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GUEST EDITORIAL by Steve Garbe 
 

Abolish the ATF? 

Recently the news has been covering the efforts of several Republican lawmakers to promote a bill 
abolishing the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms. The lawmakers claim that the BATF has 
made numerous unlawful and infringing restrictions to the Second Amendment, attempted to bypass 
Congressional and judicial oversight on new firearms law and has generally gone far beyond their 
designated authority and responsibilities. Operation “Fast and Furious” and the recent over-stepping 
of BATF’s regulatory role in the “Pistol Brace” controversy are but two prime examples of a 
government agency that seems to have seriously lost its way. Many American gun owners, myself 
included, think that the BATF needs to be reined in and reminded of a citizen’s rights under the U.S. 
Constitution. The idea that the BATF should be abolished and their responsibilities delegated to the 
States is a credible one that no doubt will be hotly debated in Congress. 

Revealed and exposed by the efforts of this new administration, we are seeing far too many 
examples of a severely bloated bureaucratic “deep state”, over-populated by unelected officials who 
have prioritized personal politics over protecting the rights and safety of law-abiding Americans. The 
thing that is truly frightening is the level and depth of the corruption that is being brought to light in 
many governmental agencies. I don’t believe that many of us really had an idea on how far wrong 
many of these bureaucracies had gone. I know that as a tax-paying American citizen, I am outraged 
at the waste and abuse of my tax dollars. This isn’t a Democrat or Republican issue; this is simply 
holding government agencies to account for their behavior. 

However, given the very nature of a government bureaucracy we should not be surprised that is high 
time for a comprehensive review, house cleaning and streamlining. We are seeing many “veils” being 
lifted from some of our oldest government departments and it is patently obvious to anyone with 
average intelligence that the books need to be scrutinized and serious changes made. To argue 
otherwise is simply not admitting to the obvious. 

Will the BATF be abolished? I think not, but it does need to be seriously reminded of its 
responsibilities to the Constitution and possibly reassigned to law enforcement duties that make 
better use of our money.  Attempting to write firearms law is not one of those duties nor is the serious 
bureaucratic harassment of law-abiding gun owners, dealers and manufacturers. Agents of the BATF 
need to understand whom it is that they actually work for, maintain a high regard for the Constitution 
and do their job according to the law and not personal politics or agendas. 

Looking at many of our government agencies and reviewing their past performance is simply good 
stewardship by our elected officials. It also happens to be one of the reasons that we, the American 
voter, gave them a job and put them in office. A complete review of the BATF is good news for the 
American taxpayer and especially good news for the law-abiding American gun owner. 

– Gut Ziel 

 

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



Quigley, 2025 
By Mike Moran 

 Preparations for going to the Matthew Quigley Buffalo Rifle Match certainly must start well before 
hitting the “long trail” and heading out to Forsyth, Montana in early-mid June.  Gear checks, gun tune-ups, and 
loading ammunition are all          part of the work necessary to make it a good trip.  Especially the ammunition.  
There always seems to be            some last-minute loading that occurs.  For me that means casting some new 
bullets and getting about            

                                                                         120 cases filled.  It would be an early start, and Larry Litten would                                                       
be here soon to load the truck.  Yes, I’d be using my .50/70 again.  

                           There were ten of us Black River Buffalo Runners heading to the match this year.  In                
                        that number we must include Scott Sibley from Wyoming.  The Black River Buffalo Runners is 
the name of our shooting group at the Capitol City Rifle and Pistol Club in Littlerock, WA.  Larry and I would 
ride together for the trek from western Washington to eastern Montana, just 1,000 miles, and along the way we 
stopped at C. Sharps Arms, which has become an annual tradition for us.  In addition to looking at what new 

guns might be tugging at our sleeves, I 
needed Pat Dulin to take a look at my 
mid-range deluxe tang sight, which 
seemed to be a bit wobbly.  Before 
long Pat had it taken apart, measuring 
this and filing that, and I came away 
with a good solid rear sight.  He took 
the time to give my rifle the once over 
too, then I was ready to go.    

