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A well regulated Militia, being necessary to the security of a free State, the right of the   

  people to keep and bear Arms, shall not be infringed, Amendment II, Bill of Rights 

 



     Shooting the Oakley .22 Rifle on the Trail 
 

By “Krazy Kelle” Davis 

 

Wednesday dawned cold and clear, a rarity in western Washington State in March.  It was ideal weather 

to test my new C. Sharps Arms Oakley Target Rifle .22 on the “Open Trail” at the Capitol City Rifle and Pistol 

Cub south of Olympia, Washington.  The dense canopy of fir and hemlock trees, along with other brush shaded 

the trail walk path and targets, so it was important that there was enough bright sunlight to see the 21 rifle gongs 

scattered along the trail and hillside through my rifle’s globe front sight.  

Rain clouds were expected to roll 

in that afternoon, so we arrived at the 

range early.  Trees were still occasionally 

dripping from the overnight rain shower, 

but the sun was shining brightly.  I was 

eager to show off my new rifle and give it 

a good test on the trail.  It would also be 

good practice for the “Meat Hunt” side 

event at the Black River Buffalo Runners 

“Buffalo Camp” held in May. 

Other members of the Black River 

Buffalo Runners were also on hand to 

practice their skill on the gongs; some 

were shooting black powder revolvers, 

lever guns, and .22s.  The trail-walk 

follows a winding trail through the forest, 

with designated rifle, trade gun, and pistol gong targets stationed along the right side of the path at varying 

distances and elevations.  The 21 designated rifle gongs are located from roughly 15 to 100 yards away, uphill, 

downhill, and relatively level.  All are shot offhand.  Estimating the yardage is a challenge: The mixed forest 

has large and small trees and judging the size of the gongs is difficult.  It’s hard to see some of the gongs in the 

shade, and they’re nearly impossible to see if it’s cloudy. 

The first rifle target was the raccoon gong.  I dropped the falling block on the Oakley and inserted a .22 

cartridge and closed the action.  The rifle was sighted in at 50 yards, and the Montana Vintage Arms Vernier 

Tang Sight was dialed up to 55 MOA.  I took my stance, shouldered the rifle, and smiled at how well the rifle fit 

me. The 13-inch length of pull is perfect for my 5’3” frame.  Once the circle aperture on the Lee Shaver 17A 

globe front sight was centered on the racoon I lightly pressed the trigger.  

 

 

                                         

                                                          

 
  Kelle’s Model 1885 Oakley Target Rifle is serial #1 

 

The Oakley fired. 

And I missed… 

What?  Okay, maybe it’s closer than 50 yards, it’s hard to tell. Try again with a 6 o’clock hold on the 

racoon’s haunch. 

Ting! 

Yes!  That was a hit! 

The events leading up to owning this rifle were still fresh in my memory.  The road to my Oakley rifle 



actually began back in July 2025, which might have been before it even was a glimmer of an idea for the folks 

C. Sharps Arms to manufacture.  Besides the Old West Centerfires and Lever Gun matches, the Black River 

Buffalo Runners also hold a yearly .22 caliber match in the spirit of the old time .22s.  The emphasis is on the 

“old-time,” so most shoot J. Stevens Favorites, Remington Rolling Blocks, and various other old .22 models.  

The only stipulation was that they were single shot rifles, or ones that could be loaded a single shot at a time.  

The 2025 match was held on July 5th.  In the back of the 

gun safe was my old .22 rifle I’d had since 1975.  It’s a single 

shot falling block (actually a “Martini” made by Ithaca, their 

Model 49) Sears and Roebuck “Ted William’s” model in the 

style of an 1894 Winchester.  It had a decidedly modern look 

compared to all the other guns in the rack.  And I felt very out of 

place and a little self-conscious with my modern looking gun.  

While that little rifle is a good shooter (99/100 on one of the 25-

yard targets with open iron sights), I made my mind up that I 

needed a rifle that looked the part. 

Imagine my surprise when I read C. Sharps Arms’ 

President Zach Schoffstall’s editorial “Carrying the Torch” in 

the 4th Quarter 2025 issue of The American Sharps Shooters that 

mentioned C. Sharps Arms was introducing the Model 1885 

Oakley Target Rifle in 2026.  Named after Annie Oakley, it 

would be chambered in .22 long rifle, and would feature a 13” 

length of pull for shorter statured and younger shooters, an 

octagon barrel, a slimmed and shortened forearm, and thinner 

stock profile.  It would be built on the Model 1885 Low-wall 

pattern which meant historically faithful classic styling, and 

would have the old-time look I wanted. It sounded perfect for 

me!  I wondered when production would start, what the lead 

time was, and whether I would have it in time for the next .22 

match.                  At the C. Sharps Arms covered wagon     

On a whim, I checked the C. Sharps Arms website a couple of days later.  They were IN STOCK! What?  

And better yet, serial #1 was available with semi-fancy wood.  If you know me, you know that I like to shoot 

pretty guns.  Was it possible that C. Sharps Arms built this rifle exclusively for me?  

Honestly, I tried to talk myself out of it.  Give it a week, think about it, I told myself.  I already have a 

perfectly good .22 single shot rifle.  Think of the Christmas presents you still need to buy.  That argument was 

quickly followed by: On the other hand, it IS Christmas after all! 

