting his Winchester Model 1892 
short rifle in the good ol’ .32-20 caliber.  Taking third place was Mike Moran with 13 hits, shooting an Uberti 
Model 1873 carbine in .45 Colt,  and his tiebreaker was better than mine.  All good doin’s, like makin’ meat. 
 For Kyle, Jerry Johnson and me, there was one more shooting event to do and that was trying our luck in 
the Revolver Match.  But we decided to wait until the next morning for that event.  Until last year, the Revolver 
Match was not part of the aggregate, mainly because some of our shooters didn’t have revolvers.  Last year the 
Revolver Match was included in the aggregate, let’s say accidentally.  But that gave us reason to take another 
look at how many shooters had gotten revolvers and, basically, everyone had a six-gun.  So now, and from now 
on, as well as we can figure, the Revolver Match will continue to be included in the Buffalo Camp aggregate. 
 And while the three of us would wait to do our revolver shooting, there was still plenty to do.  Our big 
gathering at Buffalo Camp on Saturday afternoon is the burger feed.  Free burgers to all in camp, that is if you 
will take a chance on my cooking.  I borrowed a nice iron grill from Tom Witt and on that I was cooking six 
hamburger patties at once.  Cookin’ those burgers is enjoyable, maybe just because I feel like I’m the center of 
attention, at least until everyone gets their fill.  Will’s big dog, “C,” even got a hamburger.  Some of the wives 
came to camp for the burger feed too plus the movie that was shown in the clubhouse.  This year that movie was 
The Last Hunt, about buffalo hunting, with Stewart Granger and Robert Taylor, from 1956. 



 There’s other entertainment as well because 
after gobblin’ their burgers down, Mike Moran and 
Jerry Mayo grabbed their stringed musical intruments 
and started “pickin’ & grinnin’.  Mike plays the fiddle 
well enough that I always request to hear Garry Owen 
again.  Another fiddle, played by Tom Witt, plus a 
harmonica added to the music as well as the fun 
‘round the campfire in between the tents.  Such good 
doin’s went on until the players and listeners were all 
ready to see the movie, so the campers all headed for 
the clubhouse, some bringing their refreshments with 
them.  This just illustrates how there was plenty to do 
in addition to the shooting. 
 The next morning came right on schedule but 
it also brought a slight improvement in the weather.  
That improvement was in the high clouds that kept 
the sun from shining too brightly which actually 
makes the targets on the trail harder to see.                               Mike Moran and Jerry Mayo makin’ music 
 And, with that as a nod to get started, Jerry Johnson and Kyle joined me for our walk down the trail to 
shoot our scores for the Revolver Match.  We were the last ones to do so because all of the other shooters had 
completed their shooting the day before. 

 This was the match I had practiced 
the most for and I felt like I was ready.  My 
revolver, the Uberti copy of the New Model 
#3 Smith & Wesson with target sights, 
chambered for the .44 Special but being 
shot with .44 Russian cases and, of course, 
black powder loads, had been shot with 
great care in practice.  Jerry Johnson felt 
that he was also ready and he did his 
shooting with his replica of the Colt 1851 
Navy in .36 caliber, the only percussion 
revolver to be used in the match this year.  
Kyle also had a good revolver, an Uberti 
copy of the Colt 1872 Open Top shooting 
.44 Colt cartridges.  With those guns plus 
their ammunition, we walked down the trial 
to target #1, a medium-sized metal bottle 
hanging from a wooden stand. 
 A shot-by-shot review of our         

              Kyle Kirkpatrick takes a shot with his .44 Colt                             shooting would take too long so let me just 
talk about my shooting, briefly.  My first six shots went like clockwork, I was hitting everything, including the 
one-handed shots at the rabbit and the mini-moon.  That was pleasing.  Then, on my seventh shot, taken at the 
antelope target, I missed.  And I missed again on target number eight.  In fact, I missed on all four of the last 
targets in the match, after hitting nicely on the first six.  To me that was as confusing as it was disappointing.  
But I did have a couple of cartridges left in my pocket, so I took a couple of ‘revenge shots’ which weren’t for 
score.  The bear and the antelope both “clanged” nicely but those didn’t help my score, remaining at six hits. 
 Why couldn’t I hit those last four targets after getting the first six?  All I can do is quote Chief Dan 
George from the movie Little Big Man when he said, “Sometimes the magic works, sometimes it doesn’t.” 
 After turning in our scorecards, I learned that all shooters had lower scores than expected in the 
Revolver Match, with Mike Moran having the high score (again, he won that last year) with just seven hits.  My 