We got to Forsyth and stopped 
in town to fuel up, noticing how the 
marquee on the movie theater said, 
“Welcome Quigley.”  In fact, the         

       Larry Litten tries his aim at the 405-yard Diamond                                 Forsyth Rifle & Pistol Club couldn’t 
put on the match without the help and support of the local Emergency Services, food vendors, local volunteers, 
and of course the Lee family and their ranch.  It felt good to be “back home” again.   
 We Buffalo Runners set up a camp in Quigleyville with several 
canvas tents at the center.  The weather this year would give our tents a 
good test.  Rain, sun, wind, lightning, and fog would rotate as we made 
use of the practice days ahead of the competition.  Unfortunately, the 
good rain we got each night meant that the staff running the match kept 
the firing line closed until just after noon on Thursday and Friday, in 
order to help keep the mud down.  Vehicles were halted on the gravel 
roads and folks coming in from town had to walk in to the shooting area 
and vendors’ row.   This actually resulted in vendors’ row getting a lot 
more attention than usual because no one could shoot.  And, as you might 
guess, I spent too much money.   
 Mike Nesbitt had spotted a fine looking .50/70 rifle on the  wall at 
C. Sharps Arms and he couldn’t resist telling Mark Davis about it.  Mark 
agreed to give it a good looking over when the guns and the crew for C. 
Sharps Arms got to camp.  One reason for recommending a .50-70 is 
because of the annual .50/70 Match held by our group as part of the Old 
West Centerfire matches.  But Mark made the mistake of taking his wife, 



“Krazy Kelle,” along to look at the guns brought by C. Sharps Arms.  Kelle simply fell in love with a rather 
deluxe Bridgeport model in .45/70, with a fancy pistol grip stock and a 32-inch barrel.  That’s what they bought.  
And the picture on the cover was taken before Kelle had picked out the sights she wanted on that rifle.  We’ll be 
seeing more of that gun, and Kelle too… 
 Before leaving camp, both Allen Cunniff and Mike Nesbitt had bought new rifles but those are for them 
to talk about…  C. Sharps Arms Company was certainly doing some good business. 

 When we did get to 
shoot, the ground around the 
targets was too wet to yield 
any impact identifying dust, 
so it was hard to see where 
the bullets were hitting.  I 
was shooting a new bullet 
this year from my C. Sharps 
1874 Hartford model in 
.50/70 caliber and needed to 
get my starting elevations for 
each of the targets.  And I 
had decided to go with paper 
patched bullets and 
borrowed Bob DeLisle’s 
Accurate mold #50-490P to 
cast them.  He previously  

                   Bob DeLisle and Mike Moran gettin’ in their practice                                      let me “borrow” 20 wrapped 
bullets to try and they worked very well for me.  That was when I decided they would be used in my Quigley 
loads.  With 70 grains of Swiss 1.5 F powder and a .030” vegetable wad stuffed in the Starline cases, I put 
together 120 of them for practice and the match.  Larry had just put a Montana Vintage Arms scope on his .45-
70 rifle and needed to verify his new starting points as well.  Luckily, we were able to get to all six targets 
during the afternoon open practice shoots.    

Evenings at Quigley are a time to relax, 
clean up gear, and enjoy good times with good 
friends.  Friday night it is our tradition to have a big 
burger feed in camp, with Scott Sibley supplying 
the burgers and Mike Nesbitt flippin’ ‘em on the 
grill.  Jerry Mayo, Bob DeLisle and I brought our 
stringed instruments and played a few tunes while 
the burgers were cooked.  Everyone pitched in with 
a side-dish or desert.  To top of the evening there 
was both a beautiful sunset and a lightning show.    
 Friday night held more rain and wind, and a 
new experience for me.  My wall tent is pretty stout 
and we staked it down well.  The wind normally 
buffets the end door which stands strong and tight.  
This night it seemed to be a billowy sail.  Upon 
investigation in the morning, the 12-inch metal 
stakes holding the corners had migrated sideways 
through the mud about a foot each.  With all our 
rocky grounds back home, this never happens.                                                       
          The weather was beautiful as we got ready to 
head down to the shooter’s meeting Saturday morning,                              Burgers on the grill          
when all of a sudden, a fog bank rolled in, completely obscuring the distant hillside and our targets.                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                    



 Luckily it left as quickly as it 
came and we got down to business on a 
bright and windless morning.  This 
again was a new experience, I would 
need to learn to shoot without windage.   

That rear sight repair that Pat 
did for me at C. Sharps seemed to do 
the trick as I hit six of the eight shots I                                               
took at our first target, the 600-yard 
Octagon.  In fact, everything about my 
shooting seemed right – my seat was 
quickly found, my hold was steady, and 
my trigger squeeze was smooth.  Mel 
Gibson told his sons in The Patriot,                                                     Time to enjoy the fog                                   
“Aim small, miss small” which I always thought was good advice.  So that’s exactly what I did for the rest of 
the shoot – and missed by only a small amount about half the time.   

