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          Carrying the Torch 
       Restoring, Preserving, and Advancing the Legacy  
                              of C. Sharps Arms Company 
                                                                            By Zachery Schoffstall 

 
When my father passed away, I inherited far more than a company. I inherited a legacy—a living, 

breathing tradition defined by craftsmanship, authenticity, and the unmistakable American spirit embodied in 
every C. Sharps Arms rifle. Standing in the shop he once led, I felt the weight of that responsibility as clearly 
as the warmth of fresh walnut shavings or the cold precision of steel. This place was built on pride, skill, and 
integrity. My mission is to honor that foundation while guiding our company into a future worthy of its past. 

In the year since stepping into leadership, I have focused on two unshakable goals: preserving the 
quality and character that define C. Sharps Arms Company, and expanding our reach so new 
generations of shooters can experience the art of a true single-shot rifle. 

This is both a stewardship and a promise. 
Preserving What Matters, Growing What Endures 

Our loyal customers—many of whom have been with us for decades—understand that when they choose 
a C. Sharps rifle, they’re choosing more than a firearm. They’re choosing lineage. Connection. A physical 
piece of American history crafted in modern hands. 

The heart of our work remains unchanged: 
• classic rifles built with uncompromising precision, 
• craftsmen who care deeply about the final product, 
• and a commitment to make rifles that outlast us all. 

But honoring that legacy also means adapting, improving, and bringing more people into the fold. 
Over the last year, we have strengthened internal processes, invested in our team, and taken major 

steps toward a more modern, accessible, and engaged C. Sharps Arms Company. The craftsmanship has 
always spoken for itself—now it’s time to amplify it. 
2026: A New Era of Outreach, Community, and Visibility 

To grow the single-shot community, we must show the world who we are and what we do. That starts 
with visibility. 

In 2026, you will see: 
• A significant push on social media, including behind-the-scenes shop content, rifle features, and historical 
spotlights. 
• Fresh YouTube content—from build walkthroughs to competition coverage to deep dives into rifle history. 
• A renewed focus on storytelling, highlighting the individuals who shoot our rifles, build them, and keep 
the tradition alive. 

We will also be launching two major initiatives to bring shooters together and strengthen the 
culture of single-shot riflemanship: 
The C. Sharps Arms Company Shooting Team 

A dedicated group of competitive shooters who will represent our rifles—and our values—across 
major matches and long-range events nationwide. Their role is to compete, educate, and inspire shooters new 
and old. 
The C. Sharps Arms Ambassador Program 

This initiative will spotlight respected marksmen, historians, builders, and enthusiasts who share our 
passion for craftsmanship, tradition, and the single-shot way of life. Ambassadors will help educate, produce 
content, attend events, and introduce new shooters to our rifles and the history behind them. 

Both programs are designed with one purpose: to grow and energize the single-shot shooting sports, 
ensuring the next generation discovers the same joy and challenge our rifles have offered for decades. 
A New Three-Tiered Catalog for 2026 

One of our biggest challenges has been balancing customization with clarity. Shooters love options—but 



too many can overwhelm new customers and stretch lead times. 
Our 2026 catalog addresses this directly with a new three-tier structure: 
Tier One – Classic Sporting & Target Rifles 

Simple, clean, historically faithful rifles with minimal options. 
These rifles will be: 
• fixed-configuration, 
• consistently priced, 
• available in-stock or near completion, 
• ideal for new shooters or customers seeking a straightforward, traditional build. 

Tier Two – Semi-Custom Sporting & Target Rifles 
These rifles include the full menu of options our customers have come to expect, now built upon upgraded 
foundations. Every rifle in this tier will begin with Extra Fancy walnut, raising the baseline in both 
appearance and prestige. 

Tier Three – Full Custom Creations & Limited Editions 
This is the soul of C. Sharps 
Arms Company: one-of-a-kind 
rifles that blend functional 
excellence with true artistry. 

This tier includes:         
• engraving packages, 
• presentation-grade walnut,                                                            The First Sergeant Ryan Rifle                                                     
• unique finishes and custom configurations, 
• and a continued focus on limited edition rifles and packages such as the First Sergeant Ryan Rifle, 
with more to come. 

Introducing the Model 1885 Oakley Target Rifle (.22 Long Rifle) 
As part of the Classic tier, we are proud to debut the Model 1885 Oakley Target Rifle in 2026. 
Named after Annie Oakley—America’s most iconic exhibition shooter—this rifle is purpose-built for young 
shooters, smaller-statured adults, and anyone who appreciates a lightweight, balanced, historically faithful .22. 

Key features include:  
.22 Long Rifle chambering, 
• a shortened 13" length of pull, 
• lightweight octagon barrel, 
• slimmed and shortened forearm, 
• thinner stock profile, 
• built on the Model 1885 Low Wall.                            The Model 1885 Annie Oakley Target Rifle 

This rifle honors Oakley’s legacy not only in name, but in spirit—accessible, elegant, and built for 
precision. 
Investing in Our Team 

Everything we build is the product of real hands, real skill, and real pride. 
The future of C. Sharps Arms Company depends on supporting the people who shape the steel and 

walnut every day. We continue to invest in training, equipment, workflow improvements, and in creating a 
shop environment driven by craftsmanship and accountability. 

As I carry on my father’s work, my priority is simple: Take care of the team, take care of our 
customers, and take care of the legacy. 
Looking Forward 

C. Sharps Arms Company is moving into a new era—one that remains firmly rooted in history while 
embracing the opportunities of the modern world. Through expanded outreach, a revitalized catalog, new 
programs for shooters and ambassadors, and unwavering dedication to quality, I believe the next chapter will 
be one of growth, pride, and renewed appreciation for the American single-shot rifle. 

