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        ANOTHER LOOK AT THE .50/70 
                                       AND SOME OF THE PEOPLE WHO USED IT 

                                                                                                     By Mike Nesbitt 
 Some very remarkable people used the .50/70 as 
their rifle of choice back in the early days of 
cartridge shooting.  And we know that a number of 
hunters, scouts, and soldiers kept their .50/70 rifles 
well after the time when they could have gotten new 
rifles in other calibers.  A quick look at some of 
those might prove to be interesting, it certainly was 
to me… 
 One favorite story involves a Colonel Forsyth 
who was in command of several mounted cavalry troopers during some battles with 
Indians in the West.  They were camped near a river and across the river was an 
unfriendly Indian from the warring tribe who was wildly gesturing with insults to 
the white men.  The Colonel wanted that stopped but his troopers were armed with 
Spencer carbines and the Indian was far out of range of those short-range guns, at an 
estimated and reported 1200 yards, and he intended to stay out of range.  But there 
were three hired civilian scouts with this cavalry group and the scouts were all 
issued .50/70 Springfields and those were rifles, not carbines. 
 The Colonel assembled the scouts in a line and ordered them to use their best 
judgment for such a long shot and to fire in unison.  That’s what the scouts did and 
their guess for sight elevation was apparently pretty good.  After the sound of their 
shots died away, so did the Indian.  I can no longer site that story for a more specific 
time and place but it might have been at Small Island, Kansas in 1868.  Of course, I 
do remember those particulars about the performance of the .50/70 cartridge. 
 Another who used the .50/70 to gain fame was the well-remembered Buffalo Bill 
Cody.  Cody was an enlisted teamster during the Civil War and he remained as an 
enlisted scout along with Wild Bill Hickok after the war.  During that time Cody, in 
1867 and ’68, was granted a leave of absence to be a hunter for Goddard Brothers on 

the Kansas Pacific Railroad, supplying the railroad camps with buffalo meat.  The rifle he used was a 
“trapdoor” Springfield Model of 1866 which he named Lucretia Borgia, after the character in the play Lucrezia 
Borgia, and he claimed to have killed, as he related, 4280 buffalo in just a year and a half with that rifle.  We 
can only assume that Cody’s .50/70 trapdoor was the rifle that was issued to him. 
 Buffalo Bill used several guns, at least later on.  One which he is credited with owning was a Remington 
rolling block, serial number 3.  That rifle is said to be in .45/70 caliber but if so, I’ll say it must have been re-
barreled.  I say that because the Remington rolling block was in production and used several years before the 
.45/70 was introduced.  And if that rifle was a .50/70, which might be very likely, that would add to the history 
and the heritage of the good old .50/70. 
 
  
 
 
                                                              
                                                 An 1868 Springfield in .50/70 with an unusually short 28 ½” barrel  
 

For our recollections of the .50/70, let’s move up to the Battle of Adobe Walls in June of 1874.  In the 
legends and lore of this famous battle, where 28 (or so) buffalo hunters defended themselves against several 
hundred Indians, the .50/70 is hardly mentioned.  But in the archeology of the battle site, more remains of 
.50/70 ammunition were found than any other caliber.  The most credit, of course, is given to Bill Dixon’s long 



shot which struck a mounted Indian which he claimed to have made with a “Big .50” which we must assume 
was a .50/90 Sharps. 
 Billy Dixon quit hunting buffalo after the Battle of Adobe Walls and we can guess that he was flat broke 
at that time.  Yes, he did buy a “round barreled Sharps .44” while at Adobe Walls but that almost had to have 
been purchased on credit.  Dixon had lost his own .50 Sharps and his wagon load of buffalo hides when his 
wagon overturned in the Canadian River.  So, he arrived at Adobe Walls with nothing to sell and empty 
pockets.  This suggests to me that he returned the Sharps .44 after the fight at Adobe Walls rather than keeping 
it.  Because he quit hunting buffalo means he had no more use for that Sharps .44. 
 Then, in order to earn bacon and beans, Dixon signed on as a scout with the Army.  This was still during 
the “Buffalo Wars” in Texas and it meant that Dixon could still find trouble if he looked for it.  And he found 
that trouble later in the same year, in September of 1874, in what is remembered as the Buffalo Wallow Fight. 
 Dixon, part of a six-man detail carrying dispatches to Fort Supply, was discovered by a large war party 
and the only cover they could find was in the depression of a buffalo wallow.  The fight lasted more than a day 
and every man was wounded, one of them died from a hit in the lungs.  In order to get help, Dixon left the 
wallow and headed toward a trail where he was found by a column of fresh troops under Major Price of the 8th 
Cavalry who were protecting General Miles’ supply train.  Major Price allowed his surgeon to administer aid to 
the wounded men but he would not leave any of his troops with them nor would he allow them any guns or 
ammunition.   

It was written that the Major’s troops were armed with rifles which were of a different caliber than the 
guns used by the defenders of the Buffalo Wallow Fight.  That has led several to believe that Billy Dixon had a 
Sharps buffalo rifle at that fight but I say that wasn’t the fact.  In the book “The Buffalo Hunters” there is a 
picture of hunters turned scouts taken at Fort Elliot, Texas, and in that picture, Billy Dixon is clearly seen 
holding a Springfield trapdoor.  The reason the fresh troops had rifles of a different caliber is because they had 
the new .45/70s while the scouts and troopers in the Buffalo Wallow Fight were armed with Springfield .50/70s. 
 

