


Barcat Ski,pper 

open water, too. Alvin wanted to know how come the ducks 
weren't scared of the light. I explained that a duck or person 
can't tell how close a light is when it is on the water. It may be 
ten miles away, or it may be ten feet away. 

When it got good and dark, Alvin and I got in the little 
gunning skiff and shoved over to see if we could get those 
Christmas geese. Brandon stayed behind as the lookout. 
You see, it wasn't legal to kill ducks with a light, and if the 
law caught us, we would be in big trouble. We didn't need 
but three geese anyway. It was also good to leave someone 

onboard to holler out if we got lost. 

Alvin was sitting in the bow up by the light. I was shoving 
in the stern. I shoved and shoved. It wasn't anything to 
shove six or seven miles one way to get a shot at some ducks. 
There was some ice, but it wasn't too bad. It was a pretty 
night; just what we needed. 

Pretty soon, we came up on a raft of ducks. I had told 
Alvin to wait until he had a sure shot. But he jumped up and 
shot clean over those ducks. He diqn't have time for a 
second shot. They were gone. 

"What ails that, Alvin? You can't see can you?" I said that 
knowing I had done the same thing many a time. If you are 
not used to gunning at night with a light, it is easy to 
overshoot. "You let me have the next shot. I'll show you how 
to knock them down." 

I shoved on through the marsh. It took a while, but soon 
I could hear a good mess of geese talking. I couldn't see 
them yet so I pointed the skiff in the direction of the sound. 
We came up on one old big one. He was so close to us I could 
have cut his head off with my paddle, but I didn't wantjust 
one goose. Alvin motioned to me to shoot him but I shook 
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my head no. I knew from the sound that there were plenty 
of geese up ahead. I kept shoving. 

I was running out of open water. I still couldn't see them, 
but they were close. I shoved up through a marsh and saw a 
bank. They were up on that bank eating marsh roots. There 
must have been a hundred or two. By golly, they were loud. 
I couldn't get a clean shot at them because of that ditch 
bank. Finally, I just took a chance. I knew if I shot in their 
direction, I was bound to get some of them. Bang! I let loose 
with my old ten-gauge. Oh, did the geese scatter! We sure 
did surprise them. Alvin got out of the skiff and went up on 
the bank and found three big ones dead. He yelled back to 
me that we had our three. 

I said, "Well, that's a Christmas goose apiece; let's head 
back to the boat. Brandon is probably wondering about us 
by now." 

Alvin got back in the skiff, and I began to shove on back 
to my round sterner. We had shoved a good five miles. 
When we got about a mile from my boat, Alvin motioned to 
me to stop shoving. I stopped and looked around. 

"Look over there," he whispered. "There is a boat 
watching us. What ails that do you think?" 

I could see something dark out there, but I couldn't tell 

if it was a boat. I knew, though, that the only ones out that 
time of the night were another gunner or the law. 

"Pick up that paddle, Alvin, and shove. I think it is the 
law." 

Alvin got the paddle and shoved as hard as he could, and 
I was shoving as hard as I could. 

"He is gaining on us." Alvin said. 
"If he is gaining, he has got a motor in her, and I don't 

hear any motor," I answered. But sure enough, he did look 
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