To our customers old and new—thank you for helping us preserve this legacy. 
The next generation is watching. And together, we will show them the value of the C. Sharps Arms 
Company, classic single-shot rifles, and the embodiment of American History, Art, and Craftsmanship. 



 

THE 
GEMMER/SHARPS 

by C. Sharps Arms 
By Mike Nesbitt 

 The Gemmer/Sharps played a very big role in my personal introduction to Sharps shooting.  That was 
almost the first Sharps I ever fired and it was certainly the first Sharps that I owned.  To me that gun was a 
hunting rifle and I did not get interested in target shooting or 
competition for many years.  I do wish I had started shooting in 
matches earlier.  But that is my problem.  What I really want to tell 
you about is the Gemmer/Sharps by C. Sharps Arms. 
 When I got my Gemmer, just forty-five years ago, the young 
C. Sharps Arms company was buying actions from Shiloh, in 
Farmingdale, New York at that time, and finishing them in the C. 
Sharps Arms shop which was located in Richland, Washington.  My 
rifle is only marked on the receiver with the Shiloh name, and that is 
one reason why many people have said those early Gemmer models 
were made by Shiloh.  In fact, during the C. Sharps Arms/Shiloh 
partnership, C. Sharps Arms was the custom shop for Shiloh. 
 My interest in the Gemmer/Sharps blossomed immediately 
after seeing one.  The one I saw used an 1863 action and it was a 
percussion rifle, as were all of the Shiloh Sharps when production 
began in the 1970s.  I was told that a cartridge-firing Gemmer was 
in the process of being made and I put my name on it before it was 
completed.  That rifle was in .50-90 caliber and once I got the word 
that it was ready, I headed to the C. Sharps Arms shop to grab it.                 Black bear taken with the .50-90 in 1981. 
 Based on conversations at that time, I believe my .50-90 is the first cartridge-firing Model 1874 Gemmer 
that C. Sharps Arms made.  It is not a one-of-a-kind, there were others that followed, I’ve never heard of or seen 
an earlier one except that percussion version which I fired at a mountain man rendezvous. 
  
 
 
 
 
                                                                 Mike’s .50-90 Gemmer/Sharps.  
 

Like I’ve said before, this gun was a hunting rifle for me and I never used it with any sights other than 
the open rear sight and the nickel silver blade on the front.  My loads used a 500-grain paper patched bullet, 
from NEI, over 100 grains of powder.  That was a real punchin’ load, on both ends of the gun, and this rifle 
weighs only nine pounds.  It has a standard weight barrel which usually isn’t used on a .50 caliber rifle but that 
light barrel did make the rifle rather handy to carry, and I carried it quite a bit.  While this rifle does have a 
rather punishing recoil, that was never noticed while shooting at game. 
 C. Sharps Arms made a good number of Gemmer styled ‘74s but I have no actual idea of how many 
were built.  On one of the C. Sharps Arms catalogs a Gemmer was featured on the cover, a highly customized 



rifle.  Even so, as far as I know, the Gemmer styled rifles were never given a page inside the catalog and all of 
them were certainly custom orders. 
 As my years passed by and I got more Sharps to shoot, my interest in target shooting and competition 
began to take the place of hunting.  When that happened, my .50-90 Gemmer stood in the corner while those 
other rifles got my attention.  I treasured that Gemmer, and still do, but using it certainly lost any priority that 
was once freely given to that rifle. 
 In fact, while I have never considered selling that rifle, I did, briefly, entertain some ideas about re-
barreling it to another caliber, most likely to a .50-70.  Doing that would make it simply more shootable for 
recreation, without the roar, blast, and recoil of the Big .50.  That was never done, of course, and the best reason 
that it wasn’t done was because I could buy other .50-70s and those rifles help me accept the .50-70 as a favorite 
cartridge.  So, my .50-90 Gemmer remained, quietly, as a .50-90 and now I’m glad that it did. 
 That rifle is a beauty.  It never fails to draw interest from other shooters wherever I take it out.  It is 
certainly an early one and it still used the lock from the percussion model rifles, with the very high position of 
the hammer at half-cock which made it easy for putting the caps on the nipple.  Unlike most rifles made by C. 
Sharps Arms, this gun’s barrel and furniture wear a browned finish instead of being blued.  The action and the 
lock, including the breech block, are color casehardened.  As already said, this is certainly a very beautiful rifle.   
 Years rolled by until 2017 when a fellow Sharps fan contacted me.  That was Del Slaugh, living in 
Colorado, and he was going to order another Sharps rifle but hadn’t made up his mind about what to get.  After 
talking a while, by e-mail, I suggested that he get a .50-70.  He didn’t already have a Sharps in that caliber, so a 
.50-70 it would be.  Then he considered what style of Sharps he would want and I asked him if he had a 
Gemmer.  No, he didn’t.  And that became his decision, a Gemmer/Sharps in .50-
70 by C. Sharps Arms. 
 A few complications arose when he placed that order because C. Sharps 
Arms had not made a Gemmer for a matter of years, which means they didn’t have 
any of the necessary parts on hand.  The butt stock and butt plate were used from 
their “1874 Sharps Semi Custom Classic Hartford Sporting Rifle” (which is no 
longer made) and that gun’s crescent butt plate looks like it fits right in.  The same 
can be said about the “beavertail” cheek piece on the left side of the stock.  And 
while the butt plate on my Gemmer is browned, the steel butt plate on the .50-70 
was color casehardened which, I have to say, really sets it off.  
 Unlike my .50-90 Gemmer, this .50-70 was made with a #1 Heavy barrel, 
30 inches long, which is highlighted with the Hartford collar.  That gives this rifle 
a weight of 12 ½ pounds.  Held to the barrel with the twin wedges or barrel keys, 
the forearm is capped with a poured pewter nose cap instead of the browned steel 
cap which my earlier gun has.  Also, the escutcheons surrounding those wedges are 
nickel silver in color while on the .50-90 those pieces are browned.  Having the 
silver escutcheon and nose cap certainly add some good color to the rifle.                       .50-70 and .50-90 cartridges 
  
 
 
 
 
 
                                                          Del Slaugh’s .50-70 Gemmer with the gun cover Nesbitt made for him.  
 