 
 
 
 
                                                               A .50/70 rolling block very similar to General Custer’s 
 
 
 
The .50/70 was certainly not replaced 

by the .45/70 overnight; in fact, the .50/70 was 
used for several more years.  One of the 
famous who used the “old .50” was George 
Armstrong Custer, both in a sporterized 
Springfield trapdoor and in a Remington #1 
Sporting Rifle.  Custer wrote letters to 
Remington praising his rolling block and some 
of those letters were reproduced in the 
Remington catalogs of the time.  That rolling 
block was never found after the Battle of the 
Little Big Horn and we can only assume that 
Custer took it to his final fight.  

And Custer wasn’t alone in his favoring 
the .50/70.  Another was Captain Thomas 
French, a company commander under Major 
Reno.  French is well remembered for having 
his .50/70 because many of the .45/70 carbines 
used by the troopers would jam when they got dirty, unable to eject the empties.  This was in the day of the 



copper cartridge cases.  When a trooper had a jammed case, he’d pass his carbine down the line to Captain 
French because his .50/70 rifle had a ramrod and he could use it to punch out the stuck empty.   

Archeology of the Little Big Horn battle sight shows that more .50/70s were in use as well.  But we can 
only assume who used them and how they were used at this time. 

One more example should be mentioned.  When Wild Bill Hickok was buried after being murdered in 
Deadwood, Dakota Territory, it was said that his Sharps rifle was buried with him.  Many years later his body 
was exhumed to be re-buried and while his remains were brought back to the surface of this Earth, so was his 
rifle.  Hickok’s “Sharps” turned out to be a Springfield trapdoor, interestingly sporterized, in .50/70 caliber.  
How or when Hickok used his .50/70 isn’t remembered when compared to his shots fired with his revolvers. 

 
 
 
 
 
                                      
                                                    Wild Bill Hickok’s sporterized Springfield in .50/70 
 
Writing about Hickok’s funeral an un-named reporter mentioned, “beside him in the coffin lay his trusty 

rifle, which the deceased prized above all other things, and which was to be buried with him in compliance with 
an expressed desire.”  When Hickok’s body was exhumed later to be re-buried in a better and more permanent 
location, the rifle was retrieved and photographed.  We can guess that Hickok used his .50/70 while riding as a 
scout on the plains but I do wish tales of his use with this rifle had survived.  

The old .50/70 has several loyal followers yet today and, as most of you already know, I am certainly 
one of them.  In the last edition of THE AMERICAN SHARPS SHOOTERS, Allen Cunniff told you about my 
getting a new Sharps Model 1874 Hartford in .50/70 while we were on our way to the Quigley Match.  That 
rifle did some serious traveling before getting to the Quigley camp, including going down to Cody, Wyoming as 
well as an overnight stop at Scott & Cathy Sibley’s home.  Following that detour, it fired its first shots at 
Quigley and was used in the match.  Sighting-in was conducted during the practice days during the week and by 
Saturday morning both the new .50/70 and I were ready to try for score.  I’m not one of the high scoring 
shooters at Quigley, and I do tip my hat in salute to them, but my score with the .50/70 last June did please me.  
I got 22 hits which is only one hit less than my best score with my trusty old .44/90.  That’s just good enough to 
make me want to use the .50/70 at Quigley again. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                  This is Mike’s new Hartford Model in .50/70  
 
 
Currently, my favorite load for my .50/70 includes the 465-

grain bullet from the Accurate mold which was reviewed in the last 
edition’s Outstanding Products column.  That bullet, sized to .512” 
and lubed with BPC, gets loaded over 63 grains of Olde Eynsford     
1 1/2F powder and ignition is provided with CCI standard Large 
Pistol primers.  When fired in that new Hartford Model, this load 
works very well and it also is very comfortable to shoot.  The target 
in the photo to the right shows five shots that scored 49-X at 100 
yards and I must guess that the 9 on the target was all my fault.  As 
you might guess, I’ll be using the .50/70 a lot more. 



       
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
  



  



    OLD WEST CENTERFIRES 
                                                                                      By Jerry Mayo 

The Black River Buffalo Runners came together for the last stand 
of 2021 for the aggregate finals Old West Centerfire match.  Everyone 
was on time and ready to start sending lead downrange; but at what?  
The fog was so thick you could not see that there were targets posted at 
100 yards.  I commend our shooters for their patience while waiting for 
well over an hour to get the match started.  Eventually the fog burned off 
and we were ready to go.  

The match consisted of our normal course of fire which is ten 
shots at 100 yards at a single-bullseye target and ten more shots at 200 yards at a larger 200 yard single-bull 
target.  For the yearly aggregate this match’s score was added to the total of previous scores going back to 
January 2021.  After this match’s scores are registered, shooters who had shot a total of six matches this season 
could throw out their lowest match score and the five remaining match scores are counted for the final 
aggregate.   Prizes would be awarded for today’s shoot and yearly aggregate prizes would be awarded as 
well.  We appreciate Tom Brown for his assistance in keeping the match going.  

Our top shooter was Ken Kurfurst who scored a 189-X.  Ken also had the top score at both distances 
with a 95 at 100 yards and a 94-X at 200 yards.  Ken left his Remington Rolling Block at home today and went 
with an 1885 Winchester Highwall in .40/82 Crossno.  Excellent shooting Ken!  Second place went to Curt 
Lokovsek who posted a 177-5X with his Remington Hepburn in .45/90.  “Loco” Jeff Ritter shot his C. Sharps 
Arms 1874 Bridgeport in .45/90 and was just four X’s behind Curt with a 177-X.  In fourth place is Mike 
Nesbitt with his C. Sharps Arms 1874 Hartford .44/90.  Mike scored a 175.  Rounding out the top five is Bob 
DeLisle.  Bob scored a 162-X with his Pedersoli Sharps in .45/70 shooting paper patched bullets.  In sixth place 
is Wes Davis shooting his C. Sharps Arms .45/70 for a score of 162.  Mike Moran came in seventh place 
scoring 160 with a barrowed C. Sharps Arms .45/70.  Tom Witt is in eighth place with 142.  Tom used his 
.45/70 Pedersoli.  Jerry Mayo posted a 116 using his .50/70 Remington rolling block.  “Doc” Ritter scored 107 
with his .45/90 Remington rolling block and Tom Herman scored a 36 using his old 1870 .50/70 Springfield 
trapdoor.  The detailed scoring is shown below. 