The “week” I gave myself didn’t last.  Three days later I was back on the C. Sharps Arms website and 

figuratively “pulled the trigger” on Oakley #1.  The check was mailed later that day. 

As chance would have it, a couple of days later the Black River Buffalo Runners were hosting their 

“Trail Camp” Lever-Gun Match.  One of the guys asked me if I had read Zach’s article that mentioned the C. 

Sharps Arms Oakley .22.  I tried to respond nonchalantly, but I was beaming inside: “Yeah, I’m getting one.”  I 

wanted to add that I was actually getting ONE, as in serial number one. 

I kept in contact with Zach Schoffstall over the next month and a half and coordinated with the folks at 

C. Sharps Arms to install a front globe sight and a tang sight.  I had a specific “look” I was going for, something 

similar to Annie Oakley’s rifle in the Garst Museum. 

We ended up choosing a Lee Shaver Model 17-625 globe front sight with an internal level.  This sight is 

a little taller than most of the 17A sights, but the extra height would allow me to get dialed in at shorter 

distances.  I ordered a #130 Vernier Tang Sight from Montana Vintage Arms (MVA) and made arrangements to 

have it delivered to C. Sharps Arms.   

 Travel logistics forced me to wait until February to finally see my new rifle in person, and the Oakley 

was nicer than I had imagined.  It hung on the wall in the show room, but was missing the tang sight.  C. Sharps 

Arms hadn’t received the sight from MVA yet!  Quick phone calls to Montana Vintage Arms and to UPS found 



that the package was on the UPS truck currently making the rounds in Big Timber.  We just had to wait for 

delivery, which could be another 2 to 4 hours.  Yikes!! 

 We decided to go to lunch (and maybe hijack the UPS 

truck if we saw it).  Fortune smiled halfway through lunch: I got 

a text from Zach that UPS was early, the sight had arrived and 

was already being installed.  We hurried through lunch and got 

back to C. Sharps Arms as soon as we could.  

My Oakley was back on the showroom wall but was now 

complete.  It was amazing how that small addition “finished” the 

rifle.  It perfectly matched the “look” I wanted.  A huge “Thank 

You!” goes to the crew at C. Sharps Arms for putting aside their 

regular work in order to install the sight for me! 

I took the rifle outside to admire it in the natural sunlight,                

which brought out all the subtle highlights in the finish and 

craftsmanship.  Pictures just don’t do it justice.  The semi-fancy 

walnut stock has unique burling; it looks three dimensional, and 

glows in shades of chocolates and dark caramels.  The ebony 

nose cap perfectly complements the black hard rubber butt plate.  

The color case hardening is amazing, reminding me of the subtle 

stripes on a blue brindle cowhide.  In that moment, I felt a deep 

sense of pride and connection to this beautiful rifle, to the C.                      With the MVA tang sight installed  

Sharps Arms crew, and to the journey that had brought it into my hands. 

Fully outfitted, it weighs in at nearly 8 pounds.  The pistol grip effortlessly seats my hand in the proper 

position, and the 13” length of pull is just right.  It’s perfectly balanced.  And so much fun to shoot. 

Range-time was spent getting it dialed in 

at 25 and 50 yards.  Sighting it in was easy: The 

hardest part was finding consistent ammunition.  

A couple of different brands of .22 ammunition 

were tested, and it became clear that CCI 

Standard Velocity was the one for the Oakley 

and the shooting I intended to do with the rifle.  

There was only 1 MOA difference between the 

25-yard and 50-yard sight settings: The 25-yard 

setting was 54, and the 50-yard was 55 MOA.  

Most impressive to me, though, was my final 10 

shots off the shooting sticks at 25 yards.  I may 

have bragged earlier about the little ol’ Sears and 

Roebuck score of 99/100, but that was nothing 

compared to the 100/100 (6X) with the Oakley.   

The Oakley far outshoots and immeasurably 

outclasses that ol’ .22.  And did I mention it is so  

Sighting-in, shooting with cross-sticks       much fun to shoot? 

Which brought me back to the present and the next target on the trail.  I’d reached the Crow gong.  I 

aimed, fired, and was quickly rewarded with another “ting!”  The next 9 gongs (Pig, Square, Bear, Round, Tank, 

Rabbit, Owl, Buffalo, and Gopher) all “fell” to the Oakley in satisfying succession.  Next was the diabolical 

Snake gong, which is simply a crooked length of rebar hung from a couple pieces of chain.  Three shots and 

three misses.  I really wanted to make the claim that the Oakley and I had swept the course, but I couldn’t do it.  

The next gong was the Full Moon (ting!) followed by the second Pig and a Circle (ting! ting!).  I was 

getting better at estimating the distances.  I was able to hold center mass and hit the gongs I judged to be 50 to 

90 yards.  Instead of adjusting the tang sight, I decided to adjust my point of aim to a 6 o’clock hold for the 

closer gongs. 



The Poker Chip board greeted me next.  This target is composed of a sheet of plywood with a grid 

painted on it.  Poker chips are hung inside each of the grids.  The horizontal axis and vertical axis are labeled 

with letters and numbers.  The shooter “calls” the chip they’re aiming for and fires.  This is the closest yardage 

target on the whole trail-walk, at about 15 yards.  I called for C-5, aimed at 6 o’clock, and missed.  Then aimed 

lower, called it again and missed.  I couldn’t tell where I was hitting.  Lower still?  I tried that and missed.  