 
 

Instead of a blade front sight, Del selected a Beach sight from Montana Vintage Arms.  That gives the 
shooter a choice of a short “blade” or a beaded post within a circle, which can make that sight a good choice for 
hunting and for targets.  The long “Hawken” rear sight is on the barrel, in a dovetail, and he also had a mid-
range deluxe Vernier sight added to the gun. 



 The total picture really makes a beautiful rifle.  Those special features were wrapped in the straight 
grained walnut which seems to tell how the gun was made to be shot and maybe hunted with.  I do believe that 
was in Del’s interest and intensions for getting this rifle. 
 We remained in contact and made plans, for three years in a row, of how we could meet at the big 
“Matthew Quigley Buffalo Rifle Match” and take a picture with our two .50 caliber Gemmer-styled Sharps rifle 
together.  But that never happened and I never got to meet Del… I never got to shake his hand… 
 Del had a bad and sneaky cancer get the best of him and he passed on in 2022.  In time I was contacted 
by his son, with questions about those Sharps rifles.  Without being too hesitant, my desires to have that .50-70 
Gemmer were made known to him and just recently that Gemmer became mine. 
 This .50-70 really is an outstanding rifle.  I’ve already mentioned how my .50-90 Gemmer might be the 
first centerfire metallic cartridge-firing Model 1874 Gemmer that C. Sharps Arms made, during their early 
years.  While that is a good possibility, it is a certain fact that the .50-70 “Del Slaugh Gemmer” is the last 
Gemmer-styled Sharps made by C. Sharps Arms.  This could make those two rifles “the first and the last.” 
 Finally, I’m able to photograph the two rifles together. 
 Probably, I’ll never know if Del fired his .50-70 Gemmer, although I might comb through my old notes 
from him to look for a clue.  When I got the gun, it looked unfired.  And it was not sighted-in.  Testimony to that 
came from a trip to the range where it was discovered that the sights still needed to be set in order to hit the 
target.  But this gun now hits the target quite nicely and it is much more pleasant to shoot than its earlier 
counterpart in .50-90 caliber. 
 For now, I’ll just keep these two Gemmer/Sharps rifles together.  They’re a good pair.  Whether I shoot 
either one of them again simply remains to be seen.  I have nothing against shooting them but I do have other 
rifles that can easily draw my attention, especially another Sharps in .50-70.  In addition to that, Del’s son is 
remaining in contact and he has let me know how he wants first crack at it should I decide to part with the Del 
Slaugh Gemmer.  Of course, Del’s son will be the first to know. 

                                     The two Gemmer/Sharps rifles, both with 30-inch barrels.   
 
Because of parallel happenings in the 1860s and ‘70s, when J.P. Gemmer was modifying the Spencer 

rifles and others were making similar modifications to the Sharps rifles by adding ramrods, or wiping sticks, 
with forearms held on to the barrel by keys or wedges instead of the screws through the bottom, we can say that 
the Gemmer/Sharps is a rather historical piece.  It is significantly historical in spirit and nature, even though an 
original has never been found.  And if J. P. Gemmer never did work on or modify a Sharps rifle to look more 
like a Hawken mountain rifle, he certainly did miss a very good chance. 
 
 
 
 
 
  



   The Black River Buffalo Runners’    

      Old West Centerfires 
                                                                                                                               
                                                           By Jerry Mayo 

 
When pulling into the parking lot at the club’s high-power  range 

on this cool and overcast morning, I was taken aback just a bit.  I thought 
we would produce a good turnout for this, the final match for the 2025 Old 
West Centerfires, with awards for this match plus awards for the yearly 
aggregate but I didn’t expect what I saw.  I was pleasantly surprised when 
nineteen of these Black River Buffalo Runners were there to step to the 
firing line.  This was, without a doubt, our biggest attendance of a match 
for this year and a such a turnout accounts for almost 80% of all those posting at least one score in 
2025.  We hope this match serves as a warmup for starting to build an aggregate score for next year, 
beginning with the OWC match in January for 2026.   

We even had some newbies.  
Kyle Kirkpatrick and Jannu 
Lorentson were both first time 
OWC shooters.  Kyle had shoot 
with us before, attending two of 
our Buffalo Camps but he hadn’t 
shot in an OWC match.  Jannu is 
new to our shoots but not to 
black powder cartridge shooting.  
We certainly welcome them and 
expect to see them shooting 
again. 

With this being the final 
aggregate event of the year and a 
double prize out, we didn’t want 
to bother with an after-match.  
There was simply too much to 
do and all of our focus was on 
the aggregate.  For this match 
we had two shooters who 
needed to submit scores from              Kyle Kirkpatrick checking the height of his X-sticks while getting ready 
targets fired on a day previous to the match.  Those targets were shot in the presence of approved 
witnesses.  Scores were verified prior to leaving the range.  