 Congratulations to my teammates and their shooting performance, which 
in general was better than mine.  Larry hit quite a few targets before figuring 
out that his scope mount was about to come off, but a quick trip to MVA and 
Jim Gier had the scope and rifle back in action.  And a big pat on the back goes 
to Mike Nesbitt, who earned an 8-pin for hitting all eight of the 417-yard 
Rectangle targets with his .45/90 Sharps.  Mark Davis, shooting Quigley for the 
first time, did well, with his wife “Krazy Kelle” spotting for him.  She’ll be 
shooting with us next year as she is now the proud owner of her own fancy .45-
70 buffalo gun from C. Sharps Arms.   
 Only two targets remained for us to shoot on Sunday morning, the 350-
yard Bucket and the 805-yard Buffalo.  My primary goal at Quigley is always 
to get at least one hit on each target.  That goal was derived from the bucket 
shot, taken offhand and usually with a fair amount of Kentucky windage and      

     Nesbitt wins an 8-Straight pin      silent prayer for good measure.  I’m happy to say I met my goal, scoring a hit 
on the last bucket shot.  I figured I’d do better on the Buffalo, but the Bucket and the wind set the theme for the 
day, and I hit one Buffalo, the very last 
shot of the match for me.   

I have very little information on 
the scores but the top shooter was 
Colton Derenburger with a score of 42 
hits.  And the top lady was Christy 
Derenburger just one point behind him 
with 41 hits.  The top Father-Daughter 
team was Christy and Pat Derenburger.  
Yes, the Derenburger family did some 
real shooting and they did it with C. 
Sharps Arms rifles.  Congratulations to 
them!  The individual scores and other 
information about the match can be 
found at www.quigleymatch.com.   
 With rain predicted for early                                                      
evening, we hastily packed up the camp                                       The Derenburgers, a shooting family                   
and got on the road.  I look forward to this match every year, and each year it provides a real unique 
combination of experiences.  Now it’s time to start practicing for next year.   
 
 

http://www.quigleymatch.com/


  The Black River Buffalo Runners’    

old west centerfires 
By Jerry Mayo  

 
As we stepped to the firing line it was quite 

evident that Fall was on its way to the Pacific 
Northwest.  It’s always the case that this is not 
really a smooth transition.  So much so that within 
the couple of hours it takes to shoot this match, 
the two relays shot in vastly different atmospheric 
conditions.  From foggy and calm to bright and 
breezy.  But this didn’t dissuade our Black River 
Buffalo Runners from posting some impressive 
scores.  Sixteen of them gathered to continue that 
aggregate chase.  In their number were a couple of 
new faces.   

The Ritter clan threw young Ryan 
Ritter on the firing line and Mike Mueller 
came to us by way of his father-in-law, Phil 
Wiebe.  Mike did some fine shooting, and we 
hope he will not be a stranger.  Welcome!                                  Mike Mueller shooting the .40-65  

This was the fifth of our six aggregate events for the year.  With only the final event left, time 
is running out for making an impact on the 
aggregate score and as of now no one is 
running away with the title.  That final event 
will be held on November 15th.  We do not 
hold an Old West Centerfires match in 
October.   

For this match we had one shooter 
needing to submit scores from targets fired on 
a day previous to the match.  That was Mike 
Moran and he did his shooting on the 
Wednesday prior to this event.  His targets 
were shot in the presence of approved 
witnesses and his scores were verified prior to 
leaving the range. Thanks to Tom Witt for 
calling the first relay, I called the second  

Ryan Ritter with the Favorite used in the after-match.             relay.  Mike Nesbitt covered the prized table 
and as always, and a heartfelt thanks goes out to all those who helped with scoring and other duties 
that made this a great event.   
 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, then ten more shots at 200 yards at a larger single bullseye target.  
Those targets can be shot in the order the shooter chooses.  Cartridges must be loaded with black 
powder and lead cast or swaged bullets.  Shooting is done from the sitting position with cross-sticks 
supporting the rifle’s barrel, just like they do it at Quigley.  Our match is shot in thirty-minute relays 
in which all twenty scoring shots must be fired within that thirty-minute time frame.  Fouling shots 
are allowed.  So, let us look at how our Buffalo Runners did on this day.  Here we go… 



Our top shooter on this day was Ken Kerfurst.  Using his ’78 Sharps chambered in .45/90, 
Ken almost paired his near perfect 100-yard target of 100-5X with a 95-4X at 200 yards to score a 
very impressive 195-9X!  Great shooting Ken.  
Hot on his heals in second place was Allen 
Cunniff with his ‘74 Sharps in .40/65.  He posted 
a pair of 95’s to score a total of 190-4X.  Only 
one point behind Allen was Curt Lokovsek who, 
at 189-3X, came in third place using his ‘74 
Shiloh Sharps in .45/90.  Mike Nesbitt was our 
fourth-place shooter.  Mike used his ’74 C. 
Sharps Arms .45/90 with a Montana Vintage 
Arms scope to post a 187-2X, this time his scope 
mounts were not loose.  Rounding out the top five 
was Jerry Johnson who scored 181-3X shooting 
his Rem. Rolling Block in .40/65. 