Reluctantly, I had to move on.  More time at the range is needed to see what the bullet is doing at that 

close of a distance. 

The bear and ram gongs were solid hits, but I noticed the targets 

weren’t as bright.  Clouds had moved in, covering the sun.  The Auger 

was the next target and was almost impossible to see in the shade.  

Aim.  Fire.  Ting! 

Two targets were left. The chicken has always been a challenging 

one, but the Oakley smoked it.  All that was left was Rifle Gong 21, the 

dreaded Golf Ball.  It’s close (maybe 25 yards) and small (a little larger 

than a golf ball at 2” diameter).  It swings when hit, with the bar holding it 

protected by a metal shield of sorts, so that the only way to make it swing 

is to actually hit the 2” circle.  I’d never hit this target in the past, and in 

fact had skipped it (and a couple of others) on previous practices.  I 

resolved to attempt it, so that I could at least claim that I tried all 21 targets.        The bear gong, out at over 70 yards 

A couple of drops of rain tapped my hat as I loaded the Oakley for this important shot.  Apparently, the 

rain was moving in early.  I raised the rifle, took a 6 o’clock hold, steadied my sight picture, and squeezed the 

trigger.  Ting!  A solid hit on the Golf Ball had it rapidly swinging back and forth. 

Yes!  All in all, I hit 19 of the 21 targets, albeit with a Mulligan (second try) on the first gong.  A great 

day of shooting with my new favorite rifle! 

If you’re in the market for a new favorite, I highly recommend the Oakley .22.  And ordering one is 

ridiculously easy.  There are still a couple available on the website csharpsarms.com in their In-Stock Gun 

Gallery, and a simple click will add it to your Cart.  While I chose the tang and front sight option, they also 

offer a scoped version of the Oakley.  Need more information?  You can contact C. Sharps Arms at (406)932-

4353 or info@csharpsarms.com. 



  

  The Black River Buffalo Runners’    

  Old West Centerfires 
By Jerry Mayo  

 April brought us to our second specialty match of the year.  It was time for the annual 

Paper Patch Match.  Cartridges loaded with paper patched bullets were the favorite of the buffalo 

hunters in the 1870s and they are also a favorite for many of our own Buffalo Runners.  For those 

who may not be familiar with the paper patch bullets, if you have been fortunate enough to view the 

movie “Quigley Down Under” starring Tom Selleck you witnessed the paper wrapped around the 

bullets for his .45/110 cartridges.  Paper patching is fun but it can be finicky.  

I stepped aside as range master on this day.  Bob DeLisle served as match director like he has for 

a number of previous paper patch matches.  We had eight Buffalo Runners participating in the paper 

patch event and another six who competed with grease-grooved bullets, or to use the common 

vernacular, “greasers.”  Beyond the bullet type and scoring, the match went on much like our usual 

aggregate matches, with the same targets and relay timing.  The “machine” ran smoothly as usual.   

This was a beautiful day for the shoot and Curt Lokovsek handled the wood stove which took the 

edge off the chill of the morning.  Tom Witt called the first relay, and Bob DeLisle called the second.  

Mike Nesbitt handled the prize table and Mike Holeman and others covered the scoring.  I held a 

position of some distinction for this match.  Everyone who showed for this event was a shooter.  

Therefore, I served as the official photographer for the group photo.   

 

  For this match we had one shooter needing to submit scores from targets fired on a day 

previous to the match.  The targets were shot in the presence of approved witnesses.  Scores were 



verified prior to leaving the range and maintained by the Match Director until the day of the shoot.  

The course of fire, for all shooters, on this day was our standard aggregate setup which consists of ten 

shots at 100 yards at a single-bullseye target, ten more shots at a 200 yards single bullseye target.  

The targets were not shot in any particular order, just fire ten rounds at each target.  Cartridges must 

be loaded with black powder and lead cast bullets.  Shooting is done from the sitting position with 

cross-sticks for muzzle rests.  Fouling shots are allowed.  The match is shot in thirty-minute relays in 

which all twenty shots fired for score must be fired.  So, let us look at how our Buffalo Runners did 

on this day.  Here we go… 

We are going to 

break up the scoring by 

paper patch shooters and 

non-paper patch shooters.  

Our top shooter for the 

day, using paper patch 

loads was Allen Cunniff 

using his ’74 C. Sharps 

Arms .40/65.  Allen 

scored 172-3X.  Only four 

points and two “Xs” 

behind Allen was Bob 

DeLisle, with a score of 

168-X shot with his 

Pedersoli Sharps .45/70.  

Then Phil Wiebe took 

third place with a score of 

164-4X while shooting 

his Model 1877 .40/65 by 

C. Sharps Arms.  Mike   

         Mike Moran steadies his .50-70 for another shot                                       Moran took fourth place 

shooting his Model 1874 by C. Sharps Arms in .50/70 for a score of 161-3X.  Jeramiah Mueller, Phil 

Wiebe’s grandson who was shooting with us for just his second time and shooting “Grandpa’s Sharps 

in .45-/70,” with a score of 159, was our fifth palace shooter.  Placing sixth was Mike Nesitt.  Mike 

was going to use his scoped ’74 C. Sharps .45/90, but his box of .50/70 paper patch rounds disagreed.  

