Every scope made by Redfield carries
with it a written lifetime limited
warranty. That should tell you
something about the way we make
our scopes.

For one thing, it plainly states that we
have complete confidence in our new
one-piece tube construction — a
strong new design that renders our
scopes fog-proof by eliminating the *
potential leak paths found in
conventional screw-together tubes.

Redfield’s outer fube is now machined
from a single piece of High strength,
aircraft quality aluminum alloy. The one-
piece design eliminates another common
problem of screw-together tubes —
their fendency to snap when dropped
or bumped where threading has
weakened them .

There are other things that contribute
to the long life of a Redfield, like
internal parts that are machined and
hand-fitted by master technicians.

But we leave nothing to chance.
Before a Redfield scope ever gets out
the door, it is tested on a recoil
machine at 1200g acceleration forces,
and subjected to a hydrothermal bath
in a final check for leakage.

If you're an average hunter, you
probably won’'t be able to wear out
one of our scopes in a lifetime of
hunting. That means you and your
Redfield will be together for a lot of
years . .. and isn't it nice to know that
if you should ever need it, that lifetime
warranty will still be just as good as it
was the day you bought your scope?

For a complete 1983 catalog of
Redfield products, send §1.00 to
Redfield Company, 5800 E. Jewsll
Avenue, Denver, Colorado 80224,

REDFIELD==

a member of the Brown Group, Inc.

Now there's a Redfield
for everyone!
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Dear Elmer Keith Fans:

Literally hundreds of you have written
letters and sent beautiful cards, all ex-
pressing your concern and best wishes for
Elmer’s well being and return to good
health.

Every card and letter has been read to
him or we are in the process of reading
some to him each day.

The walls of his room at Capital Care
Center in Boise, Idaho, are lined with
these cards. He has had numerous
chuckles from some of the letters and is
interested in the voices of concern and
best wishes you have all sent. One well-
wisher told him that he hoped he would
recover and live another forty years to
which Elmer groaned, “Oh no!” His
grandson, Gregor, said, “That’s all right
Grandpa, you would only be 124.”

As his family, we are truly apprecia-
tive to this concern shown by all of you
and we want you to know that these
letters add a real bright spot to his day.

Our heartfelt thanks,

Lorraine, Ted and Betty Keith

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 3, entitled,
“Ranch Life.” In these paragraphs, Elmer
recalls his early days in Montana.

e e A S e R )
THERE WERE ALWAYS GUNS

AROUND...

B During these years I experimented with
every type of gun I could get, sixguns and

rifles as well. My first good sixgun was a

By Elmer Keith, Executive Editor

Colt .36 Navy; the second, .32-20 Single
Action Colt. I kept a record for three years
and killed 41, 43, and 42 blue grouse with
that sixgun alone in the three seasons. Af-
ter killing three deer and an elk with the
.32-20, I found out it was much too small
for my purpose. Before I started punching
cows in earnest and fighting brones, I got
hold of a good .45 caliber 5%-inch Single
Action Colt. That gun with 40 grains of
Remington black powder loads and 250
grains of lead, did the business. It would go
into an old cow’s skull and back into her
neck and would stop anything.

i
Keith used Sharps rifles extensively
in his early years. Here, he and his
brother display a day’s hunting re-
sults where Elmer bagged his buck
with a .44-105-520 Sharps Creedmoor.

AN %

I corresponded a lot at that time with
Chauncey Thomas of Denver who was
then a writer for Qutdoor Life. Outdoor
Life was published at that time in Denver
under John McGuire. Harry, McGuire’s
boy, was associate editor. Later the maga-
zine went to Minneapolis and Harry
McGuire ran it there, and still later was
bought by New York interests and moved
to its present location in New York.

I bought several Sharps rifles off of
Chauncey Thomas and he taught me a
great deal about loading and sizing shells.

continued on page 14
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j Accuracy Got You Over A Barrel?

MCGowen Rifle Barrels
OFFERING:

« Precision barrels, of unmatched quality control, for your present rifle. Accuracy guaranteed to safisfy.
= Convert your sporter into a tack driving varmint gun.

» Custom rifles built to your specitications.

* Any kind of riflesmithing.

« Order the barrel of your choice, or send $1.00 for list

McGowen Rifle Barrels Send $1.00 for list. Dept. 4GA Rt. 3. St. Anne, Iii. 60964
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continued from page 12

He was an old westerner and a very fine
friend. Between him and shooters Waldo
P. Abbott, and Samuel Fletcher, as well as
Sam Russell, I had most excellent instruc-
tors in rifle and pistol shooting.