Ken Kurfurst with his 100-point target  
Bob DeLisle shows up in sixth place using 

a 1874 Pedersoli in .45/70 with paper patch bullets 
to put up a 179-2X.  Phil Wiebe placed seventh 
with a 175-2X using his ’77 C. Sharps Arms 
.40/65.  And in eighth was Mike Moran.  Mike 
scored 173-3X with his ’74 C. Sharps Arms in 
.50/70.  Only two Xs behind Mike Moran, in ninth 
place was Mike Mueller.  He used a ’77 C. Sharps 
Arms .40/65. to post a 173-X.  And in tenth place 
was Jeff “Loco” Ritter shooting a trapdoor .45-70.                    

Shooters and spotters on the line                      

     Here’s a gathering of the Buffalo Runners  



Eleventh place belongs to Mike Holeman and his ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70.  Mike posted 163-X.  In 
twelfth place was me, Jerry Mayo.  I was using my ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70 and I scored a160.  One 
point behind and in thirteenth place was Ryan Ritter shooting a 159-X with his Martini Rifle chambered 
in .38/55.  In fourteenth place was Tom Witt and ’74 C. Sharps Arms in .45/90.  Tom put a 142-X on the 
scoreboard.  Fifteenth place goes to Dan Johnson with a score of 116 while shooting his Uberti Highwall 
chambered in .44-40 caliber.  Closing the scoreboard was Jeff “Doc” Ritter, posting a 108 with his 
Remington rolling block in .45-90. 

   
 

Scores for this Match 
 

              Name               Rifle/Cartridge        100 yd. _____ 200 yds.  Total        Aggregate  
1st Ken Kerfurst  ’78 Sharps .45/90  100-5X  95-4X  195-9X  961-28X 
2ndt Allen Cunniff ‘74 Sharps .40/65  95-3X  95-X  190-4X  752-13X 
3rd Curt Lokovsek ‘74 Sharps  .45/90  92-X  97-2X  189-3X  956-21X 
4th Mike Nesbitt  ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/90 92-X  95-X  187-2X  873-10X 
5th Jerry Johnson Rem Rolling Block  .40/65 93-3X  88  181-3X  889-12X 
6th Bob DeLisle  1874 Pedersoli .45/70  86-X  93-X  179-2X  902-15X 
7th Phil Wiebe  ’77 C. Sharps Arms .40/65 89-2X  86  175-2X  812-4X 
8th Mike Moran   ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70 87-2X  86-X  173-3X  458-6X  
9th Mike Mueller  ’77 C. Sharps Arms .40/65 87-X  86  173-X  173-X 
10th Jeff "Loco" Ritter Springfield Trapdoor  .45/70 83  85  168  814-4X 
11th Mike Holeman ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70 82  81-X  163-X  675-6X 
12th Jerry Mayo  ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70 81  79  160  616-5X 
13th Ryan Ritter  Martini Rifle .38/55  81  78-X  159-X  159-X 

 14th Tom Witt  ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/90 83-X  59  142-X  762-6X 
15th Dan Johnson 1885 Hi Wall .44/40  63  53  116  328 

 16th Jeff "Doc" Ritter Rem Rolling Block .45/90 39  69  108  587-3 
 

Not shooting 
 

Dick Elliot - 743-20X  Kelle Davis - 157-X 
Mark Davis- 443-X  Larry Litten - 427-5X 
Ashley Ritter - 176  Jim Haeckel - 144     

 
Our after-match was a bit of a 

departure from our recent events.  We used our 
standard pistol targets which were bullseyes 
with the largest scoring ring at eleven inches 
and the black scoring rings at five-and-one-
half inches with a one-and-three-quarter inch 
X.  But rather than go to the pistol range, 
which happens to be right next to our rifle 
range, we stayed put and posted our “small” 
targets at 50 yards.  Then we brought out the 
.22 single shot rifles, and to add to the 
challenge, we fired 10 shots from the offhand 
position.  Eight of our Buffalo Runners took 
their best chances and, in the end, Allen 
Cunniff posted a score of 90 and no one else 
could touch it.  He did his very good shooting 
with his new Model 1875 Sharps  in .22 Long 
Rifle caliber.  Congratulations to Allen. 