                                                             Scores for this Match 

  Name Rifle/Cartridge  100 yd. 200 
yd. Total 

       

1st   Ken Kurfurst 1885 Winchester Highwall 
.40/82 

 95 94-X 189-X 

2nd   Curt Lokovsek Remington Hepburn .45/90  85-2X 92-3X 177-5X 
3rd   Loco Jeff Ritter 1874 CSA Bridgeport .45/90  92-X 85 177-X 
4th  Mike Nesbitt 1874 CSA Hartford .44/90  81 94 175 
5th  Bob DeLisle 1874 Pedersoli .45/70  78-X 84-X 162-X 
6th  Wes Davis CSA Hartford Target .45/70  78 84 162 
7th  Mike Moran 1874 C. Sharps Arms .45/70  80 80 160 
8th  Tom Witt 1874 Pedersoli .45/70  55 87 142 
9th  Jerry Mayo Remington rolling block .50/70  45 71 116 
10th  Doc Ritter Remington rolling block .45/90  20 87 107 
11th  Tom Herman 1868 Springfield .50/70  14 22 36 
 



The high shooter for the year is Ken Kurfurst with a cumulative score of 939-18X out of the 1000 points 
possible (five matches at 200 points each).  There were other shooters who had earned points for the annual 
aggregate but they needed to participate in this match in order to be included.  Congratulations Ken!  The 
remaining results are as follows: 

                                                  2021 Aggerate Scores 

1st  Ken Kurfurst 939-18  8th  Phil Wiebe 764-7X 
2nd  Curt Lokovske 913-17X  9th  Allen Cunniff 734-15X 
3rd  Loco Jeff Ritter 901-13  10th  Jerry Mayo 669-3X 
4th  Mike Nesbitt 882-9X  11th  Doc Ritter 569 
5th  Bob Delisle 844-16X  12th  Will Ulry 397-2X 
6th  Wes Davis 823-2X  13th  Ashley Ritter 172-3X 
7th  Tom Witt 804  14th  Tom Herman 84-X 

 

Thanks to C. 
Sharps Arms for their 
continued sponsorship 
of the Old West 
Centerfires 
matches.  Also, 
donations came from; 
The Single Shot 
Exchange, Big Sky 
Lube, SPG Sales, 
Wolfe Publishing 
Company, 
October Country, 
Capitol City Rifle & 
Pistol Club, 
Tommymaker, Jeff 
Ritter, Wes Davis, and 
Mike Nesbitt.  Thanks 
to all them for the 
prizes they made 
available.                                                  Shooters in this Old West Centerfires Match                                            

For our after-aggregate match we shot lever action rifles (black powder) at 50- and 100-yard gongs.  The 
order of fire was 5 shots at the steel buffalo at 100 yards while sitting behind cross-sticks and 5 more shots at 
the Quigley style bucket from 50 yards offhand.  The buffalo represents the life-size buffalo at Quigley which is 
805 yards away and we usually use it at 200 yards with our buffalo rifles.  For the lever actions it was brought 
in to 100 yards where it is still a good challenge.  Always challenging is the offhand bucket at which we placed 
at 50 yards.   

There is only one winner in the after-match and for this match it is winner take all.  This honor went to 
Mike Nesbitt who won with a score of nine hits for his ten shots with his ’73 in .44/40.  Well done Mike. 

This marks the end of the Old West Centerfire season for 2021.  In only two short months we’ll start up 
again with the 2022 season.  Keep an eye on the Capitol City Rifle and Pistol Club calendar (ccrpclub.org) for 
upcoming black powder event as well as other shooting opportunities. 
 
“The quickest way to double your money is to fold it and put it back into your pocket.” Will Rogers 



 
 

 

 

 

      

 



     Hiram Steward and His Bear Torpedo 
By Leo J. Remiger 

William Alonzo Allen, sometimes called “Montana Allen,” wrote a couple of interesting books.  One titled 
“Adventures with Indians and Game or Twenty Years in the Rockies” mentioned an old timer named Hiram Steward.  
Steward had been a trapper, one time buffalo hunter and during the narration by Allen, a market hunter supplying meat to 
the firm of Hoskins and McGirl.  Hoskins and McGirl ran a stage line and road ranch which supplied local trappers, hunters, 
as well as travelers on the stage a hot meal and the daily necessities of life.  Allen mentions both the stage line and his 
subsequent connection with Hiram Steward like this: 

“I soon tired of life in Boseman and found employment on a stage line running from Boseman to 
Miles City, a distance of three hundred and forty miles.  We had no regular time for making trips, for it was 
impossible to foresee what might happen to detain us upon the road.  At every station we would stop to get 
a fresh team, but often found that the horses had been stolen, the man in charge frightened away, or, worse 
still, that the station-house was in ashes.  While making these trips, up and down, I became acquainted with 
a great many people along the route. 