score of six hits put me in second place and Jerry Mayo, with aother six hits but with a trailing tiebreaker, took 
third place with his .45.  Yes, taking 2nd place was magic enough! 
 The next offical part of the Buffalo Camp was the presentation of awards, with Mike Moran in charge. 
We had very good prizes, mainly donations from some very supportive folks and businesses.  The list of 
contributors is a good one and you might recognize some of the names of these people or companies.  It begins 
with C. Sharps Arms and continues with; SPG Sales, Roy Marcot, The Single Shot Exchange, John Walters, 
Wolfe Publishing Company, Accurate Molds, Cash Manufacturing, October Country, Dean Oliver’s Knives, 
The Black River Buffalo Runners, Mike Nesbitt, Ironhorse Industries (Snake Oil), Bob DeLisle, Dan Johnson, 
Allen Cunniff, and Will Ulry.  More specifically, Schuetzen sent 10 pounds of Swiss powder, Wolfe Publishing 
sent several gift certificates for subscriptions to the Black Powder Cartridge News in addition to some books 

(one of those books was Mike Venturino’s “Shooting 
Buffalo Rifles of the Old West), The Single Shot 
Exchange donated two subscriptions to their magazine, 
Accurate Molds donated a certificate for a single cavity 
mold, and Roy Marcot provided two deluxe copies of the 
Sharps Firearms books (Volumes 1 and 3) and SPG Sales 
sent some very good items.  And, of course, Will Ulry 
donated a special wooden camp chair which he made just 
for Buffalo Camp. 
 We award those prizes in two ways.  First, each of 
the shooting events which are included in the aggregate, 
and only the shotgun match isn’t included, are awarded   

                      Good shooting prizes!                                   for 1st, 2nd, and 3rd.   The top three in each of the matches 
have already been named, so we’ll talk about the aggregate awards now.  While only the top three in each event 
are awarded for the individual match prizes, everybody who enters the aggregate (by registering for more than a 
single event) gets an aggregate prize, from the top shooter to the end of the list. 
 Our top man in the aggregate was Allen Cunniff, our usual winner.  (I won the aggregate once, back in 
’19, and Bob DeLisle has won it a couple of times.  But Allen has been our top shooter for the past four years.)  
For his prize, Allen quickly grabbed the certificate from Accurate Molds.  And this year I placed 2nd, and I went 
forward with no hesitation to get the “Buffalo Camp” chair made by Will Ulry.  I’ve wanted one of those chairs 
for seven years!  Rather than going through the whole list, I’ll just mention how Kyle got the October Country 
holster that he wanted for his .44, and I know that none of our shooters were disappointed with their prizes.  



-    The Black River Buffalo Runners’    

      Old West Centerfires 
                                                                                                                               
                                                           By Jerry Mayo 

 
A few of our Buffalo Runners joined up at a local dining facility 

prior to this day’s shoot for a bit of breakfast, which is our habit.  As the 
rain continued to fall incessantly, we guessed that the match this day 
would not be attended by many more than sat at this table.  We were all 
pleasantly shocked when registration closed and there were eighteen 
signatures on the sheet: EIGHTEEN!  Now we have all been to bigger 
shoots and even smaller ones but there’s a reason this number was 
significant.  Eighteen shooters represented the single largest attendance at an Old West Centerfires 
aggregate match in its history.  That is remarkable.  So let it be said, no one can accuse these buffalo 
runners of being fair weather shooters.   

                                                   The Old West Centerfires Gang  
This would be the second aggregate match of the 2025 season.  And for all the misery the 

aforementioned cold rain may bring, at least there was enough of a breeze to keep the range 
reasonably clear.  Curt Lokovsek showed up with a jug of his magic elixir and a stack of wood to 
provide a roaring fire in the stove.  I’m not sure what is in the “magic” elixir.  In these situations, it’s 
sometimes better not to know…roaring fire!   

We welcomed some shooters that we had not seen in some time, so we leaned into the range 
and match rules to make sure Safety was the first order of business.  For this match we had one 
shooter needing to submit scores from targets fired on a day previous to the match.  The targets were 
shot in the presence of approved witnesses.  Scores were verified prior to leaving the range and 
maintained by the Match Director until the day of the shoot.  Thanks go out to all who assisted in 
making this match run smoothly. The course of fire on this day was our standard aggregate setup 
which consists of ten shots at 100 yards at a single-bullseye target, ten more shots at a 200 yards 



single bullseye target.  The targets may be shot in any order the shooter chooses. Cartridges must be 
loaded with black powder and lead cast bullets.  Shooting is done from the seated position with cross 
sticks.  The match is shot in thirty-minute relays in which all twenty scoring shots must be fired.  
Fouling shots are allowed.  So, let us look at how our Buffalo Runners did on this day.  Here we go… 

