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A C. Sharps Arms Buffalo Hunt 
By Kurt Martonik 

 
We eased our way closer and closer trying to gain a clear shooting lane into the thick buffalo berry 

brush. With my heart going a hundred miles an hour, I slowly lowered my rifle’s breech block halfway to 
double-check that I had loaded it. We were less than 30 yds from a herd of seven bull bison, with the most 
mature bull laying on his side taking his last breaths. The last ten minutes or so had been exciting and 
exhausting.  

This was my first time hunting 
the American Bison.  It was something 
that I had always wanted to experience 
and I was lucky enough for it to 
happen this year thanks to C. Sharps 
Arms. As a stocker and gunsmith at C. 
Sharps, I was overly excited when Pat 
Dulin told me that we were planning a 
company buffalo hunt. We were 
heading to North Dakota to do some 
herd management on a 15,000+ acre 
ranch that had a small herd of wild 
bison. We drew names from a hat to 
decide who would be the two shooters. 
Morgan Drew pulled one bull and I 
was lucky enough to draw the other, 
the herd bull.                                                                                A beautiful snow-covered North Dakota 

Shortly after I rolled out of my sleeping bag on the top bunk that morning, I was greeted with a hot cup 
of coffee, sausage, and scrambled eggs, fresh off the camp stove. Zach and Mick did the cooking.  Good living, I 
thought. A quick walk outside told me that wool would be a good choice for today’s hunt. We anxiously suited 
up and got ready to go chase America’s largest native land mammal. 

That morning when I pulled my 1874 Hartford out of its blanket slip-cover I couldn’t help but admire 
the lines of the Sharps action. The rifle I was taking on this hunt was one that I had built to the specs of an 
original W.H. Sheard rifle that passed through the shop one day. That rifle was different than any other Sharps I 
had laid my hands on. It was light and balanced perfectly when I shouldered it. So, I took every measurement I 
could with hopes of building one similar someday.  

 
 
 

                                          
                                               
                                                  Kurt’s 1874 Hartford, modeled after an original W.H. Sheard Conversion Sharps. 

 
When the time came to build my own, I pulled out that spec sheet and we went to work. The 28-inch 

barrel was a lightweight octagon profile and was equipped with a semi-buckhorn sighting system. Chambered in 
.45/70, its balance point was right between the two fore-end screws, approximately four inches in front of the 
receiver, allowing the 8.7-pound rifle to carry exceptionally well when out hunting. The stock was laid out on a 
beautiful blank of Bastogne walnut, with a Hartford military-style buttstock and a “Hartford Lip” style fore-end. 
The pack hardened receiver and lock plate are filled with colors that seem to change at every different angle you 
hold it.  

For the cartridge, I borrowed one of Pat’s 1881 Armory bullet molds, made by Steve Brooks. The wheel 
weight cast bullet weighed close to 520 gr when all was said and done. I sized the bullet to .458” and lubed it 



using some homemade lube out of one of Paul Matthews’s books. This bullet sat on top of 62.0 grains of FFg 
Elephant powder ran through a drop tube, topped with a felt wad compressed 0.120”.  

Morgan Drew went on the hunt with an 1874 Bridgeport Model, also in .45/70 caliber, on loan from 
Mike Rector. It had a straight grip stock with checkering on both the buttstock and forearm. The barrel was a 
30” part round equipped with a globe front sight and mid-range Soule with a Hadley eye cup. His load looked 
very similar to mine, pushing a 525 gr Postell bullet cast from 20-1 alloy over 63.5 grains of 3F Swiss black 
powder.  

We hurried forward to a clump of brush trying to get set up where we believed the herd of 8 bulls was 
headed. Keeping the brush between us and where we believed the bison were going to come out, we slowly 
crept into position. Our shooting sticks found their place in the snow as we settled in. At this point we were 
unsure what was going to happen, we were hoping they were still headed this way but there was no guarantee. 
Finally, someone in the group spotted the herd heading over a knoll in the opposite direction. It was time for us 
to reposition. 

Doubt started to creep into my mind, we were seeing bison but would we get a shot opportunity? They 
were very leery of us and if we were seen they would no doubt high tail it in the other direction. How far would 
the shot be? I’m very comfortable with this semi-buckhorn sighting system out to 200 yards, but beyond that I 
would much rather have one of our Deluxe Mid-range or Soule sights.  

Earlier this fall, my wife and I had found ourselves in some pretty thick chokecherries less than 20 yards 
from a black bear that was stripping each and every branch clean of those sweet little berries. Unable to see 
anything but the trees moving, we still had yet to identify the bear. With grizzlies in the area, it made for a few 
heart-pounding minutes of anticipation. Finally, the wind swirled and the bear took off to our right, I ran to get 
to the opening 50 yards away. As I arrived the bear was entering the opening. A color phase black bear slowly 
walked across the clearing, I waited to confirm that this bear did not have cubs. As I identified it as being a legal 
bear, he caught our wind once again and started to run. My Sharps barked and black powder smoke filled the 
clearing. As I hurried to where the bear was last seen I counted my steps. 60 yards… No blood… Clean miss… 
The combination of it being short-range, low light, and a moving target were not ideal shooting conditions for a 
small aperture tang sight I had the rifle equipped with at the time. But there is no doubt that my excitement 
played a much bigger role in that miss. 