“One of these was Hiram Steward, who had been leading a roving life in the mountains in search 
of gold and large game for twenty-five years.  Steward was an old man then, six feet and two inches in 
height, well built, and as brave and fearless as a man could be.  In one of his adventures he had been shot 
through the thigh, which shorted his leg and retarded his movements.  He was stopping with Hoskins and 
McGirl, at Baker’s battleground, on the Fort Custer crossing.  This was the best stopping-place along the 
line, and was a favorite resort for the hundreds of hunters and trappers in the territory, owing to the genial 
qualities of the proprietors and plentiful supply of cooked food always on hand.  Hunting and trapping were 
lucrative employments.  Meat, skins and furs found ready sale, and outfits were made up daily for a sojourn 
in different parts, in quest of game. 

“It was here I met Hiram Steward the second time, after I quit the stage line.  I found the old man 
making up his packs, getting ready to start the next day.  I was seized with the desire to accompany him, 
but, not wishing to push my company upon so famous a hunter, I managed by strategy to get an invitation.  
A hunter prizes a good, strong knife, so I went to work and made him one, with a blade eight inches long, 
and a long buckhorn handle, finely polished.  The old fellow was delighted with it, and offered to go in 
partners with me on the hunt.  It was a good offer, as he was furnishing meat for Hoskins and McGirl.  I 
helped him, and the packs were all ready by noon.” 

 
After dinner, they gave their guns a good cleaning, and then went into the yard to shoot at a target.  Steward never 

indulged in this sport, but liked to watch others.  He had looked at Allen’s Model 76 Winchester with contempt, calling it 
an old popgun.  Steward’s weapon was a Sharp’s rifle, in caliber .44-2 ¼ BN.  The following morning with four pack-mules 
they proceeded to their hunting grounds.  After a couple days on the trail they established their camp in a secluded spot, 
among some thick pines, in the vicinity of the head of Razor Creek. 

The two men had been hunting on the divide between the Yellowstone and Musselshell when they became too tired 
to hunt any longer, and started empty-handed for camp.  Allen continues: 

 
“Presently a large black-tail deer crossed a little bank, about fifty yards ahead of us.  We started 

after him with all the speed we could make.  When I reached the bank, I saw the buck and four others that 
he had just met, about to climb a hill.  I fired and the shot made the hills resound.  The buck turned with a 
bound and fell dead.  An old doe turned to see what could be the matter, stopped, raised her head and stuck 
up her large ears, her black eyes shining like two great beads.  The instant she paused, my Winchester spoke 
to her, and, as the smoke cleared away, I saw her lying on the ground, her neck broken just below the ear. 

“Steward stood like one petrified making no motion to shoot.  The other three went on climbing 
the hill.  With rapid shots I brought two of them down, and, as the fifth neared the top, I shot him and he 
fell, but picked himself up again.  I fired the second shot, knocking him down, but again he started to his 
feet.  The third shot missed him.  Five deer with seven shots, four killed and the fifth wounded.  The firing 
was so rapid that one report had not died away before another followed, waking the echoes from hill after 
hill. 

“Wal, that beats me !” said Steward; “I thought you was a ‘pilgrim’ with a gun.” 



 
“A ‘pilgrim’ compared with yourself,” I replied, “but I have used a gun before.” 
 
“Wal, then, why don’t you get a Sharps ?” said he. 
 
“Simply because I prefer the Winchester.” 
 
“Have you ever been on the buffalo range ?” he queried. 
 
“No.” 
 
“Wal, I thought so; when you tackle them ar bar, you will larn more.” 
 
“You are right,” I said; “but how do you like the Winchester for deer and small game ?” 
 
“Oh ! it will do for boys to kill birds with, sure; but she don’t carry enough lead for bulls and bars.  

If you’ll  just take a turn over the hill after that other chap, I’ll get these ready to pack.” 
 
“I started after the wounded buck and was crossing the hill when he broke cover from behind a log.  

As he was crossing the next hollow I gave him a ball in the shoulder and another in the back.  He made a 
hard struggle for life but the lead was too much for him.  His shoulders were terribly mangled, not worth 
saving, but the hams were good.  On returning to Steward, who had finished his work, I found him admiring 
the knife I gave him.  He had cut off the deer’s legs to try its mettle, and found the temper sufficient to stand 
the test. 

“It took us about an hour to go to camp and get our pack mules, and, after we had secured the first 
four deer, we went for the fifth one and were surprised to find the shoulders torn to pieces and that the 
hams’ had disappeared.  From all indication we concluded that a bear had paid him a visit.  Tying the mules, 
we followed the trail up the canyon until it went under a large rock.  The water had washed over this rock, 
making quite an excavation beneath.  The bear evidently had found it a good hiding-place and had made it 
larger.  Into this place she had taken herself with the hams of our deer. 

 
“Steward got a long pole and prepared for business.  “When I punch her out, you take my gun and 

shoot her,” he said. 
 
“Thank you; if you are going to punch her out, I will take a seat on top of this rock and try my 

Winchester on her,” I said. 
 
“He made a thrust into the hole with the pole.  The bear caught it and broke it into pieces.  This 

made Steward very angry.  He raved like a madman.  “I’ll – I’ll blow her out with a torpedo !” he yelled. 
 
“I wondered where the torpedo was to come from, and soon learned.  He took a short piece of rope, 

pulled the twist out of it, filled it with gunpowder, and then twisted it up again.  He then took a large handful 
of powder, put it into a small buckskin sack, and dropped the rope fuse in with it, leaving about ten inches 
hanging outside.  He then wrapped the sack with twine until it was a hard as a cannon ball, tied it to the end 
of a pole, and set a match to the fuse. 

 
“Now, look sharp,” he exclaimed, “it’ll make the old varmint vacate them premises and no 

mistake.” 
 