So, after a hasty trip home to get the correct rifle, he returned with his heavy ’74 C. Sharps Arms in 

.50/70 and promptly posted a 151-2X.  In seventh place was Tom Witt.  Tom needed to find a sight 

setting for 200 yards but still scored 140 with his ’74 in .50/70, also by C. Sharps Arms.  And 

finishing the list of paper patch shooters and coming in eighth was me, Jerry Mayo.  That was with 

my ’74 Sharps in .45/70 caliber.  I also needed a sight setting and scored just 114. 
 

Scores for the Paper Patch Match 

                      Name              Rifle/Cartridge           100 yd.  200 yds. Total   

1st Allen Cunniff   ’74 C. Sharps Arms .40/65   90-2X  82-X  172-3X 

2n Bob DeLisle   Pedrosoli Sharps .45/70    88-X  80  168-X  

3rd Phil Wiebe  ’77 C. Sharps Arms .40/65  90-3X 74-X  164-4X 

4th Mike Moran   ’74 C. Sharps Arms .50/70  72-X 89-2X  161-3X 

5th Jeramiah Mueller  ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70  79 80  159 

6th Mike Nesbitt   ’74 C. Sharps Arms .50/70   70-X  81-1   151-2X 

7th Tom Witt   ’74 C. Sharps Arms .50/70   61  79   140 

8th Jerry Mayo  ’74 C. Sharps Arms .45/70  77-2 37  114 

 



The top shooter in the 

group using bullets other 

than paper patched was 

Ken Kurfurst shooting his 

1885 Winchester 

Highwall in 45/90.  Ken 

posted an impressive 181-

3X which was the top 

score fired at this match.  

In second place was Jerry 

Johnson who shot 180-2X 

with his rolling block in 

.40-65.  Then, in third 

place was Curt Lokvsek.  

Curt used his ’74 Shiloh 

Sharps .45/90 and scored 

177.  All three of those 

shooters turned in scores 

that were higher than the 

best score with paper 

patched bullets.  Fourth 

place goes to “Loco” Jeff 

Ritter with his Springfield 

Sporter in .45/70.  Loco 

posted a score of 172-3X.                             Curt Lokovsek prepares his Sharps for another shot                       

And, right behind Loco is “Doc” Jeff Ritter who came in fifth with a 165.  Doc used a ’74 C. Sharps 

Arms .38/55.  Rounding out the Ritter clan and this group was young Taylor Ritter.  Taylor was shooting 

a Martini rifle in .38/55 to post a 103. 

 The detailed scoring for non-paper patch shooters is shown below. 
 

Scores for Non-Paper Patch Shooters 

                      Name              Rifle/Cartridge           100 yd. 200 yds.  Total   

1st Ken Kurfurst   1885 Winchester .45/90    92-2X  89-X   181-3X 

2nd Jerry Johnson   Remington rolling block .40/65   92-2X  88   180-2X 

3rd Curt Lokovsek  Shiloh Sharps .45/90   84 93  177 

4th“Loco” Jeff Ritter  Springfield Sporter .45/70   87-2X 85-X  172-3X 

5th“Doc” Jeff Ritter   Martini .38/55    88-X  77   165 

6th Taylor Ritter   Martini .38/55     35 68  103 

  

 Bob DeLisle called for an after-match using metallic cartridge revolvers.  An array of Old 

Western pistols flooded the firing line.  Versions of the 1870’s Smith & Wesson top-break revolvers 

were well represented along with the Colt single actions and open top conversions. We had nine 

shooters step up at the pistol range for ten shots at our usual target for this event, posted at ten yards.  

Only black powder and lead cast bullets were used.  Allen Cunniff was our winner on this day.  

Allen’s score was an impressive 99-6X, using his copy of a Colt flat-top in .44/40.  Congratulations 

Allen!  Well done. 

 

 

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

 

 



 



 
 
 

JAMES HENRY McNANEY, Part VI 
 

                                                                                                                                       By Leo J. Remiger 

 

In the eighth article titled; The Last Buffalo Hunt, Conclusion of the Great Smithsonian Expedition, Part 

VIII Hornaday mentioned James McNaney as follows: 

 

“By merciless spurring, Jim and I got to camp just before dark.  Russell was already in, but 

the boys with the heavily loaded wagon were miles away, and the snow was coming faster every 

minute.  Our camp was then located at the upper water hole of the big Porcupine Creek, and while 

it was capitally situated for shelter in the bottom of the canyon, close to the southern face of a high 

bluff, it was desperately hard to find, even on a clear night.  Whether Boyd and Brown could find 

it at all that stormy night was a very gave question; but they both possessed a wonderful faculty 

for remembering landmarks, and in spite of our fears we hoped for the best.  Of course they would 

abandon the wagon and ride the horses.  As soon as we had finished supper I lit our bull’s-eye 

lantern, took my rifle to signal with, and started for the top of the divide to set a beacon at the head 

of the ravine which led down to our tent.  As soon as I reached the high ground, where the wind 

had a fair sweep, my lantern blew out, but having plenty of matches I went on to the pillar of rocks 

we had built up as a landmark. 