With that being the last hunting experience with my rifle I was expectedly nervous going after buffalo. I 
have shot it hundreds of times this year and am very comfortable with it, but anything could happen, right?  

We slid down the steep snow-
covered embankment working into our next 
position. Morgan and I set up side by side 
with brush behind us breaking up our 
outline. We could see the bulls 600 yards 
away slowly making their way in our 
direction. We checked our rifles and made 
sure we could comfortably cover the whole 
opening from our current positions.  

As they got closer and closer my 
heart started pumping and my mind raced. I 

started going through my mental checks; 
ease the hammer back, breathe, take your 

time, wait for the right shot opportunity. At 
about 100 yards they were quartering to us 
at a slow walk, it tested my patience to wait 
for a bull to turn and present a clear shot at 
the vitals. At 80 yards it did turn and I took 
up the slack of the front trigger on my rifle. 

Steady and even pressure I thought 
as the shot broke. WHOOSH! Thwack! The 
“thwack” of the bullet striking the chest                Kurt with his bull where it fell in the buffalo berry brush           



cavity is seemingly louder than the shot itself. I hear “good hit” from Cole Brooking, sitting ten yards behind 
me. I ejected the empty cartridge and loaded the one I had strategically positioned between the fingers of my 
left hand. Breathe… WHOOSH! Thwack!  “Good Hit,” I hear again. 

To try and reduce any unnecessary suffering, I asked Morgan to put one into him as I fumbled with 
getting another cartridge out of my leather belt pouch. Morgan made a good hit too and then I put two more into 
him because he showed no reaction to the five hits with 520 grain bullets and made his way out of sight. 

Morgan Drew with his buffalo bull 
I pulled out my binoculars and 

identified the second one in line as being 
another bull in the age class we were 
after. Morgan’s 1874 Bridgeport 
bellowed. Good hit. He got one more 
into this bull before they herded-up, 
making it nearly impossible to make 
another shot without risking putting a 
bullet into another buffalo. Then the herd 
made their way around the ridge we had 
just come down and we lost sight of 
them. 

We were headed around the ridge 
to keep our eyes on the herd just as 
Morgan’s bull took its last steps. Morgan 
and a couple others split off and went up 
to start processing it while a couple of us 
kept moving forward trying to locate my 
bull. Soon we could see the dark figures                               Kurt’s rifle, sharing the thrill                                                 



of the herd in the thick buffalo berry brush. With my nerves at an all-time high, I watched the last buffalo 
finally leave the carcass of my downed bull, taking off in the opposite direction of us. 

Walking up to such a magnificent animal is something that can’t be accurately described in text as there 
is no way to properly represent the experience. Weighing an estimated 1700-1900 pounds, this old warrior’s 
horns were double broomed and the sides of his belly were scarred from years of fighting. Immediately I was hit 
with the realization of the seemingly insurmountable amount of work that now lay ahead. 

After a few minutes of sitting and taking it all in, a shot roars from behind us about 150 yards away. 
Trent Taylor, a veteran buffalo hunter and good friend of the shop, was on the hunt to get his bull. I grabbed my 
rifle and headed in that direction, hoping to help in any way possible. That’s Trent on this edition’s cover lining 
up for a shot but his story will be saved for another day… 

  The Hunting Crew L to R: Mick Nocera, Kurt Martonik, Zach Schoffstall, John Schoffstall, Morgan Drew, Cole Brooking 
Later, while skinning my bull, we found all five of the bullets had been placed perfectly for shots in the 

lungs, once again showing the toughness of these animals. We found the bullets only slightly mushroomed on 
the opposite side, just under the hide.  Some of those bullets had penetrated almost 40 inches. Morgan had the 
same luck finding both of his bullets on the opposite side of his bull, again just under the hide. 

A few days later we found ourselves at home with hundreds and hundreds of pounds of the best meat on 
earth. Pat Dulin and his dad Sonny Dulin showed me the ropes on butchering, as we spent the next two days 
processing quarters into steaks and burgers. I can’t thank Pat Dulin enough for organizing the hunt and doing all 
the leg work. Unfortunately, he was sick just before the hunt and was unable to go along. 

I’ve always been fascinated by and have read countless books on the American Bison. Now I’m still 
trying to process every detail about what happened that day. One can’t help but look at what an unbelievable 
feat it is to have these large animals back on the landscape across the country in huntable populations. While 
they will never be at the levels they once were, they have made a comeback and are here to stay nonetheless.  

 
“Wise men speak because they have something to say; fools speak because they have to say something,” Plato 



       
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
  

  

 
 
 



  



    OLD WEST CENTERFIRES 
                                                                                      By Jerry Mayo 

The Black River Buffalo Runners gathered for the first match of the Old 
West Centerfires 2022 season and it was a good one.  There would be some 
familiar shooters, some target twists and a visit to an old west firearm we’ve not 
seen for a while. 