                                                                                                       Allen Cunniff with his Model 1875 Sharps in .22 Long Rifle 
 
 



 

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



 
JAMES HENRY McNANEY, Part III 

 
                                                                                                   Submitted By Leo J. Remiger 
 

In his fourth article titled; The Last Buffalo Hunt, We Were Robbed by Redskins, Part IV W.T. Hornaday 
mentioned McNaney again: 
 

“It had taken us the whole of the day following our first “kill” to get over to the Buffalo Buttes, as 
we afterward named them, and skin one buffalo.  We camped in the coulee, where we found the 
water, and early the next morning started out with the empty wagon to visit the three remaining 
buffaloes, skin them, and haul in their hides.  Russell rode to a high butte, a mile away from our 
course, to take a look, and Jim McNaney rode off south on a hunt. 
 
“Russell gave chase to the other bull, which the calf ran with for a long distance, and followed him 
under whip and spur while he described an immense semi-circle of about five miles.  The hunt 
swung around me as if I were a pivot, part going one way and part the other.  I heard every one of 
the shots, and even saw part of the chase, but was powerless to join it.  Even if pursuit is not better 
than possession, it certainly is more exciting.  On each of the three different times when the rifles 
began their rapid fusillade among the distant hills, and the peculiar, muffled “slam” of each shot 
was wafted to my eager ears, they made me dance around that bull skin with impatience. 
 
“Russell finally overhauled his bull away off to the southeast, rode close alongside him as he ran, 
and emptied his six-shooter into the top of the loins.  He died.  Meanwhile the calf got away from 
Russell only to run foul of Jim, two miles further south.  Jim saw him coming and when he had 
fairly arrived sent a ball through his lungs, which ended his career. 
 
“Boyd’s bull ran about three miles west, crossed Taylor Creek, and ran three miles south, then 
bore off southeast, and ran about eight miles more.  Then Boyd and Jim came together and by a 
very clever maneuver got within range of the burly old bison, fired together, and killed him.  As it 
was then late in the afternoon, and they were six miles from camp, they neatly disemboweled the 
buffalo, ripped the skin off the legs to facilitate the final set on the morrow, and returned to camp.  
Before the day ended the rest of us had skinned all the dead buffaloes except Russell’s cow, Boyd’s 
bull, and the yearling calf.  They were so far off we could not get at them, nor had we time to haul 
in any of the hides.  It would be a hard matter for eight buffaloes to be more effectually scattered 
or in worse ground than those killed up to that time.  But if we had even dreamed of what was 
going to happen that night there would have been mounting and riding after worse game than 
buffaloes. 
 
“The next morning it was planned that Russell should ride back to our camp on Calf Creek for a 
pack load of salt, oats, and grub; Boyd and Brown were to skin the cow in the bad grounds, while 
West and I should take the wagon, and, with Jim for pilot, go to the calf and big bull, skin both, 
and haul in the hides. 
 
“In spite of brisk driving and no stops it was 2 o’clock in the afternoon when we reached the 
yearling calf; but in less than half an hour it was measured, skinned, quartered, and landed in the 
wagon.  Without losing a moment we then set out for the big bull, which was still three or four 



miles further on.  Boyd had declared that by the fairest kind of hand measurement that buffalo was 
six feet high at the shoulders, a perfect monster in size, every way considered.  He had dilated 
upon the magnificent proportions and pelage of that bull until my expectations had been raised to 
the highest pitch, and I said to the boys:  “Now, if that bull really is the largest when he comes 
under the tape line, he is the one we will mount for the museum.”  Since he was in all likelihood 
the largest one in the lot, I was sorry that I had not been the one to kill him.  But no matter, it was 
all in the family.  We wound in and out, up and down, across coulees and around buttes for a long 
time until at last we saw Jim pull up....” 
 
“He’s found it.”  Said West.  “It’s down in the bed of this coulee.” 
 
“The next; moment he jumped off his horse, and cried out:  “Great heavens, fellers !  Just come 
here and see what’s been done !” 
 

 
Robbed by Piegan Indians2 

 
“Down in the bottom of the coulee lay what was left of the great bison.  The skin was gone, the 
legs were gone, and the bones of the huge carcass had been picked clean.  There was hardly a 
pound of good meat left on the skeleton.  The leg bones had been broken up for the marrow and 
the fragments lay scattered all about.  The head had been left unskinned, but the tongue had been 
hastily cut out.  A generous strip of bright, red flannel was tied around the base of the glossy black 
horn that was uppermost.  One side of the head had been painted red, by smearing the color on the 
hair, and on turning it over we found the other side had been painted yellow.  Close to the carcass 
was a patch of bare sand, and on its tell-tale surface we saw the tracks of many moccasins…. 
 