Our top shooter for the day was Dick Elliott.  
Dick is always a very competitive shooter but, on this 
day, he was truly on his game.  Dick posted a score of 
196-9X out of a possible 200.  He shot a 99-5X for the 
highest score of anyone at 100 yards (his target is seen 
at the left) and a 97-4X for the highest score at 200 
yards.  That’s a good day at the range.  Well done.  It’s 
not that Dick didn’t have any competition.  Our second 
and third place shooters, Ken Kurfurst and Curt 
Lokovsek respectively, were both shooting a bit of 
Shiloh Sharps history.  They used 1874 Sharps 
reproductions created in the Shiloh shop back when it 
was in Farmingdale, New York.  Ken’s Shiloh was a 
.45/70 and was one point behind Dick’s score with a 
195-6X.  And Curt was another three points back of 
that with his .45/90 Shiloh firing a 192-4X.  Then in 

fourth-place was Mike Nesbitt scoring the highest total of his Old West Centerfires career.  Mike 
used his scoped ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/90 to post a score of 191-4X.  Rounding out the top five was 
Bob DeLisle using his 1874 Pedersoli Sharps in .45/70, with paper patched bullets as always, scoring 
a 183-3X.  That’s some very respectable scores from the top five shooters. 

Taking sixth 
place was Allen 
Cunniff using a C. 
Sharps Arms .40/65 
to post a 180-X.  
Allen is also a 
prolific paper patch 
shooter.  Larry Litten 
was our seventh-
place shooter.  Larry 
shot a 176-4X using a 
Shiloh Sharps in 
.45/70.  The Ritter 
family came in full 
force this month.  We 
will have to check in 
on Doc and Loco a 
little later because on 
top of that family tree 
this month is Ashley 
Ritter in eighth place.                    Ken Kurfurst takes aim with his Farmingdale Shiloh in .45/70          
Ashley was shooting a Martini rifle in .38/55 and scored 176.  In ninth place is Jerry Johnson using a 
Remington Rolling Block .40/65 posting a 174-4X.  Jerry has just recently finished that rolling block 
and it is working rather well for him.  In tenth place was Mike Holeman, scoring 174-2X using his 
’74 C. Sharps Arms in . 45/70.   



In eleventh place was Jeff “Loco” 
Ritter with his .45/90 Remington Rolling 
Block posting a 174-2X.  In twelfth place 
was Jeff "Doc" Ritter using another 
Remington Rolling Block in .45/90 posting 
a solid 166-2X.  To take thirteenth place 
Tom Witt put up a 161-3X using his ’74 C. 
Sharps Arms .50/70.  In fourteenth place is 
Mike Moran.  Mike used another ’74 C. 
Sharps Arms in .50/70 to score 154-2X.  
Phil Wiebe came in fifteenth place this 
month.  Phil shot his ’77 by C. Sharps Arms 
in .40/65 for a score of 148.                                                     
         Mark Davis used a ’74 Shiloh .45/70 
to put up a 147 for sixteenth and his score 
are climbing.  Our seventeenth shooter was    

   Mike Moran touches-off his Sharps .50-70                        Jim Haeckel.  Jim used his 1874 Pedersoli  
in .45/70, posting a 144.  And just making sure we weren’t being followed is me, Jerry Mayo.  I 
came in eighteenth shooting a 141-X with my 1874 C. Sharps Arms .45/70.    

                                                    Scores for this Match 
    Name               Rifle/Cartridge        100 yd. 200 yds.  Total  Aggregate (2) 

1  Dick Elliott ’74 Shiloh .45/70   99-5X 97-4X  196-9X  363-13X 
2  Ken Kurfurst ‘74 Farmingdale Sharps .45/70 99-4X 96-2X  195-6X  382-11X 
3 Curt Lokovsek ‘74 Shiloh Sharps .45/90  98-X 94-3X  192-4X  379-9X 
4  Mike Nesbitt ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/90 97-3X 94-1X  191-4X  380-6X 
5  Bob DeLisle 1874 Pedersoli .45/70  91-3X 92  183-3X  355-8X 
6  Allen Cunniff ’74 C. Sharps Arms. 40/65 88 92-X  180-X  367-3X  
7  Larry Litten ’74 Shiloh Sharps .45/70   93-X3 83-X  176-4X  299-5X 
8  Ashley "Smash" Ritter   Martini .38/55  88 88  176  176 
9  Jerry Johnson Rem Rolling Block  .40/65 81-2X 93-2X  174-4X  345-6X 
10  Mike Holemann   ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70 85 89-2X  174-2X  342-4X 
11  Jeff "Loco" Ritter  Rem Rolling Block  .45/90 82 87  169  329-3X 
12  Jeff "Doc" Ritter    Rem Rolling Block  .45/90 85 81-2X  166-2X  166-2X 
13  Tom Witt ’74 C. Sharps Arms .50/70 74 87-3X  161-3X  318-4X 
14  Mike Moran ’74 C. Sharps Arms .50/70  74-2X 80  154-2X  285-3X 
15 Phil Wiebe ’77 C. Sharps Arms .40/65 86 62  148  310 
16  Mark Davis ’74 Shiloh Sharps .45/70  81 66  147  298 
17  Jim Haeckel  1874 Pedersoli .45/70  73 71  144  144 
18  Jerry Mayo ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70 87 54-1X  141-X  294-3X 
 