This match began with our normal course of fire which is ten shots at 
100 yards at a single-bullseye target, However, a new target was introduced at 
the 200-yard mark and it was a challenge.  You may note the scores did not come in as high as recent matches.  
Ten more shots were sent to 200 yards at a smaller bullseye target which measured only 14” X 14” although the 
bullseye was just over 12” across.  That big bullseye made it easy enough to see but if you missed the black, 
you generally missed the target.  I’m happy to report the conditions for shooting this day were rather good 
considering the season.  Our holidays were joyous but the weather was difficult at best.  With a week or so of 
debilitating snow, up to eight inches in some places, was followed by a new year of flooding in our area.  But 
on this day fair seeing and a slight breeze made for a pretty clean range, clean of both fog and black powder 
smoke.   

Our top shooter was Ken Kurfurst who scored a 188-3X.  Ken also had the top score at 100 yards with 
a 95-2X.  Ken went with his 1885 Winchester Highwall in .40/82 Crossno.  Well done, Ken.  Second place 
went to Allen Cunniff shooting a 184-3X with his 1874 C. Sharps Arms .45/70 and Allen was the high shooter 
at 200 yards with a 94-X.  “Loco” Jeff Ritter shot his C. Sharps Arms 1874 Bridgeport in .45/90 and logged a 
score of 179-4X.  In fourth place is Tom Witt with his Pedersoli 1874 .45/70.  Tom scored a 148.  Rounding 
out the top five was Mike Nesbitt.  Mike scored a 132 with his 1874 C. Sharps Arms in .50/70.   

In sixth place was Curt Lokovsek shooting his Remington Hepburn in .45/90 for a score of 129.  Curt 
was using the sitting position this time while previously he always shot from the prone position.  (We all 
generally use the sitting position although shooting prone is allowed during these OWC matches.  On the other 
hand, the prone 
position is not allowed 
during the Little 
Quigley Match at our 
Buffalo Camp.)   Jerry 
Mayo came in seventh 
place scoring 102-2X 
shooting a custom 
Remington Rolling 
Block in .50/70.  
Obviously, some 
practice is needed at 
200 yards.  Bob 
DeLisle was in eighth 
place with an 89-X.  
Bob used his .45/70 
Pedersoli with paper 
patched bullets again.  
Mike Moran, who we 
will be seeing more 
regularly because he 
just joined the CCR&P 
club, posted an aggregate                                       Mike Moran aiming the .45/70 Sharps rifle 



score of 88 using a borrowed .45/70 1874 by C. Sharps Arms.  Mark Davis shot 82 with his Shiloh Sharps in 
.45/70.  The detailed scoring is shown on next page. 

 
 Scores for this Match 

Name                                     Rifle/Cartridge                      100 yd.          200 yds.               Total           
1st Ken Kurfurst                   Highwall .40/82                          95-2X             93-X                    188-3X 

    2nd Allen Cunniff        ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70              90-2X         94-X        184-3X             
3rd Loco Jeff Ritter       C. Sharps Arms ‘74 .45/90                 93-2X         86-2X                  179-4X         
4th Tom Witt                  C. Sharps Arms ‘74 .50/70                 79          69                       148 
5th Mike Nesbitt            C. Sharps Arms ‘74 .50/70   74          58                       132            
6th Curt Lokovsek           Rem. Hepburn  .45/90                       68                  61                       129 
7th Jerry Mayo               Rem. Rolling block .50/70                  75-X               27-X                  102-2X 
8th Bob Delisle               1874 Pedersoli .45/70                  74-X           15                89-X 
9th Mike Moran              C. Sharps Arms .45/70                        53                  35                         88 
10th Mark Davis              Shiloh Sharps .45/70                           64                  18                         82 
 
A big vote of thanks goes out to Allen Cunniff for his contribution of a scoring template.  Because our  

shooting is not done at targets with backing, the hole in the target or even the impact ring tends to be 
somewhat smaller than the bullet diameter.  Consequently, there can be some question as to whether the bullet 
struck the high scoring line or not.  Our scoring method for this shoot is to break the line and you get the 
higher score.  The line becomes somewhat important.  Allen developed a caliber specific template which, 
when placed upon the bullet hole, gives an exact and consistent representation of the bullet’s full caliber 
impact area.  This small device has proved to be a tool that removes doubt for scorer and shooter alike.  
Thanks again to Allen.    

    Buffalo Runners from left standing; Tom Witt, Loco Jeff, Mike Moran, Allen Cunniff, Ken Kurfurst, Curt Lokovsek,  
                    and Jerry Mayo, kneeling, Mike Nesbitt, Bob DeLisle, and Mark Davis 
For our after-aggregate match we went back to centerfire black powder revolvers.  We would shoot at 30 

feet to a single bullseye target.  Eight of our group participated in the after-match.  This match takes place in 
what we call the “Side Bay.”  It is a 25-yard range with high berms on three sides and a shooting shed, backed 
by a wall, at the firing line.  As the firing began and smoke filled the range, you instantly wondered how the 
gunfighters of the old west could see where they were shooting.  This is a winner take all event and Allen 
Cunniff was the high scorer of the day with 99 points out of a possible 100.  (Mike Nesbitt was one point 
behind.)   Congratulations again, Allen. 