“We had hoped to kill at least five more buffaloes by the time West got back to us with the 

wagons, but when the storm was over, at the end of the week, the snow was so deep that hunting 

was totally out of the question, save close to camp, where there was nothing to kill.  We expected 

the wagons by the 3d of December, but they did not come on that day, nor the next, or the next.  

By the 6th the snow had melted a good deal and Jim McNaney and I took a pack outfit and set out 

to try our luck for the last time over at the Buffalo Buttes.  On the way over we fell in with three 

buffaloes and killed two of them.  One was an enormous old bull, who stood 5 feet 8 inches at the 

shoulder and was by far the largest and finest of all !  He was a perfect giant, and it was my luck 

to kill him.   

“Jim McNaney and I headed for the LU-bar ranch, due east, and looked along the way.  

But pshaw !  In such a country as that a man lost might die and be unfound for six months or, least, 

until the next round-up.  When we reached the ranch that night we were met at the door by Mr. 

Peacock, the foreman.  We hardly had the courage to put the question we had ridden so far to ask. 

“Have you heard anything about West ?” 

“Yes.  He’s been found.” Said Mr. Peacock. 

“Alive ?” 

“Yes.  He’s frost-bitten, but all right.  He was taken to town on the 8th.” 

 “Thank heaven for that !” 

 

West’s experience was a terrible one, and also a wonderful case of self-preservation.  It shows 

what a man with a cool head and plenty of grit can go through and live.  When he left us he wore two 

undershirts, a heavy blanket shirt, a soldier’s blouse and overcoat, two pairs of drawers, a pair of soldier’s 

woolen trousers, and a pair of overalls.  On his feet he wore three pairs of socks, a pair of low shoes, with 

canvas leggings, and he started with his feet tied up in burlaps.  His head and hands were also well 

protected.  He carried a .38-caliber revolver, but, by a great oversight, only six matches.  When he left 

Harry’s camp, instead of going due east toward the LU-bar ranch, he swung around and went southwest 

clear around the head of the Little Dry, and finally struck the Porcupine, south of our camp.  The first 



night out he made a fire with sage brush, and kept it going all night.  The second night he also had a fire, 

but it took his last match to make it.  During the first three days he had not food, but on the fourth he shot 

a sage cock with his revolver, and ate it raw.  This effort, however, cost him his last cartridge.  Through 

hard work and lack of food his pony presently gave out, and necessitated long and frequent stops for rest.  

West’s feet threatened to freeze, and he cut off the skirts of his overcoat to wrap them with, in place of 

the gunny sacking that had been worn to rags.  Being afraid to go to sleep at night, he slept by snatches in 

the warmest part of the day, while resting his horse. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Hornaday’s Map of the 1886 Buffalo Hunt 

On the fifth day he began to despair of succor, although he still toiled southward through 

the bad lands, toward the Yellowstone, where people lived.  On the envelopes which contained 

my letters, a baker’s dozen in number, he kept a diary of his wandering which could tell his story 

when the cowboys would find his body on the spring round-up. 

 

 



On the afternoon of the sixth day, he found a trail and followed it until nearly night, when 

he came to Cree’s sheep ranch, and found the solitary ranchman at home.  The warm-hearted 

frontiersman gave the starving wanderers, man and horse, such a welcome as they stood in need 

of.  West solemnly declares that in twenty-four he ate a whole sheep.  During the first night he 

got up four times to eat.  After two or three days of rest and feeding, both horse and rider were 

able to go on, and in course of time reached Fort Keogh. 

Without the loss of a single day Col. Gibson started three teams and an escort up to us, 

and, notwithstanding his terrible experience, West had the grit to accompany them as guide.  His 

arrival among us once more was like the dead coming to life again.  The train reached our camp 

on the 13th and on the 15th we pulled out for Miles City, loaded to the wagon bows with 

specimens, forage, and camp plunder.  Down Sand Creek to the H.V. ranch the trail was in a 

terrible condition; but Ed Hastings was train master, the other drivers knew their business well, 

and it was beautiful to see the way those wagons got along.  Whenever a bank was too steep, or a 

wagon stuck in the mud – it was soft weather just then – the teams were doubled up, the 

distressed wagon “snaked” out, and on we rattled again. 

Whenever our own tired team got stuck there was always a pair of led mules handy to 

hitch on and pull everything behind them.  As a train master, Hastings was a perfect jewel-

skillful, pushing, patient, and very obliging. 

We dreaded being caught by a blizzard on the way in; but although it turned cold again 

and tried hard to storm my lucky star shone on us all the way, and we went in “just a sailin’,” as 

the boys said.  We pulled into Miles City on the 20th of December, and then the way it did snow 

and turned cold was a caution !  Two days later the ferry boats on the Yellowstone had to stop 

running on account of the floating ice. 