But the day was still young. 
The after-match for this shoot was with Black Powder 

Revolvers.  A very popular event for us. We had thirteen shooters 
take the line at the pistol range for ten shots at our usual target for 
this event.  The target was a bullseye with the largest scoring ring 
at eleven inches and the black at five-and-one-half-inches with a 
one-and-three-quarter-inch X ring.  The target was posted at ten 
yards.  Only single action revolvers using black powder and lead 
cast bullets were used.  Redemption; the winner today, with no 
more points to steal from this target and a first-time for this event 
win is me, Jerry Mayo.  I shot a 100-3X using my .44 Smith & 
Wesson Russian.  That pistol of mine is a dandy.  Yes, Mike 
Nesbitt left his dandy little .36 Navy at home this time… 

That’s me, holding my top-break .44 Russian and my target.  
I’ll be keeping the gun and the target too, just for fine memories. 



 
 

“A vote is like a rifle: its usefulness depends upon the character of the user,” ― Theodore Roosevelt 



 
JAMES HENRY McNANEY, Part II 

 
                                                                                                   Submitted By Leo J. Remiger 
 
We continue the story of James McNaney as described by W.T. Hornaday from the third newspaper article which 
was titled; The Last Buffalo Hunt, The Buffalo Begin To Fall, Part III. 
 

Boyd and McNaney had stopped on a high ridge to glass the country for buffalo.  Russell and Hornaday 
had stopped about a mile from them, unsaddled their horses to 
let them graze and rest.  In a short time Hornaday saw 
McNaney and Boyd riding toward them along the ridge.  
When within shouting distance Boyd exclaimed: 

“We’ve spotted the buffaloes!”. 
“Where away?” 
“Do you see that high butte yonder with the 

rocky top?”  He pointed east as a butte about two miles 
away. 

“Yes.” 
“Well, the buffaloes are lying down in a little 

coulee just this side of that.” 
“Good!  We’ll rest our horses a little longer, then 

up and at them.” 
“Two miles of rugged ravines and deep coulees 

lay between us and the game, which was not to be seen 
from where we then were, nor from the highest point 
either without the glass.  We let our horses graze and 
rest fort the remainder of the hour, while we lay at full 
length on the carpet of buffalo grass, and then we 
saddled up and made ready. 

“Now, Jim,” I said, “you are the old buffalo 
hunter; you take the lead and we will follow you.  Let’s 
get a good standing shot at them if possible, and then for 

the chase.  When we fire from the ground let the men right and left take the buffaloes on their side 
so that we won’t all shoot at the same one.  Now, go ahead.” 

“Jim led the way and we followed in Indian file.  We rode down into a coulee that ran east, 
and followed along its bed for some distance.  We crossed ridges, rode along more coulees, and 
when close to our game came to one that had the water in it.  It was just what we wanted, and we 
let our horses drink while we gladly refreshed ourselves also.  In the last coulee, the one next to 
where the buffaloes were lying, we left our horses, stalked carefully up to the top of the next ridge, 
and looked over, all ready to fire.  No buffaloes!  Then we cautiously climbed up to a high point 
on the side of the tall butte, and again looked over.  I looked across a deep basin to the top of a 
rather low, flat topped butte 250 yards away, and caught a glimpse of dark objects lying on its top.  
“Those must be rocks.” I thought. 

“Down, fellers!  Git down! Git down quick!  There they are!” said Jim, in a stage 
whisper. 



“Buffaloes at last, by Jove!  We crouched down and sneaked back.  Back we ran to our 
horses, sprang into our saddles, and rode through more coulees and up to the very foot of the 
butte on which the little herd was lying.  Once more we dismounted, threw our reins over our 
horses heads, and the faithful brutes began to nibble at the short grass, while we stalked quickly 
up the steep and rocky hillside.  The first point we made was too far away: so we backed down 
and made for another nearer to our game, but still two hundred yards away.  We reached the 
breastwork of rugged rocks at the edge of the hill, and cautiously looked over it.  Of course, the 
wind was blowing toward us.  On the bare, flat top of the rugged tableland lay fourteen buffaloes 
basking in the warm sunshine, noses pointing up the wind.  