I bought an 18-pound Sharps off J.D.
(O’Meara, who was then chief of police, and
also head of the guards at the Homestake
Mine at Lead, South Dakota. O’'Meara told
me it was Hank Water’s old buffalo rifle
that he’d used throughout the hide-hunting
days in the Dakotas, Montana and Wyo-
ming. It had killed a pile of buffalo. The
bore was bad and O'Meara had bought a
blank that would make up into an 18-
pound rifle from Bannerman. Bannerman
at that time had a bunch of these old heavy
.45 caliber Sharps blanks on hand. He did
a good job on it. He said there was one
tight place in the barrel and he lapped that
out. He sent me a target with five shots in
one hole at 40 yards. I gave him $18 for the
big rifle. It was too heavy to pack on the
side of the saddle, so I lugged it home from
Winston across the fork of my saddle on a
brone. First I bucked him out, and then
had the rifle handed up to me.

Mother was at the ranch at the time,
Dad and my brother being away selling
sewing machines. I loaded up a batch of
ammunition and sighted it for 100 yards,
using 100 grains of soft coal and a heavy
card wad and a quarter-inch of deer tallow
and then the paper patch bullet. It shot ex-
ceptionally well. Tt would stay under an
inch and sometimes I'd get five shots in
one ragged hole at 100 yards.

That weekend Father came out from
town in his old Ford and said that a local
businessman, Andy Tomchek was having
a big turkey shoot at Montana City. Mon-
tana City at that time was barely a railway
station along with Tomchek’s big dance
hall. Dad proposed we go over there, so we
drove over to Montana City in his old
brass-mounted Ford. We arrived just be-
fore lunch and I got into three matches.

The match was a six-inch bullseye at 200
yards, ten shooters at four bits apiece, and
nearest-the-center takes the turkey. They
were shooting off a car fender, having
parked it across the road. A buffalo robe
was piled between the fender and the hood.
They’'d lay down partly on the running
board and shoot thataway. There were sev-
eral Springfields from the Helena Rifle
Club, along with Krags, Winchesters, Re-
mingtons, and about everything you could
name, about 50 shooters on deck.

Not liking their makeshift rest, I shot
prone with my Springfield, lying down in
the muddy road, as it had just had a hard
rain. I was in the black with three shots,
but somebody beat me each time. Then we
had lunch. In the afternoon Mother says,
“Why don’t you try the old Sharps?”

I said, “I don’t know where to shoot at
200 yards. I'm sighted at 100.” So I asked

continued on page 16
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continued from page 14

the officials if they’d allow me three shots
to sight the old Sharps. They were all inter-
ested in the big gun and wanting to see how
it would perform, so they told me to go
ahead. I got a beer case from Andy Tom-
chek and a saddle blanket out of the back
of Dad’s Ford and laid on the case and laid
down in the middle of the road. I jacked up
the front sight to about what I thought
would be right, set the set triggers, put the
pinhead at the bottom of the black, and
touched her off. One of the other shooters,
Ross Degan was lying, half reclining, on
the hood of this car on the buffalo robe
where he’d been shooting. He was just
about on a line with the muzzle of the big
Sharps. When the gun went off, Ross’s
plug hat fell in the mud, he dropped his ci-
gar, and staggered back holding both ears
from the concussion. The boy at the target
marked my shot just above the black.

Eimer Keith was quite a bronc rider
in his youth. This photo of him was
taken in 1922 in Claysoil, Montana.

I proceeded to lower the vernier sight,
held exactly the same again, and shot again
and I was just the same distance below the
bullseye. Having made notes as to where I
had the sight set each time, I split the dif-
ference. The next shot was a pinwheel.
They shot off seven turkeys that afternoon.
I took them all with the old .45-100-550
Sharps and my homegrown loads.

My brother Si was quite a ladies’ man.
Father bought him a Ford to take the girls
to dances and socials. My pals, Ed and
George Lamb and I weren’t interested in
girls in the least. All we were interested in
were guns and broncs. If we'd hear of a
horse that couldn’t be rode, we’d ride 50
miles to take a setting at him. Likewise we
were always experimenting with guns. One
election day at Winston there was quite a
crowd there. Ranchers had all come in for
the election. One of them, Con Sweeny had

, continued on page 18
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continued from page 16

a new Stetson hat he’d just bought. Out in
the middle of the street there was quite a
crowd and he started kidding George and
I. He said, “What are you two kids always
wearing them old .45s for? You can’t hit
anything with them. You can’t even hit my
new hat.”

He sailed it straight up and George and
I drew at the same time and shot when it
was just about at the height of its throw.
Down came the hat. One .45 had hit the
edge of the brim, split it clear to the sweat
band, and cut through both sweat bands.
The other one had punctured the brim and
put two holes through the crown of the
hat. Con took one look at it, and threw it
aside. I took another look at it and had
another thought. I says, “George, that will
make awful good wads for our cap-and-ball
sixguns.”

I wadded it up and stuffed it in the sad-
dle bags, later to be soaked in tallow and
have wads cut out of it to put on top of
powder before we seated the round ball in
our cap-and-ball guns. Con never kidded
us anymore about being able to shoot with
those old sixguns.