 
 
 

 

 

 

      

 



      William A. Sprague’s Kansas Buffalo Hunt 
 

By Leo J. Remiger 
 

 
William A. Sprague 

One Time “Governor of” and “Senator from” Rhode Island 
 

William A. Sprague was born in 1830.  His father, a rich mill owner, was murdered when Sprague was 13 
years old.  Sprague eventually inherited the family fortune at the age of 26.    Sprague organized the Providence 
Marine Artillery Company in the 1850’s.  Sprague was elected as Governor of Rhode Island in 1861.  He arrived 
in Washington soon after the fall of Fort Sumter.  He fought in the First Battle of Bull Run.  He resigned as 
Governor when he was elected as a Rhode Island senator in 1863, a position he occupied until 1875.  The “Panic 
of 1873” wiped out the family fortune which was based on a variety of enterprises including cotton mills, 
foundries, a steamship company, a railroad company and vast land holdings.  His first marriage ended in a public 
scandal, as well as a divorce, after his wife’s affair with New York Senator Roscoe Conkling.  The scandal of 
their personal life was enhanced considerably by Sprague’s weakness for alcohol, women, and few occasional 
bouts with depression and quite possibly because he armed himself with a shotgun and went looking for Conkling; 
apparently intent on putting some “rock salt” where it would do the most good.  Sprague remarried and eventually 
retired to his Rhode Island estate called “Canonchet.”  In 1909 “Canonchet” burned to the ground.  Sprague spent 
his final years in Paris, France where he eventually died on September 11, 1915. 

Sprague’s political career makes interesting reading.  One of the most interesting periods details his “Texas 
Adventure” in which Sprague was involved in a treasonous scheme to sell arms to the Confederacy in exchange 
for cotton.  Public knowledge of the event was suppressed by Secretary of War Edwin Stanton.  Stanton leveraged 
this incident to obtain another vote for Andrew Johnson’s impeachment years later.  

While all the above is interesting – we are primarily interested in his buffalo hunt at Wallace, Kansas.  
Arms and The Man published the following article titled “Governor Sprague’s Buffalo Hunt” in their September 
30, 1915 issue.  We hope you enjoy it as much as we did.   

 
“The death of ex-Governor Sprague of Rhode Island at the age of 84,” said an old-time railroad man to a 
press representative, “reminds me that I saw him one time when he was within a fraction of a second of 
never being more than half that age, to say nothing of his facing an excellent chance of being pretty well 
scattered around the Kansas prairie.  That happened forty-two years ago and it was on the occasion of a 
most extraordinary buffalo hunt.” 
 
“The Kansas Pacific Railroad was opened as far as Wallace, Kansas in 1872.  The late Lucius T. Stanley, 
who subsequently became prominent in railroad circles in the West, was the first station agent at Wallace, 



and I was with him more for company, I guess, than for anything else, for there wasn’t much to do but hunt 
buffaloes and keep watch on thieving Indians, who were yet plentiful around there.  Buffaloes were still 
roaming then in vast herds over the prairie there abouts.  One day Colonel Moale, who was commandant at 
Fort Wallace, sent us word that ex-Governor Sprague of Rhode Island, with a friend, was to be his guest at 
the post on a certain day, and was eager to enjoy a buffalo hunt; that he had arranged for one, and invited 
us to join in it. 
 
“The Governor and his friend – a gentleman whose name was Morgan – came as announced, and I don’t 
suppose there was ever a hunting party on the continent that presented so formidable an array as did the one 
that was formed that time to go out after buffalo, Governor Sprague, escorted by Colonel Moale, led the 
hunt.  His friend Morgan, accompanied by an officer of the post, rode next, accompanied by a number of 
invited guests, Station Agent Stanley and myself among the number.  Behind us rode a dozen or more 
officers and attaches of the post, the rear being brought up by a guard of fifteen soldiers, in charge of the 
commissariat, and who were to act as rounders-up of buffaloes for the benefit of the hunters and to bear the 
trophies of the chase back home. 
 
“Word had come to Wallace that a large herd of buffalo, were feeding on the plain 15 miles to the northwest.  
The hunt headed that way and after a two hours’ ride we came in sight of the herd, having passed many 
straggling bunches of buffalo on the way without disturbing them.  That herd was indeed a vast one.  As 
far as the eye could reach over the plain the feeding buffalo spread away in a black, undulating mass.  As 
was the habit of the buffalo, the herd was broken up in small bunches, each bunch in charge of three or four 
young bulls, while the inevitable outposts of dethroned old bulls kept enforced watch and guard, cropping 
the grass in impotent loneliness.  It changed that the character of the wild pasturage was what was known 
as “spotty,” that is, the growth was uneven, so that the bunches of buffalo were more detached than was 
usual with a feeding herd, a fact favorable for the greater success of the hunt. 
 