“It was exasperating beyond description.  To work so hard to find buffaloes, to kill such a fine one 
after a fourteen-mile chase over bad ground, to dress the carcass-no light matter, let me assure you-
and drive such a weary distance to it with a wagon, only to find the skin stolen and the skeleton 
ruined…, was a little too much.  All that was bad enough, but to find the only un-stealable portion 
smeared over with nasty war paint and a dirty red rag tied to it was entirely too much.  The 
unmitigated gall of the sneaking coyotes in thus flinging defiance in our faces would have made a 
shooting matter of it if we had laid eyes on them then….   



 

 
Yearling, Calf (four months old), and Buffalo Cow3 

 
 
 
“Up to that time we had seen no Indians, nor any signs of them, and no one dreamed there were 
any in that country.  True enough, we knew that several bands of Piegans had been stealing stock 
and terrorizing the country west, and that more serious troubles were feared; but that was our first 
intimation that any of them had sought shelter in our bad lands. 
 
“We cut off the head of the buffalo, put it into the wagon, and started to get the skin and skeleton 
of Russell’s big bull on our way to camp….  It made me quake to think of it, and we hurried on, 
fearing the worst.  If they had found it – and the carcass certainly lay in a very conspicuous place 
– good evening ! 
 
“To our great relief we found the skin of Russell’s buffalo undisturbed, and further on we picked 
up the skins and meat of two more of our victims.  It was long after dark when we finally got to 
camp with our heavy load and the horses were all tired out.  They had chased buffaloes and pulled 
the wagon without rest for nearly ten days. 
 
“If ever any hunters were “hoppin’ mad,” we had just six in camp that night.  Aside from the loss 
of a magnificent buffalo skin worth $200 at least, and which could not have been bought of us for 
$500, the impudent redskins “had given us dirt,” as the cowboys expressed it, and the damage 
thereby indicated upon our feelings could not be estimated in dollars and cents.  Some of the boys 
thought that by their lavish expenditures of war paint, and red flannel the Indians actually intended 
to warn us out of the country. 
 
“Russell’s voice was still for war, Jim and Boyd told me quietly but pointedly that they were ready 
to stay by me in whatever I wanted to do, although they had little hope of our ever finding the 
Indians who stole the hide.  Well, the question of what to do really decided itself.  Our horses were 



all “played out,” and needed several days rest to make them fit for another hard pull.  We had on 
our hands seven buffalo skins, one head, and three big skeletons only half preserved, and unless 
the skins receive close attention during the next three days some of them would come to grief.  
Moreover, after our anger cooled a little, I told the boys I would not be willing to see one of them 
shot, or be shot myself, for half a dozen buffalo skins, precious though they were; and since it 
might take two weeks, and it might take forever, to find those redskins, we might as well put down 
that hide under the head of profit and loss. 
 
“The next night we picketed all our horses close to camp and watched them all night, but without 
incident.  We hunted the country where the Indians had been as thoroughly as “our tired horses” 
could do it but saw no dispensers of war paint.  The only sign we discovered was an Indian bridle 
ornamented with red flannel, feathers, and beads, which we found in the bottom of a coulee where 
some rider had dropped it.  We were very careful of our buffalo skins after that, and our horses 
too, but from first to last we saw no Indians whatever.  The gang which played it so low down on 
us turned up later at the LU-bar ranch with pieces of the “buffalo skins under their saddles.  They 
were Piegans, and there were eleven of them-not so may that our party of six need have been afraid 
to call upon them had we found them; but, in any case, it would have been a rash and ill-advised 
proceeding.  The cattlemen and cowboys in that country would have been the worse for it, even if 
we had recovered our stolen robe. 
 

William T. Hornady”1 
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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 
 

TRADITIONAL PACK HARDENING 
 

Pack hardening is certainly an attractive “extra” to color casehardening.  C. Sharps Arms has offered 
pack hardening as an added cost option on their rifles for several years.  When that option was first available, 

the pack hardening was 
done outside of the C. 
Sharps Arms shop, done 
by others.  Later, as more 
things were done in the 
C. Sharps Arms shop, the 
pack hardening was 
“brought home” and 
done in-house.  And, in 
my opinion, the pack 
hardening done now at 
C. Sharps Arms is as 
good as any, if not better. 