“Forthwith he thrust the pole in as before.  The bear grabbed it with a snarl and broke it off, carrying 

the torpedo with her.  A growl from her, an oath from Steward, commenced the circus.  The torpedo burst, 
making the earth tremble.  The bear and a thick volume of smoke simultaneously shot out of the earth, and 
Steward, who had not had time to get out of the way, was knocked down by the bear and rolled down the 
hill with her.  The bear, her hair scorched almost off, took no notice of Steward, but kept on, going up the 
opposite bank, and I thought I would never be able to shoot for laughter.  Steward went one way, and his 
hat another.  There he lay, looking as though he might have fallen from the clouds.  I pulled myself together 



with an effort and sent a ball after the bear.  She gave a roar, caught at her ham with her mouth, and came 
trembling and growling down the hill.  I called to Steward that she was coming.  It was a sight to see him 
recover himself and get out of the way.  Bare-headed and with no gun, he came hopping up the bank.  It 
was more than gravity could resist.  He grabbed my gun and rushed down to within thirty feet of her, and 
continued firing until the shells were all gone and her head was in pieces.  Not satisfied with this, he took 
out his knife and disemboweled her on the spot. 

 
“Now,” he yelled triumphantly, “take the shoulders next time and leave the hams, if you don’t want 

to git into trouble.” 
 
“He was blind with rage, and swore he did not know whether the bear had run against him or 

whether the powder had blown him down hill. 
 
“I believe I blew her clean out of the earth.  I never saw her come out,” he said. 
 
“But what took you down the hill so fast ?” I asked. 
 
“I give it up.  She must have run agin me,” was the old man’s reply. 

 
“We left the bear where she was.  She was poor, and her hide was burned through in places.  When 

we had almost reached camp we saw something upon a rock. 
 
“A sheep, by gracious !” said Steward, and he bounced on ahead.  He raised his gun, stuck out his 

foot, took a long aim and fired.  His nerves must have been in a bad condition after his fright, for there was 
no movement upon the rock.  He fired again, with the same result.  I reinforced him and we fired together.  
Down came a large buck, shot clear through the chest.  The ball was found in his backbone. 

 
“Cuss that pea-slinger of yours !” said Steward, as we were packing our game upon the mules. 
 
“You will fall in love with that pea-slinger before we get through, mind what I tell you.” 
 
“Oh ! ho !  They are good for boys to larn with,” grumbled the old man.” 

 
They reached camp almost exhausted, their supper was soon prepared and eaten.  When things were cleared away, 

Steward sat down, with a huge pipe between his teeth, sending forth clouds of smoke, which almost darkened the camp.  He 
was perfectly happy, and could talk and laugh about unearthing the bear without a volley of oaths.  The next morning they 
made an early start for home, on the way they saw a deer standing not far off, looking at them as they moved slowly along.  
Steward dismounted and fired three shots at the deer, but the deer never moved.  A shot from Allen’s Winchester brought 
him down and they hastily lashed him to their pack animals.  They reached the ranch at four o’clock in the afternoon, and 
promised Hoskins and McGirl that they would bring in buffalo the next time. 

Source:  Dr. William Alonzo Allen, Adventures with Indians and Game or Twenty Years in the Rocky Mountains, A.W. 
Bowen & Co., Chicago, 1903. 

 

           “Fast is fine but accuracy is everything,” Wyatt Earp 
 

“A man's rights rest in three boxes; the ballot box, jury box, and the cartridge box,”– Frederick Douglass 
 
“In years long-numbered with the past, when I was verging upon manhood, my every thought was 
ambitious—not to be wealthy, not to be learned, but to be great.  I desired to link my name with acts & 
men of honor—not only to the present, but to future generations,” George Armstrong Custer 
 



 



  OUTSTANDING PRODUCTS:  by Mike Nesbitt 
 
A 7-inch bladed Bowie Knife 
 

 You know how much I like knives.  One particular knife I wanted to go with my “Quigley” style 
cartridge belt and for general use as well was a 7-inch bladed Bowie knife, somewhat on the order of the knife 
“Quigley” had in the movie but not a complete copy of that stag handled knife.  The knife I found and finally 
bought fills that bill very well and I’m proud to tell you about it. 

 This knife was found on ETSY, on the internet, and it was simply described as a 12-inch (overall length) 
Bowie knife with horn grip slabs.  To be just a little more descriptive, it has a 7-inch blade and a 5-inch handle.  
The guard is brass with “balls” on the ends.  The blade is nicely hollow ground ending in a very nice and keen 
edge, easy to sharpen.  The top of the blade is rounded behind the top edge and that top edge is ground to an 
actual edge although not sharpened.  At the back or top, the blade measures almost .190” thick, or about 
3/16ths-inch.  The horn slab grips are nicely polished and they remain fairly flat.  That means the handle is 
rather rectangular but with rounded corners so it is comfortable to grip.  The horn slabs are retained with brass 
pins.  To my eyes, the whole knife if very attractive with the blade and the handle being well balanced. 

 This Bowie comes with a well-made leather sheath, complete with 
a keeper and a snap.  That is a nice sheath but it looks too modern 
for my tastes, so I’ll made my own sheath which looks much more 
“made in camp.”  (See the sheath on the cover.)  This knife came 
with something else too.  As a bonus, a small jackknife on a 
keychain was included.  The small knife has a 1 ½” Damascus steel 
blade, with brass bolsters and horn slabs for grips.  The little knife is 
very sharp as well.  When I asked about the little knife being 
included as a bonus, the maker (Umar) told me he included a bonus 
knife with every order.  My only response to that is “Wow!” 