“The hunting ground was far from being such as would have been selected if there had been choice in the 
matter.  It was naturally rolling, and was diversified by deep gullies, the dry beds of streams and ponds that 
had once irrigated the plain.  It was clear to the eye of an experienced buffalo hunter that a race with a 
buffalo over the treacherous course would be accompanied by its own perils, to say nothing of those that 
would attend the furious charge of a wounded and enraged bull.  But the hunt was there, and no one felt 
disposed to back out.  Governor Sprague was particularly eager to engage the game. 
 
“The wind being greatly in our favor, we drew up to within 200 yards of the big herd undiscovered.  We 
halted at that distance, gazed for a few minutes on the vast collection of shaggy monsters, a sight the like 
of which no one on earth will ever see again, and then formed a plan of attack.  On the left of the main herd, 
and somewhat isolated from it, were two large bunches of buffalo.  Colonel Moale selected them for attack 
by a party consisting of Governor Sprague and himself and the Governor’s friend Morgan, and in personal 
charge of Lieutenant Irwin, sided by two other officers of the post.  The rest of us were to wait until that 
party had made their assault, and then join in the chase as circumstances and the situation might dictate. 
 
“Governor Sprague and Colonel Moale put spurs to their horses, sped like wind across the intervening space 
and were fairly among the buffaloes before the animals were aware of danger.  We watched the result from 
our positions.  Governor Sprague had never been in a buffalo hunt before, but he had been well coached on 
the way in by Colonel Moale.  He urged his mount unhesitatingly into one of the bunches, selected an 
enormous bull for his first trial of nerve and skill in such an engagement.  He sent a pistol ball behind the 
bull’s fore shoulder.  Instantly the big brute, enraged, turned on his enemy and charged furiously.  Governor 
Sprague dexterously avoided the rush, and by a quick and skillful detour drew up close to the ponderous 
bull and dropped him in his tracks at the second shot.  Leaving him to be disposed of by the cavalrymen, 
he dashed on after more excitement. 
 
“The buffalo were now flying over the plain like the swell of a gigantic wave.  The ground quivered beneath 
their mighty tread as with the tremor of an earthquake.  There was not time to lose.  Governor Sprague 
spurred his horse on to its full speed and was soon side by side with another immense bull.  Just as he raised 
his arm to fire his horse sank up to his knees in a prairie dog’s hole, tumbled forward and threw its rider 
over its head.  The Governor fell almost in front of the flying bull.  The bull stopped in his flight and charged 



with lowered head and flashing eyes upon his prostrate foe.  Unaided, there could have been no possible 
escape for Governor Sprague from the maddened animal’s thrust of horn.  None of our particular party was 
near enough to hope to render the necessary aid, but we dashed at breakneck speed toward the spot. 
 
“Fortunately, Colonel Moale had kept close in the rear of his distinguished guest, and only in the possibility 
of his clearing the space between him and the imperiled man in time lay any hope of the latter’s rescue from 
being torn to pieces by the goring and trampling of the furious bull.  The Colonel sank spur into his horse.  
If the animal had once stumbled or faltered, Governor Sprague would surely have been impaled and torn 
asunder before our very eyes.  The Colonel’s horse was true, but when he dashed with his rider upon the 
angry bull and turned his assault to retreat the buffalo’s horns touching the helpless hunter’s breast. 
 
“Before Colonel Moale could dismount the rescued guest was on his feet, and although pale from his close 
call, ready to mount again for the chase, his horse having been recaptured by the cavalrymen.  He scarcely 
waited to thank the Colonel for his timely interference with the bull before he was ahorse and in full pursuit 
of the flying herd again. 
 
“While we stood gazing after him and admiring his pluck, ping ! ping ! ping ! came the whiz of bullets so 
close to the ears of some of us that we could almost feel their wind.  We looked in the direction these 
messengers came from, and there another novel sight met our eyes.  Governor Sprague’s friend Morgan 
had been unhorsed by a bull he had attacked, and the bull was chasing him around on the prairie, while 
Morgan was trying to put an end to the unpleasant pursuit by turning at short intervals and blazing away at 
the bull’s head.  He might as well have been firing against a rock, even if every one of his shots had hit its 
mark.  It was plain, however, that none of his shots went where they were sent, but were sailing right toward 
our group.  We were consequently in more danger than the bull or his unhorsed enemy, and if both of them 
had not passed out of sight into one of the deep gullies there is no telling what the result might have been 
to us.  A couple of the cavalrymen dashed to Morgan’s rescue, but before they arrived at the gully Morgan 
came clambering out, “I got the pesky beast !”  Both Morgan and the bull had stumbled and tumbled together 
into the gully.  Morgan got to his feet first and by a lucky shot had put a bullet into a vital spot in the buffalo 
and “got him.” 
 