Thanks go to Bob DeLisle for calling the first relay, I called the second relay.  Bob also 
helped me work through the mathematics required to get match and aggregate scores done quickly.  
Mike Nesbitt “set” an outstanding prize table for this day’s match and an even better one for the 
aggregate awards.  And as always, heartfelt thanks go out to the many who helped with keeping 
OWC match rolling along.   

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 larger 200-yard 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 sitting position with cross-sticks, just like they do at 
Quigley.  The 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 within that same 30 minutes.  So, let 



us look at how our Buffalo Runners did on this day.  Here we go… 
Posting the top score this day was Ken Kerfurst with a 193-6X using an 1885 Winchester chambered for 

the .40/82 Silhouette cartridge.  As an interesting antidote, Ken used a different rifle for each of the 
aggregate matches this year.  Here’s what Ken had to say about those rifles, “If I recall correctly, and that is a 
long shot these days, I think I did shoot a different rifle for each of the aggregate matches.  That was my goal for 
the year, sort of trying to handicap myself a little bit and make me use some rifles that I haven't used in a while.  I 
think I used  a Farmingdale 1874 Sharps in .45-70, a Winchester Highwall in .45-90,  a Remington Hepburn in 
.45-90,  then a Remington rolling block in .45-90, followed by a Sharps Borchardt in .45-90, and then for this 
match a Winchester Highwall in .40-82.”  That’s a fine variety of rifles! 

In this match, Ken had the high scoring targets at both distances, 97-2X at 100 yards and a 96-4X 
at 200 yards.  He’s certainly hard to beat.  Curt Lokovsek who, at 189-4X, came in second place 
using his ‘74 Sharps in .45/90. Following closely in third place was Allen Cunniff with his ‘74 Sharps 
in .40/65, scoring 189-X.  Fourth place goes to me, Jerry Mayo, using my 1874 C. Sharps Arms in 
.45/70, I scored a 179-3X.  Rounding out the top five was Jerry Johnson who scored 178-2X shooting 
his Rem rolling block in .40/65 caliber. 

Our 
perennial paper 
patch shooter, Bob 
DeLisle, shows up 
in sixth place 
using an 1874 
Pedersoli Sharps 
in .45/70.  Bob 
shot a 176-2X.  
Seventh place is 
Mike Holeman 
with a 175-2X.  
Mike was using 
his 1874 C. Sharps 
Arms .45/70.  And 
in eighth is Phil 
Wiebe, scoring 
173-3X with his 
’77 C. Sharps 
Arms in .40/65.   
It’s interesting to 
note only 10 
points, that’s one 
well-placed shot, 
separates our top   

       Jerry Mayo looks like he’s getting serious with that Sharps .45-70.                   eight shooters.  Not 
too bad for a bunch of old buffalo rifles.  Mike Nesbitt was our nineth place shooter.  Mike used his 
’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/90 with a Montana Vintage Arms scope to post a 170-2X.  Mike mentioned a 
recurrence of an old problem of his scope coming loose at the 200-yard target.  Super glue?  That’s 
got to be fixed somehow…  And in tenth place was Kyle Kirkpatrick using his Bridgeport style 1874 
C. Sharps Arms rifle chambered in .45/70 to post a 168-2X.  That finishes our reporting for the top 
ten shooters. 

Eleventh place went to Mike Moran using his 1874 C. Sharps Arms .50/70 “Buffalo Gun” firing paper     
      patched bullets.  Mike shot a respectable 166-X.  Twelfth place, with a 163, was Jeff "Loco" Ritter and his   
      Springfield Trapdoor in .45/70.  In thirteenth place was Mark Davis who posted 160 with his 1874 C. Shiloh    
       Sharps .45/70.  In fourteenth place we find Jim Haeckel using a scoped-sighted 1874 Pedersoli Sharps in   
      .45/70.  Jim put a score of 155-3X on the scoreboard.  Fifteenth place goes to Jeff "Doc" Ritter with a good 



147-2X, shooting  his Rem Rolling Block in .45/90 caliber.  Dan Johnson had a fairly productive day with    
his 1885 High Wall in .44/40 scoring 125-X and coming in sixteenth place.  One of our new shooters Jannu  
Lorentson took his first 
chance at the Old West 
Centerfires range and with an 
1874 Shiloh Sharps and shot 
119-X.  I believe he too was 
experiencing some sight 
malfunctions but with a mid-
range tang sight which 
somehow came apart.  And 
Kelle Davis was eighteenth 
place, using her 1874 C. 
Sharps Arms .45/70, posting 
a 115.  Closing the list in 
nineteenth place was Mike 
Mueller who scored 102 with 
a barrowed 1874 C. Sharps 
Arms rifle in .45/70. 

Detailed match scoring 
shown below:   

 
 

                                            Mike Holeman about to add more “fog” to the range 
 

 
 
 

Scores for this Match 
              Name              Rifle/Cartridge        100 yd. 200 yds. Total  