“The needs of the hour and the length of the chase up to that point made it an exciting 
moment.  I told the boys when we took the trail that if we found those seven buffaloes I would 
not be satisfied unless we got them all.  Well, they had been joined by seven more.  Somehow I 
instinctively felt that it would take a better marksman than I to kill a buffalo at two hundred 
yards when he is lying down.  If you miss the vertebral column even by two inches – good 
evening!  Impressed by this I whispered in Jim’s ear:  

“Hadn’t we better wait until they stand up, so as to get at their lungs?”  
“No,” said Jim, “we must take ‘em as they are or they’ll be off.  Aim pretty low, and now 

don’t get excited, and don’t fire too quick.” 
“Everyone was excited all the same, but every one firmly resolved that he wouldn’t be 

the one to “make a mess of it.” 
“Put up your sights for 200 yards,” said Jim, as we gently slid our rifle barrels over the 

rocks.  We got our guns into position, and I drew a bead on a cow buffalo which lay off on the 
extreme left.  There was a pause of half a minute or so to give everyone a chance to get a good 
ready; then someone said: 

“One, two, three” – bang! 
“Up sprang my cow, the first upon her feet, and wheeled completely around as if she had 

a fit.  Up sprang all the buffaloes and with a grand rush away they started.  Levers and breech 
blocks made a lively rattle as our empty and smoking shells were flung out and four loaded 
cartridges thrown in with a jerk.  

“Bang! Bang! Bang!” went the rifles at the flying herd, which ran from us wheeled to the 
left to get an easier descent, and swept down the steep slope like an avalanche. 

“Again, we worked our levers, and again poured out bullets into them as they ran. 
“To your horses, boys!” cried Boyd, as he started down the hill at full speed.  Fool that I 

was, I lingered to get one more shot at the flying herd, and to see whether at least one buffalo had 
not been brought down.  No, bad luck to us all, I am compelled to admit that not even one 
buffalo had fallen.  By the time I was in my saddle the whole chase was out of my sight, around 
the bluff. 

“It was a pretty race.  The course was a gentle slope downward, crossed here and there by 
dangerous coulees, I must admit, but mostly pretty fair ground.  Excitement was no name for it.  
There the long-hunted buffaloes were, so near and yet so far – and how like the very mischief they 
did run!  Although we gained on them at every leap, still no one was within a hundred yards of 
them.  Jim passed Boyd and then I did.  By that time old Brownie was getting warmed up and I 
gave him a smart touch with the spur.  The old fellow entered heartily into the spirit of the chase 
as I could plainly feel, and his superior speed seemed certain to bring me alongside the herd in a 
few moments. 

“We leaped ditch-like coulees and sunken spots, and presently dashed into an immense 
prairie dog town, the terror of galloping horsemen.  From the beginning of the hunt I had almost 
prayed that I might never find it necessary to chase buffaloes across a dog town – and here we 
were into one the very first thing.  It was fully half a mile across it, and honey combed with the 
big, gaping holes, just the right size for a running horse to set a leg in up to the knee, snap it off 
and throw his rider headlong into the next township.  I fairly shivered with dread and held myself 
ready for a tumble without notice, but we could not afford to slacken our speed in the least.  The 



prairie dogs barked at us from all sides as they dived out of sight, as if they wished us bad luck for 
our bad manners; but we had no time to say “by your leave.”  Old Brownie had all he could do to 
find solid ground, but so well did he “mind his eye” that he never once stepped into any of the 
holes which lay in ambush for his flying feet. 

“Once we came full speed to a coulee which lay across our course, which was dangerously 
wide and deep.  I thought of broken bones and the hereafter, but only for an instant.  With a mighty 
effort the old horse gathered himself for a tremendous leap, rose high above the chasm, cleared it, 
landed safely on the other side and kept on. 

“The buffaloes reached the creek a hundred yards ahead of me, and went over the steep 
bank pell-mell, in a way that would have broken our horse’s legs and our own necks.  As Jim and 
I pulled up at the edge we leaped to the ground and blazed away at them as they came up on the 
opposite side, a good rifle shot away.  We must have hit some of them some-where, but none 
dropped.  Just then I noticed that an immense old bull had left the herd and gone off alone up the 
creek, wounded by Jim, so while Jim was still firing, I mounted and made after him. 

“I ran a mile and a half, but the ground was so bad, and he took advantage of it so well, I 
could not overhaul him, nor even get within fair rifle shot.  He gradually described an immense 
semicircle to the left, and then Jim went straight for him.  This maneuver placed him ahead of me 
in the chase, so I turned back at once and rode after a cow, which had also left the herd, and was 
hit pretty hard.  I think she was the one I tried at lying down.  She ran for the badlands, back toward 
the buttes, but I easily cut in ahead of her and got a good shot, which nearly brought her down.  A 
hundred yards further I rode up close and gave her a ball through the lungs, which killed her. 