Several of my C. 
Sharps Arms rifles 
received the added-cost 
option of pack 
hardening.  The added 
touch is usually pretty 
obvious and I do like the 
way it makes those rifles 
more outstanding.   

But to show an 
example of pack hardening, rather than use photos of one of my “older” or existing guns, I think showing the 
pack hardening on my most recent rifle would be more appropriate.  This rifle is not a Sharps, as you can see, 
and it was not made by C. Sharps Arms although they did fit the barrel to the action.  This is a Model 1868 
Springfield that was re-barreled and stocked like a Hawken.  The work was primarily done by Allen Cunniff. 

As a final touch to the rifle, several of 
the metal parts received the pack hardening 
treatment.  Those parts were the action, the 
lock, triggers and trigger guard, butt plate, toe 
plate and nose cap.  No captions are need for 
the pictures shown here, you can see the pack 
hardening. 

C. Sharps Arms offers pack hardening 
as an option on their rifles and the cost is an 
added $350.00.  While they mainly offer this 
option on their new guns, if you have another 
gun you’d like worked on simply ask if they 
want the job.  The quickest way to contact 
them is to email at info@csharpsarms.com. 

 



First Match 
 

By Kelle Davis 
 

“Shooters, your 30 minutes starts now!” 
Wait, what? Only 30 minutes? I thought, is that even enough time to shoot 20 rounds? That doesn’t seem 

like enough time to me … 
This was my very first match with my 

new C. Sharps Arms .45-70 rifle that I had 
purchased at the Matthew Quigley Buffalo Rifle 
Match in Forsyth, Montana just a couple of 
months ago.  The events leading up to buying 
the rifle are a whole ‘nother story, but to make 
that long story short, after hitting the diamond 
gong during practice at 405 yards on my second 
shot with a borrowed rifle, I was hooked!  
Luckily for me, C. Sharps Arms just happened 
to have some guns for sale in their booth at 
Quigley. 

One of those guns was a Model 1874 
Bridgeport Sporting Rifle chambered in .45-70.  
It had a 32” No. 1 heavy tapered octagon barrel, 
and the most amazing color case hardening I’d 
ever seen, with shades of blue, purple, black, 
gray, and brown.  Also, it had an extra fancy 
walnut stock and forearm, along with a cheek 
rest and pistol grip.  The finish on the rifle is 
what caught my attention first.  Between the 
color case hardening and the extra fancy, three-
dimensional looking walnut, I couldn’t decide 
which was more impressive.  This rifle was, to 
put it quickly, bluntly, and completely, pretty!  
And to paraphrase a favorite family saying 
(originally about riding horses), “Why shoot an 
ugly gun when you can shoot a pretty one?”  I 
vaguely recalled other guns on the wall at the C. 
Sharps Arms booth, but it was love at first sight         

     At Quigley with C. Sharps Arms president Zach Schoffstall             for this one. 
There’s another saying, too, “Pretty is as pretty does.”  After adding a Montana Vintage Arms #108  
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                          Kelle’s rifle with MVA sights added. 

 
Sharps Mid-Range rear sight and a #113 Spirit Level Non-Windage Sight, I brought it to the Capitol City Rifle 
and Pistol Club near Littlerock, Washington, a few days after returning home from “The Quigley” to see if it 
shot “pretty.”  I was not disappointed.  In fact, I believe the rifle actually shoots better than it looks!  



And here I was, back at the Capitol City Rifle and Pistol Club, sitting on my low shooting stool, my rifle 
resting across the cross-sticks, about to shoot in the first relay at the Old West Centerfires Match in August, put 
on by the Black River Buffalo Runners.  Prior to this, I’d only fired my new rifle a total of 12 times, mostly to 
figure out where the sight settings needed to be for 100 and 200 yards.  My thoughts were that I should have 
practiced more.  I actually felt a little out of place with all of those experienced shooters on the firing line and 
that made me a whole lot 
nervous.  The targets 
were posted down range 
at the 100-yard and 200-
yard lines.  Our weather 
was perfect, a little 
overcast, no sun glare or 
shadows, and pleasantly 
warm.  My first 10 
rounds of .45-70 
cartridges, bought loaded 
with black powder from 
Buffalo Arms with 405-
grain bullets, were 
queued up in my line 
box, and my rifle’s rear 
sight was dialed up to 38 
minutes. 

Ten shots at each 
target. Thirty minutes. I 
better hurry. 