1st Ken Kerfurst 1885 Winchester .40-82  97-2X  96-4X  193-6X  
2nd Curt Lokovsek ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70  96-3X  93-X  189-4X  
3rd Allen Cunniff ‘74 C. Sharps Arms .40/65  94-X  95  189-X  
4th Jerry Mayo ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70  84-X  95-2X  179-3X  
5th Jerry Johnson Rem Rolling Block  .40/65  89-2X  89  178-2X  
6th Bob DeLisle ’74 Pedersoli Sharps .45/70  87  89-2X  176-2X  
7th Mike Holeman ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70  88-X  87-X  175-2X  
8th Phil Wiebe ’77 C. Sharps Arms .40/65  91-X  83-X  173-2X  
9th Mike Nesbitt ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/90  91-2X  79  170-2X  
10th Kyle Kirkpatrick  ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70  83  85-2X  168-2X 
11th Mike Moran    ’74 C. Sharps Arms .50/70  79  87-X  166-X   
12th Jeff "Loco" Ritter  Springfield Trapdoor  .45/70 78  85  163  
13th Mark Davis  ’74  Shiloh Sharps .45/70  81  79  160 
14th Jim Haeckel  ’74 Pedersoli Sharps .45/70  74-X  81-2X  155-3X 
15th Jeff "Doc" Ritter   Rem Rolling Block .45/90  71  76-2X  147-2X  
16th Dan Johnson   1885 Hi Wall .44/40   75-X  50  125-X  
17th Jannu Lorentson  ’74  Shiloh Sharps .40/70  71  48-X  119-X 
18th Kelle Davis     ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70            61  54  115 
19th Mike Mueller     ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45-70 50  52  102 

 
 



 

After totaling the best five of six 
aggregate match scores for the season, 
we are proud to announce… and for the 
third consecutive year, congratulations 
to KEN KURFURST!  Ken, seen about 
to fire another winning shot at the right, 
is our 2025 Old West Centerfires 
Aggregate winner with a best five 
match total of 967-34X.  Ken, very well 
done! 

 
Detailed aggregate scores for 

the 2025 Old West Centerfires 
season are shown below: 

 
                                                
 

2025 Aggregate Results 
 

1st Ken Kerfirst    967-34X         9th Jeff “Loco” Ritter   834-4X 17th Larry Litten   427-5X  
2nd Curt Lokovsek   958-25X    10th Jerry Mayo            814-8X             18th Jim Haeckel           299-3X 
3rd Allen Cunniff    941-14X      11th Tom Witt           762-6X  19th Mike Mueller        275-X 
4th Mike Nesbitt     913-12X      12th Dick Elliot          743-20X  20th Kelle Davis            272-X 
5th Bob DeLisle      906-17X      13th Jeff “Doc” Ritter    734-5X  21st Ashley Ritter         176 
6th Jerry Johnson   896-14X      14th Mike Moran             624-7X  22nd Kyle Kirkpatrick  168-2X 
7th Mike Holeman    850-8X      15th Mark Davis             603  23rd Ryan Ritter    159-X 
8th Phil Wiebe        837-6X      16th Dan Johnson           453-X  24th Jannu Lorentson     119-X 

                                                                          The Buffalo Runners Gang 



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



 
JAMES HENRY McNANEY, Part IV 

 
                                                                                                   Submitted By Leo J. Remiger 

 
 

 
W.T. Hornaday with his ’76 Winchester in the rifle scabbard. 

 
In the sixth article titled; The Last Buffalo Hunt, Deer Hunting on the Musselshell as a Sideshow, Part VI 
Hornaday mentions McNaney again: 
 

“But the luxuries provided for us at that camping place did not end with wood and water.  The 
afternoon after our arrival a young black tail buck came sauntering leisurely down the bed of one 
of the washouts, and just when it emerged upon the pebbly bank of the river to take a drink of the 
water Russell caught sight of it and ended its career with a bullet from his Winchester.  It fell 
within fifty yards of our campfire, and, being very fat and tender, we feasted like gourmands.  
While that carcass was still warm Jim McNaney rode into camp with a young white-tailed deer 
behind his saddle and thus another dainty was added to our bill of fare.  But even that was not all.  
As if to induce us to kill ourselves by gourmandizing on choice game, a large flock of wild geese 
came during the second night and settled on the ice on the river only 200 yards below our camp.  
We paid them an early visit with the shotgun and killed three of them, two of which were young, 
tender, and beautifully fat.  The next day was Thanksgiving, the cold was 10 degrees below zero, 
and, having no tent, we camped under the sky only.  Boyd got up at 3 o’clock, built a roaring fire, 
dressed one of the birds, stuffed it in capital style and roasted it in the Dutch oven.  At sunrise we 
sat down to our Thanksgiving dinner of savory roast goose, cooked tomatoes, stewed apples, 
flapjacks, syrup, and coffee.  It was a feast for a king. 

 
“On the first day’s hunt Jim McNaney and I went out together and struck into a big tract of 
evergreen timber which lay just east of our camp.  It was by all odds the strangest woods I ever set 
foot in.  The surface was an endless succession of little knolls and ridges, divided by a network of 
interfacing gullies.  The ground was dry and loose, and as bare of all grass and other plant life as 
an ash pile.  The stunted cedars grew in little clumps, but not very thickly, gnarled, twisted, and 
bristling on all sides with dead limbs and roots ready to snap off at the slightest touch.  Often when 



a cedar grows on a knoll or a ridge the dirt is washed from around it like so much loose sand and 
the roots are left sticking out helplessly in midair, where they are dead and dry directly.  Many of 
those twenty-foot cedars that had died and lost all their bark were twisted from lowest root to top 
most twig as if some giant hand had twisted them up out of “excelsior” wood fiber.  It struck me 
that the trees in Dante’s “Inferno” must have looked just like these, stunted, worthless, and even 
dismal, to look upon.  It takes a stout heart and a clear conscience to hunt all day amid such 
surroundings without a feeling of depression. 
 