Thus ended the last buffalo hunt.  Of buffalo we killed and captured twenty-five head, to 

show for which we had twenty-four skins, one head, and eight fresh skeletons of big bulls.  We 

also had eight bleached skeletons and fifty-one skulls.  Of the other mammals that came in our 

way we had a fine series of skins and skeletons, and the whole collection, contained in twenty-

eight big boxes, reached the Smithsonian in the finest condition possible.  It was no longer ago 

than yesterday that we finished the mounting of our biggest bull buffalo, and about three months 

hence we will have ready for inspection a group of six buffaloes of all ages, sizes, and sex, from 

a calf three months old to a colossal old bull nearly six feet high, whose enormous proportions 

astonish the natives, and surprise even the oldest buffalo hunters.  Already Prof. Baird has shared 

the spoil with the great scientific museums of Philadelphia, New York, Milwaukee, Salem, and 

the University of Kansas and how many more will be favored I cannot say. 

 

All’s well that ends well.  Adios 

 

William T. Hornaday 

 

P.S. – Confidential.  As soon as it is finished I want you to come and see our groups of buffaloes.  

It is to be “the greatest effort of my life. 

 

 

James McNaney died suddenly while talking with friends in Glendive, Montana, about 5 p.m. on Sunday, April 

25, 1926.  He was only 66 years old.  Prior to his death he had been living at Intake, Montana, but was buried in 

Glendive on April 29, 1926.  His death is recorded on the State of Montana Certificate of Death, File 1852/39, 

April 25, Glendive, Dawson County, Montana – this information courtesy of Jack McRae, Jordan, Montana. 

 

“When the people fear the government, there is tyranny.  When the 

government fears the people, there is liberty.”  Thomas Jefferson 



 

 

 



OUTSTANDING PRODUCTS by Mike Nesbitt 

Book Review:  SHARPS FIREARMS, A COLLECTOR’S GUIDE 

 The excellence continues…  What can be considered as a follow-up to the very fine four volume set of 

books on the Sharps Firearms, Roy Marcot along with Ron Paxton and Edward W. Marron Jr. have completed 

another very desirable book, called Sharps Firearms, a Collector’s Guide.   

SHARPS FIREARMS, A COLLECTOR’S GUIDE 
By Roy Marcot and Ron Paxton, and Edward W. Marron, Jr.   

206 pages, hardbound edition, $60.00 

Copyright 2025 

 

 Just guessing but most of us are probably familiar with 

Roy Marcot and Ron Paxton’s, along with Edward W. Marron, Jr, 

plus others, fine four-volume set of books about the Sharps 

Firearms.  This new book, prepared by members of the same 

team, is not a continuation of that set, although it is certainly a 

welcome addition.  It isn’t a continuation because it treats the 

subject of Sharps firearms in a totally different way. 

 Each of the Sharps falling block models, from the first in 

1848 through to the Sharps Borchardt, and including the Sharps 

double-barreled shotgun and the Sharps Lee bolt action rifle, plus 

the Sharps single shot pistols and the “pistol-rifles” are covered in 

this book.  The Sharps & Hankins rifles and carbines are also included as well as the Robinson “Confederate 

Sharps Carbines.”  Examples of those models are shown and given a two-page rundown giving the variations, 

or general options, plus the calibers made, in addition to the approximate number of the guns made. 

 One example is the Sharps New Model 1859 Sporting Rifle which was made in .44 or .52 calibers, firing 

linen cartridges.  Only eleven of those rifles are known. 

 There are eighteen different versions of the Model 1874 identified and given attention.  Of those, my 

interest is mainly in the ’74 “buffalo rifles.”  Sharps never did identify any version of their ’74 as a buffalo rifle 

but two pages are in this new book covering the possible buffalo rifles by indicating the features, such as barrel 

weight and the calibers, that the buffalo hunters preferred and selected. 

 Staying with the Model 1874 for just a moment, some attention is given to the differences between the 

Hartford and Bridgeport models.  In addition to that, they include information on how many of the Sharps rifles 

were made in each caliber, such as the estimated total of only 320 rifles for each of the .44-90 Sharps and the 

“Big .50” with the 2 ½” case.  Another interesting list shows the estimated number of 1874 rifles made per year, 

from 1871 through to 1879. 

 Both the earlier and later Sharps rifles, military and civilian, are covered just as thoroughly, beginning 

with the Model of 1848, which was an 1841 Mississippi Rifle converted to be an under-lever breech loader, to 

the twelve versions of the Sharps Borchardt and the Lee bolt actions.  Within that spread, the Model of 1875 is 

shown as well plus the varieties of the Model 1877.  Sharps conversions are also mentioned in addition to the 

line-throwing guns used from ships. 

 Sharps Firearms, a Collector’s Guide covers the entire list of the Sharps breechloaders.  Anyone, 

collector or just interested, will find this book as an excellent reference, to be visited with repetition to learn the 

ins and outs of Sharps firearms. 

 Hardcover, the retail price for this book is $60.00.  Orders can be sent to Roy Marcot, 4680 Placita Casa 

Sevilla, Marana, Arizona 85658.  Make checks out to Northwoods Heritage Press and please add $5 for 

shipping.  If you have any questions regarding an order, contact Roy Marcot by email at roymarcot@msn.com.   

 



Buffalo Camp 2026 

by Mike Moran 
 

 “Is that thunder? Is it fireworks? Is it the 4th of July?  How long have I been here?”  
We were sitting around the 

firepit, huddled under the canvas tent 
awning to keep out of the rain, when 
Kyle Kirkpatrick mused about the 
sounds we were hearing.  Thunder was 
very plausible with the weather we 
had.  The rain was pretty constant 
Friday and Saturday, with bits of 
sunshine that would peek through for a 
quick tease.  But it didn’t stop the 
Black River Buffalo Runners and all the 
shooters that came for this year’s 
Buffalo Camp at the Capitol City Rifle 
& Pistol Club in Littlerock, 
Washington.   