“Presently Jim joined me, all smiles and perspiration, gleefully claiming the $5 I had 
offered as a present to the slayer of the first old bull buffalo.  He had got the old patriarch – chased 
him into the head of a frightful ravine, whence he could not get out, and broke his back.  Cruel 
hunter that he was, he had left him alive so that I could sketch him if I wanted to.  I was horrified, 
and we at once set out to ride to him and put him out of his misery.  We started to take a short cut, 
and when half way there up jumped two splendid old bulls from behind a cut bank, where they had 
been hiding in the bottom of a coulee.  It was a tremendous surprise.  I fired from my horse at the 
one on my side, and Jim jumped down and fired from the ground.  His horse bolted instantly, and 
he called to me to go and catch it; but being more eager to kill buffaloes that to catch horses just 
then, I gave him my horse to ride after his, while I got in two capital shots at 200 yards.  I saw 
plainly that one of my shots had broken the left foreleg of my buffalo close to the shoulder, and 
said to myself, “You’re my meat!”  But he did not fall.  Just then Jim galloped up and handed me 
the reins of my horse saying hurriedly: 

“You take the one on the right, and I’ll take the other.” And instantly galloped off. 
“Perdition!  He had chosen my buffalo!  But there was no time for talk, so I set spurs and 

galloped after the unwounded bull, who was then a long way off, and going faster every minute.  
In about three hundred yards Jim easily overhauled my bull, shot him through the lungs, and killed 
him.  I chased the other for two miles but by that time my horse was tired out, and as the buffalo 
was a long ways ahead of me, and going toward the sinking sun, I had to give him up. 

“While I was slowly riding back to meet Jim, he met a young bull who was strolling along 
in a demoralized condition, and killed him with a neat shot through the heart.  Then we rode on to 
the one with the broken back and found him just where Jim left him.  What a magnificent beast he 
was!  I felt that I had never before seen a really first-class buffalo.  Such an enormous head, with 
wavy black hair on it a foot long; such a lofty hump, such a luxuriant growth of hair, such massive 
proportions of body and limb and finally such spirit belong only to the grandest species of ruminant 
in the world.  The old monster was savage.  He rose up his fore legs and with a mighty effort 
struggled to stand erect.  In vain!  His once faithful hind legs refused to obey him at last, and left 
him a helpless, hopeless prisoner in the hands of his enemies.  But there was no pleading in his 
eyes; not a bit of it!  They glared defiance and hatred.  Could he but have got one “blow at either 
of us with one of those glossy black horns he would have got even with us for all time. 
 



“I never saw an animal in a greater rage. 

 
The Old Bull At Bay:  Making A Sketch From Life1 

 
“I quickly pulled out a memorandum book and made a hasty outline of the old monarch as 

he raised himself on his forelegs and glared defiance.  But it was soon done for I thought every 
moment of that broken back.  At Jim’s bidding I set a ball though the heart of the mighty beast and 
ended his trouble forever.”2 
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“Tyranny is defined as that which is legal for the government but illegal for the citizenry,” Thomas Jefferson 

 
 
“We the people are the rightful masters of both congress and the courts, not to overthrow 
the Constitution, but to overthrow the men who pervert the Constitution.”  Abraham 
Lincoln, 1859 

 
 

“With malice toward none, with charity for all...let us bind up the wounds of this nation.”  
Abraham Lincoln, from his 2nd Inaugural Address, 1865 

 



“The fact that government would even consider repealing the 2nd Amendment is the very                   
                                  reason for which it was written,” William DeBurgh 

 