“Jim and I soon got separated, and we did not meet again until night.  Although it was easy enough 
to ride silently through the openings, with the horse’s tread muffled in the loose earth, it was 
impossible to keep from snapping off dry twigs now and then.  Deer trails were numerous and 
presently Old Brownie and I came upon the fresh track of an elk.  As it was only about six hours’ 
old we started to follow it, just for the fun of it, to see what would turn up.  The trail led straight 
toward our camp, but before we had gone half a mile we suddenly found our elk’s track partly 
obliterated by the still fresher tracks of an immense grizzly.  “Now,” thought I, “here is my long 
lost grizzly at last.”  The impression of the broad pear-shaped sole, and of every toe and claw point 
was left most clearly and pointedly in the loose soil as if a big gorilla or Hottentot had been strolling 
that way and they filed on with respect for their maker.  The track of the bear’s hind foot was 11 
inches long and 7 wide at the widest part.  But each man in our crowd was ambitious to kill the 
first bear, and it was a feeling of thankfulness that I turned Old Brownie upon the trail of the 
grizzly, and made ready for a scrimmage. 
 
“I followed the trail for nearly a mile, I think, eyes, ears, and Winchester at full cock, and at least 
it took a plunge into the head of an awful ravine, deep, steep sided, and choked with bushes and 
tangled masses of juniper.  I felt instinctively that the game was there, but not for the throne of 
Bulgaria, and a chromo thrown in with it, would I have followed even one big grizzly into that 
place to say nothing of the two assistant grizzlies.  As the English say, “I funked it,” very 
emphatically.  I took the back track and kept it until I got to my horse.  It was the first time that I 
ever left a trail because I was afraid to follow it. 
 
“The next day I took Russell with me, and we went back to the place on foot.  We took up the trail 
again and followed it through that tangled ravine, but found no bears.  Perhaps it was lucky for us 
that we didn’t.  We followed the tracks for hours, until they struck hard ground and then, being 
unable to see the trail, we gave it up.  In the cotton wood timber and the thick red willow that filled 
the river bottom there was plenty of white-tailed deer and to them Jim McNaney and Russell paid 
special attention.  The rustling of the dead leaves always made such a racket that the deer had 
notice of the hunters coming long before he got within fair shooting distance and it was hard work 
to get a fair shot, either standing or running.  The woods were actually full of deer, mostly young 
to be sure, but their “environment” was so well calculated to promote “the survival of the fittest” 
that the most of them got away. 
 
“Boyd and I paired off and hunted the “breaks” back from the river for black-tail.  It was wild, 
rugged country, built on a grand scale most romantic and unusual to look upon, but hard work to 
get through.  It was a whole day’s work to ride through one system of ravines, from the narrow 
pass where it burst through the line of bluffs and entered the river up to the high level plateau at 
its head.  There were miles upon miles of steep hills and deep hollows, little buttes and sharp 
hogbacks, all of it “bad grounds,” and covered with a struggling growth of stunted pines and 
cedars.  It was the country par excellence for black-tail, but sad to say, we found them few and far 
between.  It is the same old story as I have already told of the buffalo and antelope.  The 
Winchesters are too many for them. 
 



“The day that Boyd and I had our best luck in the “breaks,” Jim and Russell met their Waterloo in 
the river bottom just below us, and this was how it happened. 
 
“My partner and I rode off at daybreak, and in half an hour were fairly into our hunting ground.  
We rode down some steep declivities, toiled up others on foot, leading our horses, picked our way 
along sharp, bare hogbacks, and silently searched for game.  The stunted cedars and straggling 
pines were sharply looked through, and presently, when we reached the top of a commanding 
ridge, I looked across a ravine and on the hillside opposite saw a lone black-tailed buck.  He was 
looking at us intently.  The distance was 200 yards good measure and being already on the ground 
it was but the work of a moment to draw up and fire.  He leaped off wildly, ran twenty yards, and 
fell dead, with a bullet squarely through his lungs.  He had a beautiful head, and was a welcome 
prize. 
 
“But before Boyd or I had fired a shot that morning the rifles of Jim and Russell began to make 
the woods below us ring with one shot after another – whang ! bang ! whang!  It was the most 
musical shooting I ever heard.  Every shot was a perfect song that went ringing through the timber 
on the orian, frosty air, echoing and re-echoing from bluff to bluff, and filling our envious ears like 
a peal of bells.  The boys shot and shot, and kept shooting now rapidly, now slowly, but in a jolly, 
businesslike way that was terribly tantalizing to us.  It seemed as if they would never stop. We felt 
half angry with ourselves over their better luck. “Great grief !” exclaimed Boyd at last in a tone of 
protest.  “That timber must be just lousy with deer. I wish we had gone there.  How many do you 
reckon them fellers will get ?” 
 
“Half a dozen, sure, and some fine bucks among them.”  I answered hopefully, yet with regret.  
Mechanically I kept count of their shots, and before the hunt was over, they had fired just twenty-
six.  Up to that time my partner and I had three deer to show for nine shots fired in two days.  Well, 
we skinned our two deer and carried the skins to camp behind our saddles.  The other two boys 
returned crestfallen, disgusted, and mad.  They had only one deer !  Jim vowed he could not hunt 
successfully with Russell, and would never again hunt with anybody.  Russell openly swore at 
himself for doing such poor shooting and would have kicked himself if he could.  Since that was 
impossible, he tried to get square with himself by calling himself all sorts of names.  It was a bad 
give away on the boys, but they took it so seriously to heart none of us felt at all inclined to joke 
them about it then.  In fact, if they were within reach of me, I am not all sure I would venture to 
air the episode in this ribald manner even now. 
 
“In some respects, it was a glorious country for a hunter, but it contained no buffalo, and as it was 
buffalo we wanted, we bade farewell to the Musselshell and were soon in pursuit of grander game 
than deer.” 

