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TRAPPING AND THE LAW
continued from last month

By Eilmer Keith, Executive Editor

In these excerpts from Hell, I Was
There!, Elmer reflects upon his early days
of hunting and trapping. Last month, we
left off where Elmer had been packing sup-
plies in to a government survey camp.

George Lamb and I were trapping
muskrats at the head of Helena Lake. I re-
member we got 88 rats, three mink, and a
skunk in the ten days. We’d broken camp
at the lake there in a little cabin, and
packed up all our fur on a packhorse, and
were heading for Lamb’s ranch. A big car
came along, stopped, and two men got out.
One each side, both were in full-length bea-
ver overcoats. At that time all the game de-
partment men and their wives had full-
length beaver coats. There was a lot of pol-
itics in the beaver industry in Montana in
those days.

One of them named Bosler came over
and he says, “You Elmer Keith?” I says,
“Yes.” He says, “You're under arrest.” I
says, “What’s that all about?”” “Oh,” he
says, ‘“‘I’ve got a warrant for you. We're go-
ing to take you up to the state game war-
den.” I says, “Okay.”

I unbuckled my sixgun and handed it
over to George. He looped it around the
fork of his saddle. Bosler rushed over and
said, “Give me that gun.” George drew it
and cocked it. He says, “Where do you
want it, Mr. Bosler? This gun was left in
my care, and all you’ll get out of it is the
contents.” They desisted, so I got in the car
with them. I asked them if I could stop and
shave, so they stopped at Lamb’s ranch, let
me shave, change clothes, and then took
me up to the state capital. Immediately

they said that I'd killed an elk and they
had half of it in cold storage.

I says, “Mister, I never done anything
that I'm ashamed of in my life. I did kill
one elk for a double survey crew and the
cook’s wife and little girl, and they ate it,
they cracked the bones for marrow, they
boiled it, and every sprig of it was eaten.”

I says, “If you’re going to prove that this
half elk you got here is mine, you can just
go ahead and hop to it.”

I phoned Dad at Winston. He was on
the warpath instantly. He got hold of the
state game warden, told him to go right
ahead. He says, “I watched Harry Morgan

Keith recalls that his first good six-
gun was a cap and ball .36 caliber
Colt, such as this 1851 Navy.

killing grouse out of season last year when
it wasn’'t necessary.” He says, “My kid
killed an elk when it was necessary to feed
people, and we’ll fight it to the last ditch
if you want it.”

So Dad came to town and we went up to
the survey office and asked Mr. Harris
what he wanted to do about it.

“I can’t be mixed up in it in any way.
You'll have to take the rap, Elmer.”

“Well,” I says, “I've no intention of tak-
ing any rap. I’ve done nothing I'm
ashamed of in my whole damn life, and I'm
not about to start in now.”

So they turned me loose, and went after
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and across the street the other way was the
post office. We rode up where we could
look into the billiard parlor. There were
curtains around the lower part of the win-
dow. Harry Morgan and another man were
playing pool. John laid his old Sharps
across the saddle, cocked it, and I fell off
my horse and went in the door. Morgan
whirled around when he saw me. He
looked like he’d seen a ghost. I called him
everything I could think of that would
make a chipmunk fight. He wouldn’t. 1
knew he had a .41 Colt in a shoulder hol-
ster and another one on his hip. I begged
him to take one hand off the billiard cue so
I could kill him, but he wouldn’t do it.

I says, “Mister, you sent word you was
going to get me if I ever came over here.
“m here now and I'm calling you publicly.
<ight or get out.” He wouldn’t fight so I
backed out while John watched him, went
over to the store and found the ranger and
I called him. He wouldn’t fight either.

We went to see some friends named Hol-
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