I had an internal 
dialog running 
constantly in my head:                                 Kelle gets some sight instruction from her husband Mark 

Chamber a round, and remember to keep the muzzle pointed down range, not pointing up above the 
berm.  Close the action and pull the hammer back to full cock.  Pull back the set trigger.  Be careful!  The main 
trigger is super light!  Keep your finger on the outside of the trigger guard.  Make sure rifle is seated in the 
right spot on your shoulder.  Find the target in the sights.  Check to make sure the bubble in the spirit level is 
centered.  Check to make sure the black circle of the target is centered in the front sight’s reticle.  Take a deep 
breath, let part of it out, hold it.  Once everything is perfect, touch—and I mean just lightly squeeze—the trigger. 

Bam!  
It took a second or two for the smoke to clear.  
What was the next step?  Oh yeah, bring the hammer back to half cock, drop the breech block, grab the 

spent cartridge case, toss it into the line box, grab another round—no wait—use the blow tube!  So many steps, 
and not enough time.  Insert the blow tube into the chamber and give it three big puffs.  Don’t forget this step!  
It’s supposed to add moisture to the barrel to keep the fouling soft and the shots accurate.  

I looked back at my husband Mark, who was spotting for me.  He had a clipboard with a magnetic sheet 
glued to it and a paper likeness of the target I was shooting at.  My shot was indicated with a magnet he had 
placed on the target at 3 o’clock in the 9-ring. 

I nodded and turned back to my rifle. 
The next shot was in the 8-ring, 6 o’clock. 
“Slow down,” he said. “Take your time.” 
But that 30-minute clock was ticking in my head, and my mind was telling me I didn’t have time. 
After shooting my 10 shots at 100 yards, it was time to move to the 200-yard target.  The rear sight was 

adjusted up to 50 minutes.  I kept repeating the steps in my head: Load, close action, cock, set trigger, seat butt 



stock into the 
shoulder, center the 
target, glance at the 
spirit level, breathe, 
hold, touch, recoil, 
half cock, open 
action, remove 
cartridge, blow 
tube.   

That all 
seemed like a lot to 
remember. 

Then I 
suddenly noticed 
that I was 
uncomfortable in 
my shooting 
position.  The 200-
yard target was 
higher up the hill, 
which meant I had 
to hunch down more 
in order to lower the 
butt stock and raise 
the barrel so the rifle’s                                        Aiming for an important shot                                                     
sights were on target.  I started feeling the recoil more because my shoulder was rolled forward, and I had to 
position the butt plate up a little higher because of the way I was hunched.  It felt awkward.  I really wanted to 
readjust my shooting sticks higher.  But I didn’t think I had time.  I tried pulling the top of the shooting sticks 
toward me to see if I could gain some elevation, but they were already perpendicular to the ground. 

I keep repeating the steps in my head. 
“Shooters, you have ten minutes left!” Jerry Mayo announced. 
I looked down at my line box where my cartridges were queued up.  I only had three shots to go.  
I took a deep breath.  And smiled.  I had plenty of time. 
My last shot at 200 yards was a 10-X. 
When everyone was finished and the range declared cold, we all walked down to retrieve our targets.  

Even though I had an idea of where I was hitting when looking at the clipboard Mark was using to spot for me, 
it was more impactful seeing the targets in real life and full sized.  I was secretly pleased with myself and kind 
of amazed, too.  My initial goal was to have all my shots on paper—whether they were scorable or not.  On my 
100-yard target all hits were scorable, and I got an 81 out of 100.  On my 200-yard target, all were on paper, and 
9 were scorable.  My only non-scorable hit was only a half inch from the 5-ring.  Better yet, I had 3 shots in the 
10-ring, with one being the 10-X, and three shots in the 9-ring.  My 200-yard score was 76-X. 

That gave me a score of 157-X for the match and I think I placed 12th out of the 17 shooters.  When my 
name was called for awards, I picked a hat pin made out of a .45-70 case, most appropriate for my first prize 
with this “pretty” Sharps rifle. 

This was a huge learning experience for me.  First, 30 minutes is plenty of time to shoot the 20 rounds.  
There’s no need to rush.  Make those height adjustments to the cross-sticks, shooting from an awkward position 
is not good.  I ended up with a bruise on my shoulder from the recoil on some of those 200-yard shots.  Wear a 
recoil pad and practice shooting with it on.  And practice.  And practice.  And practice.  Not necessarily to 
improve accuracy (which will come), but also to develop a rhythm and muscle memory so that I won’t have to 
struggle so much to remember ‘all the steps’ and lose my focus. 

Next time I’m putting them all in the ‘black!’ 



 


