By Elmer Keith, Executive Editor

EDITOR’S NOTE:

A few months ago it was the sad duty
of this editor to alert the many fans of
Elmer Keith to the fact that Elmer had
suffered a stroke which made it impossi-
ble for him to continue to write this col-
umn. In the interim we have been print-
ing “the best of Elmer Keith,” nuggets of
timeless information from his past works.

I am sure that many of you have been
both concerned and anxious about the
health of this grand old man, the undis-
puted Dean of American outdoor writers.
Due to our long lead time—this is being
written in mid-August for the November
issue—it has not been possible to keep our
readers up-to-date on Elmer’s condition.
However, I would now like to share with
you the latest news concerning his pres-
ent fitness.

As might be expected, Elmer has
fought the same gutsy, gritty battle
against this illness that he has shown
throughout his life. In his mid-eighties

Elmer has shown a determination to bat-
tle this latest affliction that would put a
younger man to shame! I wish I could say
that he has completely recovered but that
is just not the case. His condition is far
better than anyone could have envisioned
those many months ago when he was
felled by a stroke, but he is still confined
to a rest home. I know that he would
treasure communications from his legion
of fans in the form of letters and cards
wishing him the best, and adding your
prayers to ours at the magazine that he
will recover fully.

You can send your messages to: Elmer
Keith, ¢/o Capital Care Center, 8211 Us-
tick Road, Boise, ID 83704.

Please DO NOT expect a personal re-
ply from Elmer! While he will enjoy hear-
ing from you, he cannot spare the energy
to reply to each and every one of you
even though he would like to. Just send
your prayers, cards and well wishes.

—HE.F

EDITOR'S NOTE

The following was taken from Keith’s book,
Hell, I Was There! The portion we have re-
printed here ‘is from Chapter 1, entitled,
“Growing Up In The West.” In these para-
graphs, Elmer recalls some of his first guns.
The incidents cited take place in 1911.

While living at 1012 Billings Avenue, we
had several very happy years. My little
brother Francis was born there. On Sun-
days we would drive to some of the streams
like Prickly Pear or Beaver Creek for fish-
ing. In the summer and in the fall we put
in every Sunday hunting, either down to
Helena Lake for ducks, or else go deer
hunting up by Priest Pass or over on Ne-
vada Creek.

I traded for an old Remington 1854 .58
caliber brass mounted smooth-bore mus-
ket, which was my first shotgun. It was on-
ly effective at very close range due to the
extreme spread of the pattern. 1 did wreck
a covey of green wing teal that came up the
river past us one time, and was death on
muskrats swimming down the river if I
aimed about a foot in front of them. The
concussion would kill them and they’d
come up kicking and I'd have another
muskrat skin to handle.

As I was not expected to live anyway,
the folks let me put in part of a summer
with Waldo P. Abbott. He had been a
school teacher in Kansas after the Civil
War, and a buffalo-hide hunter, then was
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An Authentic Display of

BULLETS THAT
SHAPED
AMERICAN
HISTORY

Cast in the Original,
Antique Molds

Albert Henry Warren is one of the World's
leading experts on lead bullets. From his pri-
vate collection of priceless original antique
molds, he has agreed to perscnally hand-cast
34 magnificent “Bullets that Shaped Ameri-
can History" exactly as they were originally
poured.
Represented in the collection are bullets
used in the War of Independence, the Civil
War and the Wild West periods. These bullets
are handsomely mounted behind glass on a
green background and enclosed within a
17%" x 12%" brass colored metal frame.
Each bullet is identified on a plague in-
cluded within the frame, and is described in
detail in an informative eight page booklet
that contains a signed and sealed Certificate
of Authenticity.
A special edition strictly limited to only
250 displays has been commissioned from Al-
bert Warren by Hurley Style, and is exclusive-
ly reserved for the readers of “"Guns and Am-
mo"”. No more of this edition can ever be
made when the 250 examples have been dis-
patched. This is the first ever offering and
may be your only chance to own and proudly
display this authentic collection.
Used by Lawman and Lawbreaker, Patriot
and Frontiersman, Rebel and Yankee, Cavalry
Officer and Indian, Buifalo Hunter and Bank
Robber, these bullets are part of your Ameri-
can Heritage.
Send now to receive your authentic trib-
ute to the brave men and great moments of
American History. The price is only $195.00,
including handling, shipping and insurance.
Master Card and Visa are accepted. Natural-
ly, if you are not completely delighted with
your investment, you may return the display in
good condition for a full and immediate re-
fund.
Remember, this edition is strictly limited,
so write now or call:
Hurley Style Limited
290 Heritage Drive, P.O. Box 4127
Portsmouth, NH 03801
—Tel. (603) 436-7983

Delivery guaranteed within 30 days for the
first 250 orders received with full payment.
Master Card and Visa users please mark card
number, expiration date and home telephone
number.
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If you've had your eye on pro-
gressive loaders—but found them
out of your range-the Good OI'Boys
at RCBS have one you can set your
sights on. The new Green Machine
progressive loader. :

Now, you can turn out upwards
of 600 rounds per hour with the
Green Machine. And it's priced right
around $500. So it makes high vol-
ume production of reliable, accurate
pistol ammunition available to a lot
more shooters.