 
Source 
   
1. “The Last Buffalo Hunt,” William T. Hornaday, The Sun, New York, April 10, 1887, Page 10 

 
 

“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 

 



 
 

“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 
 
     SNOW & NEALLEY HUDSON BAY AXE 
 
 After realizing that other axe makers had discontinued similar axes, I was very pleased to find out that 
Snow & Nealley still make their Hudson Bay axe.  Snow & Nealley went into business making axes and tools 
in 1864 and they say the Hudson Bay axe was one of the first designs they produced.  While we can’t say that 
the Hudson Bay axe was ever a trade item at the old rendezvous, from 1825 to 1840, we can say that these axes 
do have some very good history behind them and they might have been found in some buffalo camps. 

 Two versions of the 
Hudson Bay axe made by 
Snow & Nealley today and 
they both use the same 1 ¾ 
pound axe head but on 
different length handles.  
Their regular Hudson Bay 
axe, and it is identified by that 
name, has the standard 24” 
hickory handle.  This is the 
one that, in my guess, is the 
most popular.  It has the 
handle with the curve and the 
flared or widened “fawn foot” 
at the bottom.    
 The shorter version 
has an 18” handle and it is 

called the Penobscot Bay Kindling Axe, mainly meant for splitting kindling for the fire or wood stove.  While 
its handle isn’t curved quite like the Hudson Bay axe’s handle is, it is still a good one to grab and hang on to 
while working with it.   
 Just after finding out that these axes were 
available, I ordered one of each of them.  Their 
very first job was splitting a bit of firewood.  The 
Penobscot Bay Kindling Axe was put to work first.  
That short-handled axe worked very well but it felt 
just a little head-heavy to me.  Then the longer 
handled Hudson Bay axe was put to the same duty.  
I held the Hudson Bay axe with my hand just 
about in the middle of the handle, or about 12 
inches below the head, and did a cut a bit more 
kindling.  With its longer handle, the Hudson Bay 
axe felt more balanced to me and not quite as head 
heavy.   Both versions of the Snow & Nealley 
Hudson Bay axe are sold with leather blade 
guards.   

My Snow & Nealley Hudson Bay axe will be a regular in my camps from how on.  Snow & Nealley is 
located at 611 Wilson Street, Brewer, Maine 04412.  See their whole line of axes on their website at 
www.snowandnealley.com.  They do not sell retail/direct but they do provide a list of retailers.  Snow & Nealley 
products have a lifetime guarantee.   

http://www.snowandnealley.com/


 

 

“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 

 
 



BUFFALO ON MY MIND 
 
        By Mike Nesbitt 
 
 Buffalo have been on my mind lately, trying to weigh the pros and cons of another hunt.  At this time, 
another buffalo hunt is just something I’d like to do and I’ve made no progress in that direction at all other than 
to simply think about it.  My early thoughts are rather shallow, mainly thinking about which rifle I’d like to use 
and so far, my best thoughts are to take my “old” 
.44-77 by C. Sharps Arms out for a change.  That 
rifle isn’t very old but it is the gun that had the 
stock broken and repair twice, so now it wears a 
rawhide wrap about the wrist, secured with small 
tacks. Such a “decoration” makes it look like a 
veteran.  Hunting a buffalo with that rifle would 
give it a good story to tell.   
 In addition to that .44-77, and maybe a .50-
70 as a second rifle, knives rush in to cloud my 
mind.  The buffalo skinners of old usually carries 
two knives, or more.  They had their skinning 
knife, of course, usually with the well up-curved 
blade, and a straight bladed “ripping knife,” which 
was used for the opening cuts for the job of 
skinning.  I’m guessing most of us have seen the 
skinners’ sheaths which held the two knives plus               Here the rawhide “repair job” is visible, probably done by Pat Dulin. 
a sharpening steel.  A couple of those will be shown in pictures to go along with this story, which I made for 
myself, mainly to go along with my Sharps rifles more than for skinning buffalo.  But many of the old skinners 
used more than just two knives and to them the knives were simply tools which must be sharp to do their jobs. 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     Before the stock broke; here’s the “old’ .44-77, an 1874 Semi-Custom Classic Sporting rifle no longer offered by C. Sharps Arms. 

As we can see in the old photographs of the buffalo camps, a common sight was the grind wheel, 
manually turned by crank or pedals.  Part of the camp-tender’s job was to sharpen the knives, which was done 
during the evening so the knives would be ready for work the next morning.  Those old grind wheels were 
certainly effective, and the edges of the knives were simply ground down until they were sharp again.  That, in 
my opinion, is the reason why so many of the old knives are almost ground away. 
 Back in '03 (2003 that is) when I got my only buffalo, but that was back in my “mountain man days” 
and the rifle I used was a .54 caliber flintlock Hawken style gun built by the late Dave Dolliver.  The .54 served 
me very well and it was loaded with 110 grains of GOEX 2Fg powder under a patched .526” diameter round 
ball.  A partner named John McMullen hunted with me and he was carrying a similar front-loader, also made by 
Dave Dolliver.  John got his buffalo first, then we hunted to find one for me. 
 We were hunting on Clover Creek Range in Oregon where the buffalo had a full square mile or more to        
roam in.  And those buffalo certainly knew that square mile better than we did.  It took us over three hours to 
locate the herd.  That was in the timber and actually the buffalo located us first.  They started to leave the area 



and that’s how we saw them.  The buffs we were after were yearly calves, we were meat-hunting, not for 
trophies.  One straggling bull-calf started to keep up with the rest and one became my target. 
 My guess is, while trying to remember details, that buffalo was about 70 yards away, trotting from my        
                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                                                                                      
                                                                    Mike’s .54 caliber buffalo rifle                                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                                                                                                   
                                                                                                                                                                                         