 At this point I’ve used my new Bowie knife rather limitedly.  It really slices very well and I have 
dismantled some large cardboard boxes with it but nothing more.  I can say that the knife’s edge does not 
suggest that any work has been done with it and other knives doing the same duty have need re-sharpening. 
 I was asked to provide a review of the knife I received and here is what I wrote.  “The quality of the 12-
inch Bowie Knife I bought was very pleasing in fit and finish. Very well done. And the knife was certainly as 
described leaving no disappointment at all. Also, the delivery time was shorter than what I had expected. To 
say the least, my expectations were actually surpassed. I'll not hesitate to buy again.” 
 To find one of these knives, go to ETSY Bowie knife.  Their multiple listings show this knife and gives 
the maker as Uadamascus.  Currently the price (which can fluctuate) for this 12-inch Bowie is $125 and that 
includes free shipping from Pakistan.  Personally, I hesitated on ordering this knife from halfway around the 
world but the transaction, handled by ETSY, went very well and I had my new knife in only ten days.  In my 
short review of this knife on ETSY I said I would not hesitate to buy again and I already have.  I’ll tell you 
about the other knife later because that’s another story. 



  ACCURATE MOLDS’ #45-231B 
 
Whether or not Accurate Molds’ #45-231B was designed for the .45 Smith &Wesson Schofield is 

something I can’t say.  Likewise, I don’t know if this bullet was designed for use with black powder but it sure 
looks like it was.  Obviously, I know nothing about the reason or reasons why it was designed but I do know 
how well it works in the .45 Schofield cartridge and how it performs with black powder, and I really like it 
when used in the .45 Colt cartridge too. 

The features of this bullet’s design which I favor include the shape of the 
bullet’s nose and the fairly narrow flat point, the part of the bullet which can be 
seen when the bullet is loaded into the cartridge case.  Those features are very 
authentic and they look very much like Lyman’s old #454190, close enough that it 
can be hard to tell the bullets apart when they are loaded.  Two full diameter 
bearing bands are separated by a fairly generous lube groove, certainly ample for 
black powder loads in revolvers..  At the front, there is a reduction in diameter 
where the radius of the ogive begins so the mouth of the case can be crimped to 
prevent the bullets from being “pulled” by the recoil of the revolver.  At the very 

45-231B from Accurate Molds  back or the base of the bullet there is a short bevel which will aid the seating of the 
bullet in the cartridge case.  With features like those, it can be said that this bullet was designed for good 
loading and good shooting. 

I’m not sure what alloy this bullet was designed to be used with but 
when cast with the relatively soft 25-1 (lead-tin) alloy one of the bullets I cast 
weighed 238 grains.  That’s close enough (for me) to the 230 grain bullets of 
the old .45 Schofield to be used for black powder loads to nearly duplicated 
the .45 S&W loads and for use in the .45 Colt too.  For comparison, Lyman’s 
#454190 drops from the mold at 260 grains with the same alloy. 

My first try with this bullet was to load it in Starline’s .45 Schofield 
cases over just 22 grains of Schuetzen 3Fg powder and before those were shot 
more of the bullets were loaded in .45 Colt cases with 32 grains of the same 
Schuetzen powder.  Those loadings do not duplicate the old more powerful 
loads but they were certainly good for shooting.                                                                                A freshly cast batch 

Heavier loads will be tried soon but the 22 grain loading in 
the Schofield cases were a real pleasure to shoot.  Those were tried 
in my 60-year-old Colt SAA with the 7 ½ inch long barrel.  I could 
easily see coming back to the 22 grain loading after trying some 
others.  That is simply a good load to use. 

The 32 grain loads in 
the .45 Colt cases roared as 
we might well expect them 
to do.  And that loading will 
be increased as well when   

L to R: .45 S&W, .45 S&W with Accurate bullet,  more shooting is done. 
.45 Colt with new bullet, .45 Colt factory load,   While the 32 grain load was 
really not objectionable, it just wasn’t as much fun to shoot as the 
lighter load in the Schofield cases. 
 At the right is a target shot with the .45 Schofield loads in the 
Colt SAA, 15 shots offhand at 30 feet.  That’s a pretty good beginning 
and I think this bullet is a shooter.  For more information about 
Accurate Molds’ #45-231B, simply contact Accurate Molds by visiting 
their web site at http://accuratemolds.com/. 
 

http://accuratemolds.com/


CAT’S SHOOTING STICKS 
 

 Cat’s Shooting Sticks are, or should be, very well known.  I’ve reviewed these shooting sticks in the past 
and it most certainly is a prime time for a little update.  One new feature about these shooting sticks is the 
wooden knob on the adjustable pivot bolt which allows for precise elevation adjustment as well as holding the 
sticks together.  The wooden knobs replace the earlier plastic knobs which give the new sticks a more “period 
correct” appearance.  For my own shooting I’ve used my standard spiked adjustable shooting sticks rather 
exclusively.  In fact, I can’t remember using anything else, however, my memory can’t be completely trusted 
for such detail.  Let me simply say that my Cat’s Shooting Sticks are my favorite set of cross-sticks and I use 
them in our Old West Centerfires short-range matches, at Quigley, while shooting silhouettes, and down at the 
buffalo matches at Bend, Oregon too. 

Cat’s Shooting Sticks are hand crafted from solid oak.  Each “stick” measures 1 X 2 inches and they 
have a 3/8ths-inch wide leather strip on each stick which protects the finish of the rifle’s barrel and helps to hold 
the rifle in a steady position.  For shooting from a kneeling or sitting position, the sticks are 48 inches long. 