TRAPPING AND THE LAW
I ran a trap line from our ranch
around over past a neighbor’s place down
Beaver Creek to the bridge, and then on to
Winston. Another man ran down Beaver
Creek with his trap line, clear down to
Stadler & Kaufman’s old home ranch on
Meets the extreme anti-knock needs of B> ' the Missouri River. He was always kidding
s ol e capsion HElg me about packing a gun to shoot bobcats
engines. - = *

: | in the traps. I found it was easier to shoot
‘ f;g r% ‘Z‘ﬁfggnﬁife : , _ the cats in .the chest, so it come out the rear
oo T _ ] end, than it was to club them. Coyotes I'd
wasn'tthers before.  f . co . S tap on the nose, stun them, and stomp
: | them behind the foreleg with my boot heels
and not have any holes in the hides. But
bobcats were a different thing. Sometimes
you’d catch them by a hind foot on a long

chain and they’d fight a buzz saw.
' - One day this trapper that worked down
_ $8.00 per 42 oz. can—SUPER 104+$10.50 per 16 oz. can Beaver Creek came staggering into Win-
ANE BOOST CORP. *Box 271148 Dept. GA-83 +Dallas TX 75227 ston. On the left side of his face the cheek
: o L - L was cut and was lying down on his throat
and you could see all his teeth on that side.
His left ribs were all bare and his intestines
showing in one place and one arm was bad-
ly chewed. We asked him what had hap-

The patented Mag-Na-Pori® process assures pened. He had caught a big bobeat in a #3
the gun owner of a smooth incision of exact Victor trap, an old trap. He picked up an
dimension. There is no damage to the metal old black birch to kill it with, and black
surrounding the ports; no machine marks, as birch are notorious for rotting in a year or
would be the case subsequent to a drilling so after they lay on the ground. He batted
operation. The finish is similarly protected, the cat over the head with it, and the stick
as it is blended into the metal exposed by the broke and the cat jumped and nailed him,
erosion process during the EDM operation. got him down, and he really chewed him

INSIST ON THE ORIGINAL up. The trap came all apart at the first
o0t Faforiatian jump the bobcat made. So we put him on

A g m . ask your dealer or write: the first train that Catlin flagged to go to
.'uq' m 30016 South River Rd. Helena and he spent a month in the hospi-

. Cl :
ARMS, INC. M;,i:ﬁ] &?i, i“.;'ﬁﬁ%? tal. He came back pretty badly scarred on

" (US. Patent No. 3808943) the left side of his face, and a much wiser
continued on page 20
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continued from page 18

man. That fall I noticed he was packing a
six-shooter when he started trapping. I
used to kid him, asking him why he packed
a sixgun to shoot bobcats.

The first bobcat I ever trapped was in
the Spokane hills north of Helena when we
were still living at 1012 Billings Avenue. I
was a little shaver, and learned a valuable
lesson about that breed of kitties. I had a
trap pen built against a fir tree right on the
edge of a ledge. Behind the tree it dropped
off down to another ledge and successive
ledges down into the canyon. I'd rocked up
side walls, covered it all with fir boughs
and I'd stapled the chain, a rather long
chain about six feet long, to a root of the
tree, and then covered it all with fir nee-
dles. I had a snowshoe rabbit in the back
of the pen for bait and the trap covered
with fir needles in the mouth of the pen.

I'd run it every weekend and as often as
I could get away from school. It was quite
a hike. So when I ran the trap, the pen was
all torn to pieces. I didn’t see any sign of
a chain or a thing, and no sign of the cat.
I kneeled down and started digging at the
root of the tree where I’d stapled the chain
to see if it was still there. When I uncov-
ered it, bless Moses, the chain was still
there, and it extended over the ledge! Like
a fool I peeked my head over the ledge.

There sat the cat three feet below me.
With one snarl he was in the air. T threw
myself backwards, jerked the .45, and shot
at the same time. The old cat landed on my
chest. My bullet had gone up through his
neck and through his spine and he was all
done. But it taught me a lesson about bob-
cats . . . they will fight. He was a big bobcat
and, because he was my first, I had a rug
made of him.

Later at the ranch at Winston we had
lots of bobcats, and I trapped a lot of them.
I had one set on the hill back of the cow
barn. One night my brother and I were
milking cows and we heard the doggoned-
est cat yowl I've ever heard in my life. It
apparently came from a little point of rocks
about a quarter of a mile from the barn.
My brother said it was a lion. I'd never
heard a lion holler and I didn’t know. It
was no scream or shriek like a woman. It
sounded like an old tom cat on the back
fence magnified several times.

The next morning I took my rifle, as T
wanted to run my traps on the hill anyway,
and went up there. There had been a foot
of wet snow and the only tracks I could
find on the hill were those of a pine squir-
rel, a snowshoe rabbit, a few grouse, and
one enormous cougar following my trail
from one trap to another. I had caught a
bobeat in one, not a very big cat, and the
pen was torn to pieces and the cat was
dead. The lion had killed him. Evidently
the cougar didn’t like bobcats. He hadn’t
eaten him, though, and I saved the hide
and sewed up the fang holes.

Continued Next Month