“The hunt lasted an hour before the last of the herd had got beyond reach.  When the party assembled at the 
rendezvous it was found that the score of the hunt was twenty big bulls, of which Governor Sprague had 
bagged five.  – Sportsman’s Review” 
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           “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 
The 7-inch bladed Bowie Knife Again 

 
 In the last edition of “TASS” I was able to tell you about a Bowie knife I had ordered on the internet 
which impressed me quite a bit.  That was honest impression and I was so impressed that I ordered another one.  
Now this is my story about ordering and getting that second Bowie knife. 
 In my collection/selection of knives, I have an old original J. Russell & Company “Green River Works” 
Bowie with a 7-inch blade that I must guess is from the 1890s.  That knife is of the style which was selected a 
few years back to be copied when Bowie knives were marked and sold under the Russell name but the knives 
were made in Argentina.  I must applaud the copying of this knife mainly because I like the style so well.  And, 
because I do like it so much, I                                                                                                                          
thought many times of having              This is the original Green River Bowie                                                                                                                              
my original copied to use it as a                                                                                                                            
belt knife to go along with my                                                                                                                     
“Quigley” or hunting outfit. 
 The 7-inch knife I told  
you about recently is a very good knife.  I’ve used it as a camp knife doing rather tame tasks and it works very 
well.  By that I mean it is fairly comfortable to use and the edge keeps its sharpness quite nicely.  In addition to 
that, it is rather easy to sharpen should the edge seem to “drag” a bit while doing its cutting.  I have no 
complaints about the 7-inch Bowie at all. 

 But then I asked the maker of that Bowie, Umar, if 
he could make a copy of my Russell except to keep 
the handle and the guard of the knife the same as he 
had already used on my first knife from hm.  To 
illustrate my request, I send pictures of my Russell 
along-side the knife I had gotten from him.  He said 
he could make it and if I would order the second 
knife, I’d get it in about twenty days. 
 So, as I’m sure you can tell, the order was placed 
and the new knife arrived, if not on the twentieth 
day, very close to it.  The new knife has the features 

of the Green River Bowie very plainly but the new knife is heavier, with a wider blade, which makes it a 
huskier and hardier knife even though it is the same length.  My immediate feeling was somewhat negative.  
One reason for that was because I’d have to make another sheath for the second one.  We’ll, I’d need another 
sheath anyway so another “tacky” sheath was put 
together.  Now, after “getting used to it,” I really 
like this heavier version of the Green River Bowie. 
 The spec’s for this new knife match first 
one.  It still has an overall length of 12 inches with 
a brass “balls on the ends” guard and with horn grip 
slabs.  The two knife blades are very slightly 
different in thickness which, to me, indicates that 
they are handmade.  The features of the new knife 
that I like are the deeper curve to the top edge 
which gives the knife a bigger “smile” and the 
“belly” of the main cutting edge.  This is a knife 
that will get carried and used.   
 The best place to find one of these knives is 
still on ETSY Bowie knife.  Again, look for Uadamascus. as the maker.  At last check, these knives are listed at 
$124.00 with free shipping.  And this new knife came with another small Damascus keychain knife as a bonus.   



       Pre-Carved Stocks from Treebone Carving 
 
  Treebone Carving has been mentioned before but there’s nothing wrong with that and they keep C. 
Sharps Arms well supplied with very good-looking wood for rifle stocks.  Currently at C. Sharps there are 
several projects in the works for using Treebone’s wood on re-stocking an original Remington Hepburn plus the 
Remington No. 4 rifle that will be donated as a special prize at this year’s Matthew Quigley Buffalo Rifle 
Match.  Another of Treebone’s stock sets is being used on an original Winchester Low-wall.  All this really 
means is that C. Sharps Arms truly appreciates the stocks and service from Treebone Carving. 

 While I’m eager to pass that information along, the photos you see here are of my re-built Remington 
rolling block in .44/77 caliber that I worked up (with a lot of help) more than a few years ago.  At that time, I 
really didn’t know what I was doing or what I was getting in to as far as the work went.  When I tried to place 
my order, I actually wasn’t decided on what I wanted.  But George Peterson, owner of Treebone, was very 
helpful and he answered several questions I had about the stocks, from styles of butt plates to whatever 
questions I could think of at that time.  Then I finally ordered the stock as you see it, with the shotgun butt.   

 George and I both had to laugh because I had 
previously decided on getting a stock with a crescent butt plate 
but a picture of an original in Roy Marcot’s book on 
Remington Rolling Block Sporting and Target Rifles shows 
a sporting rifle with a shotgun butt and that made it “legal” for 
me to try to copy.  I wanted a “standard grade” of wood and 
George explained that he doesn’t use a standard grade.  His 
lowest grade of wood is properly called a “select standard 
grade” and the wood he used for my stocks came from some 
walnut he had bought when the old Axtell shop was closing.  
That was “some doin’s” and I’m still delighted.   
 Fitting and finishing the wood is only part of the story 
and the metal work on this rolling block was generally done, 
including the color case hardening and the bluing, by C. Sharps 
Arms.  I was really an apprentice when the work on this gun 
was being 
done and I did 

learn a lot from the experience.  Since then I’ve done two more 
rolling blocks, both in .50/70 caliber, but we still can’t consider 
me a professional. 

One more thing that makes me rather proud is that you 
can see a picture of this rifle on the Treebone web site.  Of 
course, Treebone has many more stock patterns than just for 
rolling blocks, Hepburns, and Low-walls.  Take a trip through 
the Treebone web site and look at all of the rifles stocked with 
their wood.  The best way to order is by phone at 775-465-
1080, 8am to 6pm Pacific time. Or contact George at Treebone 
Carving, P.O. Box 496, Wellington, Nevada 89444.  To see all 
they offer, go to the web site at www.treebonecarving.com. 