The Green Machine comes all
set to load .38 Special ammo. But
you can convert it to .357 Magnum
in minutes.

Head down to your RCBS
dealer today. See the Green
Machine in action. And
check out its new tubeless
primer feed, carbide size die
and window bullet seater.
Once you do, we're sure
youll discover there's a whole
new shootin' match in
handloading.

4 Produces up to

600 rounds/ hour,
priced around $500. The Green Machine opens
up a whole new shootin’ match to a whole lot
more shooters.

omARK vousTrIES O

GET THE WHOLE SHOOTIN' MATCH

FROM THE GOOD OL BOYS.
CCI. Speer. RCBS & Quters

© 1982 Omark Industries
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a scout for General Crook at the Battle of
the Rosebud. When General Crook asked
for volunteers after his defeat to carry the
news to Fort Laramie and ask for rein-
forcements, Abbott volunteered. Crook of-
fered him the best horse in the outfit, in-
cluding his own, but Abbott told him he
didn’t want any horses, but said to go out
and pull the moccasins off of six dead
Sioux they thought would fit him, as he
was going to travel on foot by the stars and
shack up in thickets during the daytime.
He wanted to leave only Sioux tracks in
Sioux territory. Abbott taught me a lot
about hunting and he was a very fine shot
with a rifle.

Another summer I put in a good part of
the time with Samuel H. Fletcher, an old
Civil War veteran that fought through the
Civil War with the 2nd Illinois Cavalry,
being one of the few of that outfit who
came home alive. He was a fine pistol shot
and also taught me a great deal.

I put in a good part of one summer dur-
ing school vacation working for the Na-
tional Biscuit factory. My salary was
$10.80 per week. I was paid at the end of
each week with a ten dollar gold piece and
some small change in a little brown enve-
lope. In the morning I had to shovel three
tons of slack coal in a wheel-barrow, wheel
it onto an elevator, up a couple of stories,
and up a steep incline, and dump it in the
bake furnace. That occupied the whole
morning. Then I would wash up and in the
afternoon I had to take the small cartons
of half a dozen or a dozen boxes of cookies
or crackers and pack them in huge cartons,
put them on a truck to the elevator, and
stack them as high as I could throw.them.
It helped develop my crippled left hand.
From age 12 to age 16 I didn’t grow in
stature at all, being too busy rebuilding
what the fire had taken away from me.

I began to realize that if I was going to
get my share of the ducks that were so
plentiful, T had to have a real shotgun. So
I wrote the Ithaca Gun Company when I'd
saved enough money for a No. 2 Ithaca
double hammerless shotgun. I wanted Da-
mascus barrels, but Lou Smith, the presi-
dent then, wrote that during the war which
had started then in nineteen and fourteen
in Europe, he could no longer get Damas-
cus barrels, and for that reason was send-
ing me the higher grade No. 3 at the same
price. It was my first fine shotgun and I did
very good work with it. I shot that gun for
seventeen years.

Father gave me a new Model 1894 .25-
35 Winchester long-barrel rifle. I killed my
first deer with it on Nevada Creek. The
first shot was three hundred yards up a
steep mountain. The deer had seen me and
I couldn’t get any closer, so I raised the
rear sight two notches, got a rest, and hit
her square in the shoulder. It broke the
shoulder, but the little 117-grain bullet
never even went on into the chest. The deer

pitched off down the hill in a run and I
trailed her around the mountain for a half
a mile, getting three more running shots
before I got enough of those tiny bullets in
the deer to put her down to stay. That was
enough .25-35 for me for big game. Then
I went to a .45-70 trapdoor Springfield car-
bine that had been given to me by an old
stage driver. That and a case of 500-grain
infantry loads of 70 grains of black powder
and 500 of lead was a powerful rifle for a
tiny kid then, but it did the job.

I asked to join the Helena Rifle Club,
which was composed almost totally of
much older men. The club members didn’t
want a kid in the outfit, but my friend, Bill
Strong, sided with me and told them that
I would qualify, and asked if they would let
me in if I qualified expert over at the Fort
Harrison military range.

They agreed, thinking it impossible that
a skinny kid could handle a .30-06 and
qualify expert. I bought a dollar-and-a-half
Krag rifle through the N.R.A., practiced
with it, and went over the course from two
hundred to a thousand yards three times.
Then I borrowed Bill Strong’s Springfield
and shot the full course with that. When
the day came for the annual match, I man-
aged to qualify expert with three points
over, so they allowed me to join the club.

That winter, the club shot in the Nation-
al Indoor matches. They were mail order
matches. Each club shot its own and
mailed in the results. It was quite a lengthy
match and we shot for weeks. At any rate,
I wound up as high man for the Helena Ri-
fle Club using an old .22 Winchester mus-
ket I'd bought from Holder Hardware
Company for $10, and Mother loaned me
another $10 to buy a Stevens scope, which
Johnny Linder put on for me.