Buffalo Camp got its start in 
2018 as an event in the spirit of the old    

        Wall tents form the headquarters for Buffalo Camp                       buffalo hunters, and the guns they 
carried with them in pursuit of their quarry.  The competition is done as an aggregate with three parts, 
with the top three shooters in each part winning prizes, and everyone receiving a prize in the aggregate.  
The first part is called “Little Quigley” and is a scaled down version of the annual Quigley Rifle Match in 
Forsythe, Montana.  Here is where the big buffalo rifles are used to shoot silhouette gongs at 100 and 200 
yards.  Next is the “Meat Hunt” using “camp guns,” typically lever action rifles of the cowboy period shot 
at 15  animal targets along the black powder trail.  And finally, there 10 shots with the pistol.  All these 
loads need to be black powder cartridge loads with cast lead bullets.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                              Mike Moran’s ’74 Hartford Model in 50-70 caliber, a fine buffalo gun. 
 
The camp part of Buffalo Camp took shape on Wednesday and Thursday, as the tents were 

erected and supplies moved in.  Friday, the morning started off with coffee prior to heading out for the 
work party.  The Buffalo Runners have put a lot of effort in over the year to keep the trail and targets 
maintained, but May in the Pacific Northwest is when everything starts to grow like crazy, and half the 
targets were obscured by vegetation.  We looked more like we were about to go crab fishing as we donned 
rain gear and boots and grabbed the tools and spray paint.  But many hands make light work and we were 
done soon enough, ready to go for the match.   



Mike Moran (that’s me!), the 
Camp Boss of this event, got 
registration started as some other 
shooters started rolling in.  Each 
person paid their money and got a 
score card for the trail-walk, but 
that would have to wait for 
Saturday.  “Well, at least we’ll all be 
in the top 10,” Mike Nesbitt said, 
noting the number of shooters on 
the list.  The only shooting activity 
for Friday was a side-match done 
with black powder shotguns, with 
everyone putting up a dollar and the 
winner taking the pot.   

Using brass shells and hand 
loading the rounds with black 
powder and a measured load of 
shot is something we’ve been doing 
for a few years, but not very often.  In                                    Shotgun, brass shells and loading gear                                 
fact, it was at Buffalo Camp 2025 that I last had the shotgun out.  We all made a note to do it more often.  
I use 80 grains of powder, a fiber wad and 80 grains (volume) of #9 lead shot in my loads, with an 11-gauge 
(oversized) paper card to hold it all together.  This year, all my loads were sealed with beeswax from a 
dripping candle, and none of my shells “discharged” themselves in the box like one did last year.  A pair of 
foot-operated clay pigeon throwers were set up and we all rotated to the firing line, shooting two shots 
then getting back in line until everyone had taken 10 shots.  When it was all over, Allen Cunniff won the 
pot with 6 hits.   

When Little Quigley started Saturday 
morning, our ranks had swelled to 16 
people, which was still much lighter than 
what we expected.  This let us shoot in just 
two relays which kept the pace going at a 
good clip.  The first set of targets are the 
buffalo, octagon, and diamond, each 
appropriately scaled to be shot at 200 yards 
and mimic the sight picture at the Big 
Quigley match.  After some welcoming 
remarks and a safety briefing, Relay 1 was 
called to the line and each shooter got in 
position.  One at a time as their name was 
called each shooter shot the targets, first 
with five shots on the buffalo, then five on 
each of the other two.  When they got done,        

      Kyle Kirkpatrick on the firing line with his Lone Star .38-55                  Relay 2 made ready while the targets were 
repainted.  We did have to call two cease fires to repair targets, which gave shooters a little time to rest.   

Before we changed to the 100-yard bucket target, both relays grabbed their buffalo guns and we 
took a group picture.  Then the shooting resumed, but this time instead of supported with cross-sticks, 
the 5 shots were taken offhand, a tribute to the movie and in keeping with the Big Quigley match 
procedures.  My C. Sharps Arms Model 1874 rifle in .50-70 caliber with the heavy barrel sure got heavy, 



but as Tom Selleck says in one scene, “Well, you get used to it.”  One thing to note is that all 16 shooters 
hit the  bucket at least once, which shows what a fine group of marksmen we have.   

               Shooters in the Little Quigley Match.  That “dead bear” is Will Ulry’s big Newfoundland 
The top score is a possible 20, which no one has made to date.  Ties are broken first by looking at 

who got the most hits on the bucket, then by who made the first miss at 200 yards.   This year’s winner of 
the Little Quigley match was Jerry Mayo, with 17 hits including 3 buckets.  Right behind him was Jerry 
Johnson, also with 17 hits but only 2 buckets.  Third place was Jeremiah Mueller, Phil Weibe’s grandson, 
with 16 hits, 3 buckets.  Phil also had 16 hits with three buckets but he missed first at 200 yards.  Jeremiah 
will be joining the Buffalo Runners at Big Quigley this year, and I’m sure he will be hard to beat.   