SEGMENTED CLEANING RODS FROM BACO 
 
 Several years ago, I had a Winchester with a sliding trapdoor in the butt plate but at that time I didn’t 
know what the trapdoor was for.  Much more recently I’ve learned that on certain rifles, mainly the Models 
1866, 1873 (in .38 W.C.F. and .44 W.C.F. only) and the 1876, trapdoor butt plates were almost standard and 
within that trapdoor was a segmented steel cleaning rod.  After I found out what the trapdoor and the hidden 
hole in the stock was for, I wanted one… 

 So, it was of great interest to 
me to find out that Buffalo Arms 
Company (BACO) is offering 
“copies” of the take-apart 
Winchester cleaning rods.  They 
offer four slightly different 
versions of this rod, two for up to 

24-inch barrels and two more for up to 30-inch barrels.  Because I have and use an Uberti copy of the 1873 in 
.44 W.C.F. with a 30-inch barrel, I selected on of the longer rods. 
 Saying there are four different versions might be stretching the facts.  Actually, there are just two 
different versions and each version is available in two different lengths.  The version I selected is a copy of the 
old Winchester segmented cleaning rod which has an integral slotted steel tip.  The “newer” version has a 
slotted removeable brass tip and that one is priced at almost a dollar cheaper.  Both versions of these rods are 
threaded with standard 8-32 threads so they can accept other rod tips.  On the other end is a brass knob which 
serves as a handle when the rod is in use.  All versions are ¼” in diameter. 

 The standard segmented rod has four pieces and when assembled makes into a 26-inch-long rod, just 
more than enough to clean a 24-inch barrel.  The longer version has five pieces and that makes into a 32-inch-
long rod for cleaning the rifles with 30-inch barrels.  As already mentioned, I wanted the rod for a 30-inch 
barrel and I got the Winchester version with the slotted steel rod tip. 
 For me, the only “hole 
in the soup” with this idea is 
that the only rifle I currently 
have with that trapdoor in the 
butt plate is an Uberti copy of a 
’73 carbine and, at the present, 
all five pieces will not 
completely fit into the cavity in 
the carbine’s stock.  Four 
pieces fit nicely and I might 
need to do some “convincing” to get the stock to hold all five pieces.  Of course, all five pieces are not needed 
to clean the carbine’s barrel but I would like to have the extra piece along even if it is only to keep the pieces to 
the rod all in the same place. 
 Prices for these “take-down” cleaning rods run from $48.95 for the new version with the brass tip for the 
24-inch barreled guns and go to $55.49 for the original version for the 30-inch barreled guns.  To learn more 
about these cleaning rods as the other accessories they offer, go to the Buffalo Arms web site, 
www.buffaloarms.com, and look in Shooting Accessories, then click on “Cleaning Rods.”    

http://www.buffaloarms.com/


 

    
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 
                            
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                        
  
       

 



      PLAYING WITH NEW OLD STUFF  

THE C. SHARPS HOPKINS & ALLEN RIFLE 
                                                                                             By Allen Cunniff 

In the summer of 2018, I had the privilege of handling and firing an early 
prototype of C. Sharps Arms’ reproduction of the Model 922 Hopkins & Allen 
falling block rimfire rifle, although with a fixed barrel rather than the original 
takedown feature. At that time, C. Sharps’ exploration of the possibility of a 
limited production of this old classic included its debut on Traders Row at the 
Matthew Quigley Buffalo Rifle Match near Forsyth, MT. The rifle was met with 
appreciation and enthusiasm by visitors to the C. Sharps tent, and signups began 
for the first production run of 50 rifles, chambered in .22LR, .22WMR, and 
.17HMR. Needless to say, I made sure my name was on the list for one of the 
first rifles in .22LR.  

I’ve always 
had an affinity for 
rimfire rifles, 
particularly old school 
single shots, but in the 
world of modern 
firearms manufacture 

‘they don’t make ‘em like they used to’. I was greatly pleased to see that C. Sharps not only makes them like 
they used to, they make them better. Shooting partner Mike Nesbitt and I were fortunate enough to take one of 
the 2 prototypes back to Washington state where we put it to the test. Mike’s article on that test can be found at 
http://www.thegunmag.com/special-from-c-sharps-arms-hopkins-allen-model-922/ and our positive impressions 
only whetted appetites for our own rifles. My .22LR Hopkins & Allen has since become a favorite and is my 
rifle of choice in .22 events. With such a unique, high quality single shot rimfire already in hand I had 
absolutely no need for an additional rifle. So, naturally, when C. Sharps announced in 2021 that they were 
making a second run of 50 of the Hopkins & Allen rifles, I signed up for another, this time in .22WMR. You 
can’t have too much of a good thing. The original pricing was maintained for rifle and options from the first 
production run, with rifles starting at $830.  