About this time the right side of my
neck started to abscess just below my lower
jaw. Evidently the scar tissue had formed
and healed over some burned tissue. Father
took me back to Beaudeau and Johnson in
St. Paul, Minnesota, where I spent two
weeks in the hospital. The doctors oper-
ated on my neck and removed all the
burned tissue there. It healed up and never
gave me any further trouble. Each day they
would have me up in the office, strip me,
and exhibit me to doctors who came from
New York, New Orleans, Frisco, and all
over the country. They couldn’t believe
their eyes that I had lived after such terri-
ble burns.

Father’s next project in Helena was to
buy the little store of an old Civil War vet-
eran named Grosbugge at the corner of the
Hawthorne School. We worked like troop-
ers and ran this store for about two years,
ending up with a bare living and some five
thousand on the books that we could never
collect.

While carrying the horse paper route for
the Helena Independent, my route le
down Helena Avenue to the NP depot
where my friend, Bill O’Connell, was a
night cop.
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At that time, Helena was quite a tough
town. Most of the beams that held up the
porches were studded with six-gun slugs or
bullet holes or gouges from different gun
fights. The depot area was the toughest
part of the town, and O’Connell was one of
their best men. On the corner was a wedge-
shaped saloon. There was one door in the
apex of it and a counter ran down the east
side with a break in it and then a counter
was to the left. There was a side door that
opened into the street that led down to the
fur buyers. I gave Bill his paper one morn-
ing and he says, “Elmer, things are too qui-
et over at that saloon. Ride your horse by
at a trot and see what’s going on in there,
swing around the block and come back and
let me know.”

On my saddle horse I could see over the
curtained windows, from which everything
was perfectly visible to me but not to any-
one walking along the street. Two men had
everybody lined up against the bar, one
man holding two guns on them while the
other was taking all their belongings and
putting them in a hat. I rode around the
corner, doubled back and told Bill what
was going on.

Bill says, “I’'m going in, kid. If I don’t
make it, you ride down to the saloon across
from the NP depot and tell the bartender
to give you my ten-gauge and a box of
buckshot. You come back where you can
cover both doors and keep everybody in
there until help arrives. Have the bartender
phone the police department for help.”

Bill went in the front door and as he
went in I rode alongside to see what was
going on. A man whirled around and shot
at Bill, but hit the transom over the door.
Both of them then jumped over the counter
of the bar. Everybody else fell flat on the
floor for cover.

One man raised up over the bar and
aimed at Bill, but before he could shoot,
Bill hit him between the eyes with the old
forty-five and he collapsed. The other ran
down the back bar and I yelled at Bill to
watch the opening. I don’t know whether
he heard me or not through the windows,
but anyway he swung and leveled his gun
on that opening. The other man was
crouched down low, running behind the
bar. When he crossed the opening, Bill
took him through both shoulders with the
old .45 Colt. He fell on his face, while one
leg came up in the air and stayed there.

As soon as I saw the thing was over, I
rode around to the front. Bill came out and
he says, “Elmer, go down to the depot and
have the bartender phone for the coroner,
the sheriff, and the undertaker, and bring
the dead wagon.” T did as directed.

Bill's work gun was a .45 Colt single-ac-
ion with a 5'%-inch barrel and Remington
blackpowder loads, 40 grains of black, and
250 of lead. He carried it in a shoulder hol-
ster on the left side and was a very good
man with it. @

CAN A MOTOR OIL ACTUALLY HELP
YOUR CAR LAST YEARS LUNGER?

“ATOUAKER

When you buy motor oil, you can't see it in the can. When you put it
in your crankcase, you can't watch it work. So how do you know how
good it really is?

At Quaker State, we put it in writing. We back up our quality with a
lifetime guarantee. We guarantee every new car engine against oil-
related failure for as long as you own your car and use Quaker State. To
obtain coverage and for details, write Quaker State, Warranty Depart-
ment, Oil City, PA, 16301.

And you don't have to buy a new car to benefit from Quaker State
quality. When you put Quaker State in your car—old or new— you're
putting in America’s quality motor oil. Made only from Pennsylvania
Grade Crude Oil.

STAYIN’ON THE ROAD WITH QUAKER STATE

From the editors of GUNS & AMMO:

HANDGUNS FOR HOME DEFENSE

Featuring: Choose The Right Handgun For Your Home—Learn Where, When, & How To Shoot—
Safety Tips—The Complete Home Defense Plan—and much more!
Write For Your Copies To: :

Petersen Publishing Company, Retail Sales Services 0“ “\
6725 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles, GA 90028 5

Send $2.50 check or money arder for each copy plus 50¢ handling.
California residents add 6% sales tax. All payments to be made in U.S.
currency. Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. Please print plainly and be

sure to include return address.
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