OUTSTANDING PRODUCTS by Mike Nesbitt 
BUFFALO SHOOTING STICKS 

 A new brand of “sticks” is on the market and these are something to consider, for sure.  They are being 
made by Buffalo Shooting Sticks but let’s not confuse them with the “Buffalo Sticks” already being made by 
Cat’s Shooting Sticks.  These new Buffalo Shooting Sticks are very strong, “buffalo tough” as the makers say, 
and they are available with several options.  
 The first option to be considered is the 
length of the cross-sticks, either 33 inches for 
shooting from the prone position or 51 inches for 
shooting from the sitting or kneeling position.  
My choice was for the 51-inch-tall sticks because 
I very seldom shoot prone. 
 These shooting sticks are made of Sapele 
African Mahogany which is very tough, naturally 
weather resistant and finished with Tung oil.  The 
size of the sticks is listed as 1 inch by 1 ¾ inch in 
width and thickness for both lengths.  Those 
dimensions are finished sized.  For going “into 
the ground” these sticks have 6-inch steel blades, 
with 3 inches exposed, which are held in place 
with countersunk bolts.                                                      Mike takes a shot in the Old West Centerfires Match 
 The clamping knobs mate with heavy duty 12 mm bolts  where the sticks cross and these 51-inch sticks 
have 14 holes (only 7 holes for the shorter 33-inch sticks) already positioned which, they claim, provide more 
stability than grooves.  I won’t argue with that. 
 Padding on the sticks for the rifle’s barrel or forearm is provided by 6-ounce cemented leather strips.  
Another option is for the laced leather sleeves.  The sticks I received have both the sleeves and the leather strips 
and both are shown in the photo with this review.  One more option for padding is available and that is for ½-
inch thick felt strips which would really pad the sticks for resting the rifles. 
 Another feature about these shooting sticks, unique as far as I know, are the rubber blade covers which 
protect the blades along with whatever they might be in contact with during transportation.   
 That’s the rundown about these new shooting sticks, mainly with the information you might be getting 
from an ad or a catalog.  Now for some comments from the firing line.  At first, I thought I’d prefer spikes for 
going into the ground instead of the blades.  I’ve changed my mind.  The blades, while harder to get into the 
ground than the spikes.   
 My original thoughts were also in favor of the grooves where the “elevation” of the sticks could be 
changed without re-setting them.  In our Old West Centerfires Match which our club shot just recently, I used 
these sticks and while changing from 100 to 200 yards, the sticks did require re-setting.  That simply amounted 
to pulling one stick out of the ground, bringing it closer together (to raise the elevation) and re-set it (using a 
hatchet to beat it into the ground again).  That took just a few seconds to do and with that I was ready to shoot 
my target at 200 yards. 
 And how did I do while shooting over these Buffalo Shooting Sticks?  I shot my highest score ever in an 
Old West Centerfires match, so they must have contributed a little!  We shoot 10 shots at a bullseye at 100 
yards, then 10 more shots at another bullseye target at 200 yards for these short-range matches.  My score, 
shooting with my C. Sharps Arms ’74 Bridgeport in .45-90 caliber, at 100 yards was 97-3X and at 200 yards I 
got a score of 94-X, beating my old high score by 3 points.  I will certainly be using them again. 
 These Buffalo Shooting Sticks are certainly deluxe.  That general “assessment” considers the wood as 
well as the finish, to the options available, including the blade protecting covers which are included.  The base 
price for the 33-inch cross-sticks is $119.95 but a special introductory price is available at $109.94.  The taller 
sticks, measuring 51-inches, are priced at $129.95 and those also have an introductory price of $119.94.  The 
best way to get in contact with the fellows who make these tough shooting sticks is to visit their website at 
Buffaloshootingsticks.com.  I would easily expect you’d be as pleased with the shooting sticks as I am. 



Casting and Loading with an Ideal #4 Reloading Tool 
                                                             By Rick Hamilton 

The Ideal #4 was a portable combination mold and reloading tool, designed for a specific rifle or 
revolver and caliber.  These were made from approximately 1884-1936 in various configurations.  Through the 
years the Ideal #4 morphed into the Lyman 310 tool that many modern-day shooters began their reloading 
journeys with.                                                                          

Some years back, my buddy Wild Bill showed me one 
that he had, which was in excellent shape, and it really piqued 
my interest.  It was in a 40-65 caliber which was originally 
developed for the 1886 Winchester repeating rifle.  The new 
caliber, at the time, was designed to give more performance 
for a repeater and was touted as capable of hunting any game 
in the U.S.  After some good old-fashioned horse trading, the 
Ideal #4 found a new home with me. 

Now, having a 40-65 Pedersoli Sharps initially helped 
draw my attention to the tool.  Yes, I am aware the 40-65 is 
not an original Sharps caliber, but just like me, I am sure 
there are others out there who might also be interested in how 
loading was accomplished and what quality of bullet could be 
cast with a tool that is approximately 140 years of age. 

Knowing that the mold probably cast a lighter bullet 
designed for a lever action rifle with a slower rate of twist 
than my 30-inch sharps 40-65 barrel, I never really intended 
to load for it with the Ideal.  However, as several years 
passed and I found out more information on the Ideal Tool, 
curiosity got the better of me and I decided to cast some 
bullets with it.  I was curious to see what the actual specs of 
the bullet were, and what the degree of difficulty casting and 
loading might be.                                                                                               

            I gave the                        Ideal #4 Loading Tool                      
mold a quick cleaning and headed to the casting room.  Research 
indicated that a 20-1 alloy was used some in the 1886.  As I had 
some on hand, I heated the casting pot up, got my ladle and my usual 
pair of thin gloves out, and waited for the pot to heat.  I did place the 
mold on the rim of the pot to help pre-heat it.  

 This early style of cast/mold tool by Ideal has no vent lines 
on the matching mold faces.  The molds themselves are built directly 
onto the top end of the tool.  Later models would come out with 
detachable molds. 

Original Ideal instructions say the best way to heat up the 
mold is by running bullets through it.  After the first 6 bullets and the 
mold came up to heat, the next 14 were keepers.  At midpoint of the 
casting session, I have to say the handles were very narrow and my 
usual gloves were letting too much heat transfer to my hands!  I 
switched to a pair of heavier gloves and had no problem after that. 