My choice of caliber was driven this time by my desire for a more powerful round capable of taking 
varmints during my annual deer hunts in Texas. The specifications I placed in my order included the standard 
gold bead post front sight and 22-inch octagon barrel, upgraded wood, a Marbles Improved Peep Sight in lieu of 
a barrel-mounted rear sight, and a pack-hardened finish to the receiver. I then settled in with anticipation during 
the wait that one expects when ordering a fine firearm. With supply issues brought on by the Covid crises, I was 
resigned to wait however long it took.  

One day, while visiting the C. Sharps Facebook page, I noted a post that pictured a pack-hardened 
Hopkins & Allen in .22 Magnum that was getting ready to be shipped out. Could it be? Yes, it could. Within a 
few days, I received a call confirming the shipment and provided my local FFL shipping information. Two days 
later, the UPS tracking number confirmed delivery to my FFL. The next morning, I anxiously visited the FFL to 
transfer the rifle only to be told they didn’t have a delivery for me and disputing the UPS account. I contacted 
Tracie at C. Sharps to confirm shipping information and everything checked out. UPS also verified delivery, but 
the FFL still maintained they had not received a rifle for me. After a week of back and forth between UPS and 
the FFL, I finally contacted the local police department to report the possible theft of a firearm. The detective 
who responded to my report made one phone call to the FFL, and lo and behold, they found the package in their 
storage area. While the situation was unnecessarily stressful, there was no balm greater than handling the rifle 
and finally taking delivery. Now there was no time to waste because the range was calling. 

about:blank


Even though I have fired my first Hopkins & Allen on numerous occasions and know it to be accurate 
and reliable, every rifle has its own personality. My initial experience with the new rifle exceeded expectations. 
First of all, in keeping with C. Sharps standards, fit and finish were outstanding. The fancy grade American 
walnut stock is straight-grained, but has a character all its own. I like the case-hardened finish of my first rifle, 
but I am a big fan of pack-hardened finishes on vintage designs and this one is really distinctive. Since a barrel 
mounted rear sight interferes with the sight picture of the tang sight, I opted to forgo a rear sight or even a 
dovetail. I personally find the Marbles tang-mounted peep sight to be sufficiently rugged to withstand hunting 
conditions, more accurate than the standard barrel-mounted buckhorn rear sight and much more adjustable. In 
low light conditions, the rear aperture can be removed and the larger ‘ghost ring’ used to increase visibility. The 

trigger is consistently crisp and the rifle shows excellent accuracy with 
high velocity ammunition. The crisp report of the higher energy .22 
round is immediately evident, and time of flight noticeably faster.  The 
flat trajectory of the .22WMR enabled me to shoot targets out to 100 
yards without sight adjustments, ideally suited for the central Texas 
terrain where I hunt. In my initial outing at our local range, every shot 
was on target, groups were tight, and spent brass consistently ejected 
over my shoulder upon dropping the lever. I took the rifle through its 
paces using Winchester Super-X ammunition, and burned through a box 

of 50 all too soon with 100% reliability.  
The following week, Mike invited me to expand my trial on Open Trail, an informal club event that 

provides shooting opportunities at metallic silhouettes in the forest at varying ranges. Shot after shot found its 
mark, and at the end of the morning I had scored 25 hits on 25 shots. To prove this wasn’t a fluke, Mike Nesbitt 
and Bob Delisle fired 2 shots each and likewise recorded hits. To date, the rifle has yet to miss a single target! 
That puts a great deal of pressure on me to live up to my end, but the rifle continues to perform flawlessly. My 
greater challenge now is to find a reliable source of .22WMR ammunition, because I can see that I will be 
shooting this rifle a great deal in the future. The rifle could retire now with an unblemished record but I have 
plans. This rifle has a purpose, and that purpose is to accompany me to my deer stand this fall in the hopes one 
of the numerous coyotes in the area will venture into my shooting lane. That is a story I look forward to writing. 

The good news out of Big Timber 
is that the Hopkins & Allen is no longer a 
limited-run item, but has earned a 
permanent place in the C. Sharps lineup. 
The bad news is that, like everything else 
these days, prices will soon increase, but 
by how much I am unsure.  With that in 
mind, I have placed my order for one 
more H&A to complete the trifecta, this 
time in .17HMR. This fun little caliber 
performs well at ranges up to 200 yards 
and makes for an enjoyable day shooting 
challenging targets. With personalized 
touches, the C. Sharps Hopkins & Allen 
is distinctive and unique. The basic rifle 
includes standard American walnut stock 
with checkered black plastic butt plate, 
case-hardened receiver, a 16 to 22” octagon barrel, gold bead peep front sight and buckhorn rear. Although not 
listed as an option on the current website, pack hardening is available at an additional cost. Cost of upgraded 
wood is dependent on grade, and Marbles Improved Peep Sights are an additional cost. Octagonal barrel lengths 
are available in 2” increments from 16 to 22 inches at no extra cost. A Hi-Lux scope can also be mounted. 
Contact C. Sharps Arms for current pricing. I am very pleased to see C. Sharps take on ventures such as the 
Hopkins & Allen rifle. The incorporation of modern metallurgy and production techniques make these rifles 
better than their predecessors, while honoring their pioneering designs.  



 


