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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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.
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I began to realize that If 1 was going 10
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
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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 depoi
where my friend, Bill O’Connell, was a
night cop.
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