Another new factor about Cat’s Shooting Sticks is that they are 
now available from C. Sharps Arms.  The sticks available from C. 
Sharps Arms have the blades at the bottom of the sticks rather than the 
spikes and the blade are superior when used in sod or even in sand. 

Let me give you a tip about shooting over cross-sticks; don’t get 
too close to the sticks.  In other words, back up, get far enough behind 
the sticks that only a short portion of your rifle’s barrel is extending 
beyond the sticks.  We’ve all seen pictures of shooters using sticks with 
their left hand (for right-handed shooters) holding the sticks, even some 
of me.  That is too close and it means too much of the rifle barrel is 

forward of the sticks.  When you are shooting with cross-sticks, those sticks become a pivot point.  While you 
are aiming, any motion of yours, including heartbeat, is transmitted to the pivot point and then reflected by the 
muzzle.  With “too much muzzle” ahead of the sticks, any motion of yours while aiming can be duplicated by 
the muzzle.  By getting further away from the sticks, with only a short section of the rifle’s barrel beyond the 
sticks, any motion of yours behind the sticks will be 
greatly reduced at the muzzle.  That can be seen in 
tighter groups and more hits, especially at long range. 

The height adjustment is a feature that will be 
instantly enjoyed.  With regular cross-sticks if you 
need to adjust your height, you usually need to re-set 
the sticks.  But while using Cat’s Shooting Sticks the 
shooter can just lean forward, loosen the pivot a little, 
adjust the pivot bolt up or down as needed, and re-
tighten it.  Presto!!  The change in height is done as 
simple as that. 

 
  To get your own set of Cat’s Shooting Sticks send 
an email note to C. Sharps Arms to see if they have what you 
want in stock. (info@csharpsarms.com) The price listed on their 
web site right now is $90 per set and that might be with the 
leather “sleeves” which cover the hardwood sticks and protect 
your rifle’s barrel.  I’ve tried to wear out my set of Cat’s 
Shooting Sticks for a few years now but they’re still like new. 



 

    
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 
                            
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                        
  
 



A Deer Hunt with an 

                1876 Winchester 
                                                                                                                        By Rick Hamilton 

The squirrel was perched high above my head in the open canopy of the 
large cottonwood tree.  He was chatting incessantly at me as the early morning rays 
of the golden sun peeked above the horizon. The gentle warmth provided a nice 
counterbalance to the chill of the early morning air.  

I had been silent stalk hunting in a shelterbelt here on the ranch, when I 
peered around the large cottonwood trunk for a better view.  I suddenly spotted a 
motionless mule doe that was hidden behind the dense branches of an eastern red 
cedar tree.  In hopes that there may be a buck nearby, I slowly sat down against the 
tree to play the waiting game, while cradling my 1876 Winchester .45/75 caliber 
lever action replica by Uberti in my arms. 
 I had planned on using the big ’76 during the previous year for deer hunting however my iron horse 
threw me while chasing cattle and I ended up with a broken right hand.  This year I was anxious to see how 
effective it would be as a deer hunting rifle. 
 
                                                     
 
 
 
 

 Uberti’s copy of the Winchester Model 1876 rifle  
 
 

 
 The Winchester Model 1876 was the first ‘powerful’ repeating rifle.  In .45/75 caliber the 75 grains of 
powder pushing a 350 grain .45 caliber bullet, with the added attraction of holding 11 rounds, was a good 
addition to Winchester’s lineup at the time.  There is documentation that some were used for buffalo hunting as 
well as game such as deer, bear, elk, and other game by market hunters of that time period.  There is no better 
tribute to the Model 1876 Winchester as a hunting gun than this excerpt from RECREATION magazine. 
 “Our guide, during the latter part of our stay in King's Camp, and on the Elk river was Cooke Rhea, 
already known to some of the readers of RECREATION.  He was a buffalo hunter for the market in the early 
days in the Pan Handle of Texas, and has followed the profession of hunter more or less ever since. 

His adventures, if he could be induced to relate them all, would make an interesting book, but he is not 
fond of talking of himself.  The few stories he told around the camp fire would make a tenderfoot's blood curdle.  
He has a .45-60 Winchester, Model 1876, which is a curiosity, showing what long wear will do for a gun.  It is 
completely worn out.  The stock has lost every vestige of its original finish, and almost of its shape, while the 
wood on the fore end is worn down flush with the barrel, from continual carrying across the saddle.  He has 
used this gun continuously for the last 13 years, and treats it with almost reverent affection, although it is quite 
useless as far as accuracy is concerned, and has been replaced for hunting purposes with a Savage .303.  He 
still thinks a great deal of the old gun, and tells of his first day's hunting with it for elk, when 17 fell to its 
unerring aim.  On four different occasions he has killed 3 bears with it in one day” 1 

 
1 "Camp and Camera," W.B.C., Recreation, Volume X, Number 6, June 1899, 19 West 24th Street, New York, 1899, PP 455-457 