                                                                                                                                                                               
                                                                                                                                                                               
left to my right.  I brought the rifle up, held for the heart, aimed just a bit ahead to give the shot some lead, and 
fired.  I wasn’t surprised when the buffalo didn’t show signs of a hit and just kept going.  My “reloads” were 
prepared and I took my eyes off of the buffalo just long enough to pour another powder charge down the 
muzzle, saying to John at the same time to keep an eye on it.  John replied, “Don’t worry, he’s down.” 
 The round ball had done a very good job.  My shot almost missed the heart but it did take all of the 
“plumbing” off of the top of the heart.  The little buffalo traveled no more than 30 yards from where it was hit. 
And I had hopes of finding that fired round ball, perhaps under the skin on the far side.  But no, that ball, which 
did not strike a rib on either side, had gone all the way through.  I certainly can’t complain about how well that 
round ball had done its job. 
 But my job wasn’t over 
because I also wanted to skin it, or at 
least help to skin it.  The hunting 
ranch's guide was also the skinner 
and he really didn't want any 
help.  For one thing, if we were both 
working, we'd be rather close 
together.  I had taken two knives with 
me to use for the skinning.  One was 
a delightful custom knife by the late 
Sid Birt and the other was a typical 
and traditional 5" Green River 
skinner.  With the buffalo "hanging by                     The Green River at the top with the Sid Birt skinner below                   
its heels" in the barn at the ranch, the skinning started.  While the guide worked on one hind-quarter; I stepped 
in to assist by working on the other hind quarter. 
 One thing about the guide, and I have forgotten his name, was that he kept a round axe stone very handy 
and "freshened" the blade of his knife after every two or three cuts.  He wanted that knife to stay very sharp. 
 While I was helping him, which he really didn't appreciate, I tried one knife for a while and then 
switched to the other, getting good results from both of them.  If I had to make a choice between the two knives, 
I’d probably have to pick the Sid Birt knife as the all-around more practical but the Green River skinner would 
be hard to leave behind.  Both knives did their jobs very well.  And when my hind quarter was basically peeled, 
I laid down my knives just to watch the guide doing his work. 
 One thing I'll never forget was that while I was doing some of the skinning, the guide would throw a 
look at me every couple of minutes that reminded me of Ward Bond in the movie “The Searchers,” when he 
would remind Pat Wayne, who was too quick to draw his calvary saber, "Boy, you watch that knife!!" 
 And I did keep watch of my knives, during the skinning I didn’t even cut myself… 
 While talking about knives and sharpening them with Mike Moran, another Sharps shooter, he told me 
this interesting story, “I’ve seen many pictures of old knives worn almost completely out from repeated 
sharpening.  When I worked construction in college, I worked as an insulator one summer.  We carried a Dexter 
fillet knife to cut the insulation pieces to length and to shape.  In our waist aprons we also carried a small 
whetstone, similar in cross section to a “scythe stone” but about half as long, probably one that was broken in 



two.  It was a constant cycle of cut and stone, cut and stone.  Just in the length of one summer my knife was 
well on its way to taking on a “slimmer” shape.” 
 Keeping a knife sharp is simply the best way to use one.  Of course, there are other characteristics about 
a knife that are equally important.  One time, several years ago, I was showing a favored hunting knife to 
Colonel Rex Applegate, the noted expert on fighting knives.  Rex hefted the knife in his hand, turned to me and 
commented, “The blade is alright, I guess, but it’s the handle that I like.”  That knife was a fairly small drop-
point hunter made by the late Bill Duff.   
 Another time Colonel Rex and I were talking and he was explaining the individual features that went 
into the design of his Applegate-Fairbairn fighting knife.  One feature was the handle which is oval shaped 
instead of being round as on the Sykes-Fairbairn dagger, often called the Commando fighting knife.  The 
problem with the round handle is that you cannot “feel” or orient the location of the blade’s sharp edges without 
looking at it.  With a fighting knife, you might not have time to look at it and a more proper handle would “tell” 
you the position of the sharp edge or edges simply by feel. 
 I’m no knife fighter, although Colonel Rex presented me with one of his fighting knives plus a pair of 
rubber practice knives, where the “edges” of the rubber blades are to be chalked so you can leave ‘cut marks’ on 
your opponent.  But his comments about being able to orient the knife’s cutting edge without looking at it 
certainly have value and I favor that idea with my working knives. 

 That brings us back to the skinning 
knife and the ripping knife.  My 
favorite set of knives, sheathed in a 
double holster along with a small 
sharpening steel, consists of a 5-inch-
bladed “Dadley” made by Adams of 
Sheffield teamed with an I*XL skinner 
also with a 5-inch blade.  Both of these 
Sheffield knives have wooden handle 
slabs and both of them have fingertip 
cut-outs on the left slabs.  The fingertip 
cut-outs, or grooves, are possibly 
intended to allow a better grip but they 
really let the user “index” the cutting 
edge of the blade so you know that 
you’re not holding the knife upside-
down.    
 Whether or not I’ll get to use my 
knives, or my .44-77, on another 
buffalo remains to be seen.  That “old” 
.44-77 rifle will be some exercise, for    

     Centered in the picture is Mike’s double sheath with ripping and skinning knives.         sure, working up loads with a rather 
new paper patched bullet cast from Accurate Molds’ number 44-410P, which will be loaded over 75 to 77 
grains of powder to try emulating the 
old .44-77-405 loading.  That will 
give me some good shooting to do 
whether a hunt can be made or not.  
At least, that will get me ready with 
some good ammo and sharps knives.  
These ideas might simply be the 
dreams of an old man but we’ll have 
to see about that. 

 
 
 

                                                                         These are the two knives carried in the double sheath. 



 