After resting for a couple of days, the 14 keeper bullets 
average weight was 246.6 grains with a plus/minus factor of 0.6 of a 
grain.  I was pleasantly surprised at this consistency!  I am certain 
that if I had not interrupted the casting midstream to get the heavier    

     Cast bullet in the Ideal #4 Mold                 gloves, that average could have been better yet  Those bullets were  



were well filled out and well defined, excellent castings.  The three driving bands measured .4055” as cast.  The 
length of those bullets was .828” as cast and the meplat,, the flat nose of the bullet, was approximately .230” 
across.       
   Next some SPG lube was rubbed into the grease grooves.  The 
bullet sizing hole is the bottom of the three holes on the tool, closest to 
the handles.  Place the bullet point down in the sizing hole until it fits 
snuggly.  Then squeeze the handles and move the adjustable push rod 
until it contacts the center of the base of bullet.  Squeeze handles all 
the way together and the bullet exits on the far side and on to a soft 
towel.  After sizing, the three driving bands were all reduced to .4040 
inches each, a reduction of .0015 inches.  (Original 40-65 bullets 
were .406” diameter.) The sizer also did a fairly good job of cleaning 
the excess lube from the bullet as well.   

The second hole up from the handles is for seating the primers.  
I used Winchester primers, and the brass was some fired Winchester 
cases from my Pedersoli 1874 Sharps 40-65 replica.  These started out 

life as 45-70 
brass that  I ran 
through a 40-65 
resizing die.  
From the inside 
of the handle, 
drop the fired brass         Lubed and sized 246.6 gr bullet      
down the hole until it rests on the rim. Start a primer into 
the primer pocket using your fingers. Keeping the tool so 
the primer is up to avoid the primer falling out, squeeze the 
handles together as far as it will go.  Remove the primed 
case and you are ready for the next step which is charging 
and bullet seating.                                                                                                        

My research showed at least some of the Ideal #4 
loaders came with powder charge measures.  These 
“dippers” resemble a couple I have made using a spent 
revolver case with a wire handle soldered on.  I did some 
experimenting and found that a volume of 58 grains of 
GOEX 2Fg Express black powder directly poured would 
fit the bill.  Topping that with an .030 vegetable fiber wad 
allowed for the bullet to just seat on the wad using no 
compression of the powder. 

About to press in the new primer                         
Next take your bullet and finger-seat it into the  

charged case.  The third hole up from the handles with an 
extractor, is the seating and crimping die.  You finger seat a 
bullet in the charged case and place the bullet end into the hole.  
Then squeeze the handles together all the way and the round is 
loaded. 
 Let me add at this point how the only functions of the 
seating die is to seat the bullets to the correct depth and then to 
crimp the mouth of the cartridge cases.  The amount of crimp 
can be controlled by the amount of pressure on the handles.                        The crimped neck of the 40-65 



The de-capping tool was a separate piece that fits down into the seating die with the pin sticking up 
slightly above the handle.  The case to be de-capped was 
then pushed part way into the seating die and the tool 
squeezed to push the primer out.  These de-capping 
tools, being separate pieces, resulted in most of them 
being lost from the mold/loading tool over the years, as 
was mine. They can be made today with a little machine 
work. 

 Just a few more specs for those interested.  The 
overall length of the loaded 40-65 round was 2.4925”. 
This is dictated by the seating die and is nonadjustable.  
My Winchester fired brass before loading was 2.115 
inches long.  After firing they reduced to 2.114 inches in 
length.  The crimp appeared to be almost perfect 
placement over the slight flare just above the first grease 
groove. 

For kicks and giggles, I loaded two rounds and 
went out to a field target (stump) and placed a paper 
target at 50 yards.  My trusty Pedersoli 40-65 was 
sporting a new elk antler front blade sight that I had 
finished recently but had not had the opportunity to 
regulate yet.  In the offhand position, but leaning against 
my trusty old John Deere Gator, I fired some of my 
regular loads to see if my sight would get me on paper  

         Getting ready to fire the load in my 40-65 Sharps                 
to start with.  Then I switched to the two loads reloaded 
with the Ideal #4.  The sight performed well as did the 
two Ideal mold loads, producing a 9/16-inch center-to-
center group between the two.  

 The accuracy from this gun never surprises me, 
but the accuracy from the old Ideal #4 loads did!  The 
mold itself was impressive as the driving bands were 
within the level of plus or minus on concentricity for a 
lot of modern molds.  Because the mold is smaller it 
does come up to heat quickly.  The capping part of the 
tool seated the primers well and consistently.  

Overall, I could see this tool as being perfectly 
functional for the hunter of that period whether at home 
or in a field camp.  It is portable, light, and easy to use.  
Many of these units were sold over the years.  The only 
thing that could be better would be to fire these loads in 
an original 1886 Winchester! 

Maybe I should load more rounds with this old 
tool and then try to get some game with them.  I’ll let 
you know if that happens.  
                                                                                                                                                     
      “The Constitution was never meant to prevent people from 
praying; its declared purpose was to protect their freedom to 
pray.”  Ronald Reagan                                                                                             The two rounds from the test showed good accuracy 



 