 The ‘76 is a beefed up and lengthened version 
of the popular ‘73 Winchester and has a substantial 
feel in your hands.  This is offset however, by what I 
consider one of the better-balanced larger caliber 
lever guns for offhand shooting, due to the efficient 
weight distribution.  The first time I shot one we 
were shooting “marks” at buffalo chips offhand at 
around 100 yards, and there were few misses. 
 To emphasize the difference a well-balanced 
gun makes in offhand shooting, I reference my last 
Quigley match in Forsyth, MT that I shot in 2019.  
With my new C. Sharps Arms .45-70 heavy Hartford 
Sharps which is balanced perfectly for me, I managed 
to hit 6 of 8 on the 350 yards bucket which is shot 
offhand.  The Q that I had shot previous to that I 
managed only a couple hits with a rifle that was not                    The ’76 with the bottlenecked .45/75 load     
balanced for me.  I have taken a number of deer hunting from the offhand position, so a hunting gun that 
balances well is a priority for me. 
 The .45-75 was considered an express load in its time. My load consisted of reformed .348 Win. Brass,          
                                                            66 g r. of the currently defunct Olde Eynsford 1.5F powder, a .030     
                                                            vegetable fiber wad, and an approximate compression of .169”.  Loading      
                                                            dies were by CH.  The bullet was an RCBS 325FN U (flat nose universal)   
                                                            that comes out of the mold at 350 grains. The primers were Winchester LR    
                                                            Standard, and lube was my homemade.  With this load I was able to   
                                                            achieve a 4-shot group of 2” at 100 yards with no wiping.  My notes say I  
                                                            was shooting into the sun at the time in a heavy cross wind, so I have no  
                                                            doubt it probably groups a little better than that. 

                                                        I might add that the RCBS 325FN U is a dual cavity aluminum mold   
                                                and is easy to use and it throws very consistent weight bullets. You can    
                                                cast a lot of bullets in a hurry with this mold.  The RCBS 325 FN U bullet  
                                                when cast with 20-1 alloy comes out of the mold at 350 grains and   
                                                provides a nice ballistic range out to 150 yards or farther on deer. 

                                                         It is also interesting to note that my load of .45-66 would be   
                                                            ballistically close to the .45-60 Winchester that Cooke Rhea used to good  
                                                            effect.  I have taken buffalo with a .40-65 and they performed well on the   
                                                            critters.  
                                                          The doe I had spotted earlier was in no hurry to go any place and I  
                                                           continued to watch her when I got a sixth sense, probably a flicker of an    
  The RCBS 325 grain Flat Nose bullet    ear, from ninety degrees to where I had been watching the doe.  All I could         
make out was part of a deer jaw protruding from a very large cedar tree.  
 Immediately I started to scan to see if I could make out any horns, but to no avail.  There was too much 
cover in the thick trees for me to identify the deer.  My next move was to do a little butt scooting boogie to my 
left to get a cleaner opening to the tree the deer was behind.  It was right at 70 yards. 
 The next hour played out the same with neither the doe nor the unidentified deer behind the large cedar 
moving a muscle.  I slowly brought my binoculars up out of my bag and was finally able to identify the very 
tips of some antlers that promised the deer was a buck and larger than average for our area.  Still, however, no 
shot was presented. 
 The next half hour transpired with no change from either deer.  I was still in the sitting position with an 
elbow on a knee.  Almost imperceptibly the “ghost” deer pushed his head out by the tree to where I could just 
see his eye and just a hint of antlers higher up behind the tree.  He was quartered just ever so slightly to me as I 
pondered my options. 



 The tight shooting lane in thick cover was made to order for the Winchester ‘76.  My problem was I had 
seen his tail twitch a couple of times and I believed that he may be heading for parts unknown shortly.  The next 
problem was I had never head shot a deer, although I had taken head shots on a lot of buffalo. 

I had a good friend Lee who is gone now, but was an assistant shooting coach when I coached a national 
winning 4-H shooting team.  He was a handloader, shot a very flat-shooting 7mm Rem. Mag. and always head 
shot his deer.  He was a meat eater and they made their own sausage which I helped with on occasion.  His 
favorite aiming point was the eye and he said he never lost a deer hitting one there.  I thought about it and knew 
the accuracy was good enough to hit that point of aim.  The slight upward angle might carry it up into the brain 
cavity area better.  I also recalled my good friend “Wild Bill” telling me that he had put down a nice buck at 125 
yards with a head shot using this rifle.  He always said this was probably his best shooting rifle.  All were things 
I was thinking about at the time and it helped inspire a little confidence in 
my taking a head shot. 
  The buck twitched some more and I made the decision.  Putting the 
ivory front bead at a six o’clock hold on the eye to allow for the raise at 
that distance, I carefully pulled the trigger.  The smoke mushroomed in the 
thick trees but the deer had gone straight down on all fours and I had made 
my first head shot on a deer with a Winchester ‘76 in very tight cover!  
The bullet had indeed gone into the eye and done tremendous damage as it 
angled back and up slightly in back of head. 
 My wife had heard the shot (she has done this many times before) 
and drove out bringing my camera gear as well as my I*XL skinning knife 
that I wanted to try out.   After a few pictures, I field dressed the deer using 
a ripper and the I*XL skinner.  I must say I was impressed with the 
skinner. 
 I was very happy with the performance of the ’76.  It was actually the      An ivory bead for woods hunting 
perfect rifle for the conditions where I was hunting that morning, and I would recommend for others to try the 
’76 as a very worthwhile deer gun.  The deer would provide some great meat for the winter and the memories of 
using the Winchester ’76 to take him will remain in a good place in my heart as I age as well. 
 Somehow I don’t 
think my hunting life will 
be completely fulfilled 
until I chase elk with my 
’76 up in the Elk River 
country where Cooke 
Rhea did with his old ’76 
over 140 years ago.  I 
have backpack hunted the 
area several times and 
taken elk up there.  It is 
rugged country and would 
be very conducive to 
hunting with a ’76.   I 
have found old fire rings 
there that could 
conceivably have been 
one of Cooke Rhea’s 
camps!  My hope is that 
the Spirit of the ’76 will                 
continue to live on with                 Here’s Rick with the nice buck that fell to the big ’76 with the black powder load 
future hunters as well as in past stories of the hunters who used them to help tame the west.  

             And a very special thanks goes to Leo Remiger for the historical reference. 
 



 