Kelle Davis has been shooting with us recently, and in addition to being a dang fine shot, she’s 
quite the artist.  She painted a running buffalo on a 12-inch diameter wooden plaque in the style of the 
German Schuetzen targets and donated it as a prize.  We decided it should have its own competition and 
so after shooting the Little Quigley, everyone headed down to the Black Powder Range.  She made paper 
copies of it so we wouldn’t have to shoot the prize itself, and each person put one bullet hole in their 
paper target.  Kelle had a master target with a 1-inch grid drawn on it, and had two different shooters draw 
a number and a letter each from jars which determined where on the grid the random “bullseye” spot 
would be.  Whoever shot closest to that random spot would win the wooden plaque.  At just 1-1/2” away 
from the spot, Mike Holeman beat out two other competitors by just one-quarter inch.  Congratulations 
Mike!  

The Meat Hunt and Revolver Match took up the rest of Saturday afternoon and Sunday morning, 
with some folks taking both guns down the trail and some making separate trips.  Our trail is in the forest 
canopy, so the light rain on Saturday was hardly noticeable.  I was delighted with my new rifle, an Uberti 
1873 Deluxe Sporting Rifle with a 30” barrel in .44-40 caliber.  It really feels like a community gun, 
because Allen Cunniff installed a rear peep sight on it, Mike Holeman worked over the triggers, and Mike 
Nesbitt provided me the ammo used to break in the barrel and sight it in.  So, the first time I “used” it was 
on the trail, and I hit all 15 targets.  I would brag more, but my tiebreaker shot, which is aimed at a small 
bullseye on the scorecard, didn’t even hit the paper.  That knocked me to third place, with Allen Cunniff 
and Kyle Kirkpatrick taking first and second places with all 15 hits plus better tie breaker scores.   



I did better competitively with my revolver, a .45 
Colt, hitting 7 targets out of 10, but not as good as Allen 
who took first place with his 7 hits.  We use the Meat Hunt 
tiebreaker to break ties on the Revolver Match as well.  
Mike Nesbitt took third place with half a dozen six-gun 
hits, and it was his good tie breaker that elevated him 
over three others with the same pistol scores.   

We must certainly thank our donors for the really 
nice prizes that our shooters got to pick from for the 
aggregate this year.  Roy Marcot heads the list and he 
sent a copy of his new book, Sharps Firearms, A 
Collector’s Guide.  In addition to that, Wolfe Publishing 
sent a variety of their books about black powder cartridge 
loading and shooting as well as a couple of subscriptions 
to Black Powder Cartridge News.  The Single Shot 
Exchange also sent a subscription.  The list goes on and 
includes; C. Sharps Arms, Schuetzen Powder Company, 
Cash Manufacturing, Accurate Molds donated a 
certificate for a single cavity mold, Dean Oliver provided a 
neck knife, and SPG Sales sent some very good items, 
plus Iron Horse Industries for their Old West Snake 
Oil.  Bob DeLisle donated a couple of his mold mallets 
and loading blocks while Mike Holeman made sure we 
had some cartridge case hat pins.  Allen Cunniff offered a 
set of cross-sticks and a flexible cleaning rod and, of               Mike Holeman & Kelle Davis with the buffalo plaque  
course, Will Ulry donated another highly appreciated “Buffalo Camp” chair.   

The aggregate score combines the Little Quigley, Meat Hunt, and Pistol Trail scores, with ties being 
broken using the rifle tiebreaker.  The number of hits gets multiplied by 10 and the tiebreaker added as a 
single digit.  With a top score of 377, Allen Cunniff won top honors, taking Roy Marcot’s book as his prize.  
Second place went to Mike Nesbitt, with 357, and Phil Weibe took third place with 356.  Congratulations 
to these fine marksmen!  Preparations are already underway for next year’s event, which will be held May 
14-16, 2027.  Make sure to come out and join us for the fun.  

  Little Quigley, Meat Hunt, Revolver Hits & Aggregate Scores 
Name   Buff Oct Dia Buck LQ MH Rev Tie Total 
Allen Cunniff  4 4 4 3 15 15 7 7 377  
Mike Nesbitt  4 5 5 2 16 13 6 7 357 
Phil Weibe  3 5 5 3 16 13 6 6 356 
Jeremiah Mueller 5 4 4 3 16 12 6 5 345 
Mike Moran  2 3 4 3 12 15 7 0 340 
Jerry Mayo  5 4 5 3 17 13 3 8 338 
Jerry Johnson  5 5 5 2 17 12 4 7 337 
Bob DeLisle  3 4 4 1 12 14 4 10 310 
Kelle Davis  2 5 5 1 13 14 3 0 300 
Mike Holeman  1 4 4 3 12 13 2 8 278 
Kyle Kirkpatrick  0 4 2 2 8 15 0 0 230 
Will Ulry  1 2 4 2 9 3 6 5 185 
Mark Davis  2 0 5 2 9 6 0 8 158 
Ashley Ritter  2 4 5 1 12 0 0 0 120 
Jeff “Loco” Ritter 2 3 0 1 6 0 0 0    60 
Jeff “Doc” Ritter 0 0 1 3 4 0 0 0    40    

“The only person you are destined to become is the person you decide to be.” ― Ralph Waldo Emerson 



 


