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UST hand me out the twelve-gauge 
and the canvas vest with the 
cartridges in it; I’m going to go with 

Jean back into the hills to look for some 
grouse for to-morrow’s dinner.” 
 At the tent door, inside which his 
companion on their trip into the Rainbow 
River country, Glenister Drayne, was lazing 
away an afternoon that had promised well, 
then turned rainy, then had cleared, Prentice 
Ingram stooped. A half yawn greeted him; 
then the gun was poked out through the flap 
and the vest followed. Ingram slipped the vest 
over his dun sweater, broke the gun, put two 
shells in, snapped it shut, murmured his thanks 
to the idler inside, turned to face smiling Jean 
Duplay, his brown beard crinkling with 
pleasure over the enjoyment his employers 
were having. The trip had been an easy one 
for Jean. Ingram hunted mostly with his 
camera, naturalized, botanized, fished a little; 
Drayne had days and days of languor, 
followed by intense fits of the hunting fever. 
Already Jean had guided him to the 
acquirement of several fine trophies—a lordly 
moose-head, the skin of a giant brown bear, 
several fine deer. These, duly packed, woods-
cured, had been sent in by boat down the 
Rainbow and they were to follow in a few 
days, by way of the river, through Lake 
Nepischaling, to their outfitting place, 

Randele. Ingram’s specimen-cases were well 
filled; his photographic-plates about all used, 
with many really desirable pictures secured. 
 Three weeks before they had gone up 
Big Pike River from Nepischaling, followed 
that stream far into the back country, then 
portaged into a tiny stream that brought them 
into the Rainbow, which in turn was bringing 
them back to the lake again. It was in 1906 
and they were in unorganized territory far, far 
beyond the usual tourists’ and campers’ 
regions of Ontario or Quebec. The late 
September weather was glorious, sparklingly 
crisp o’ nights, pleasant during the brief days. 
This was young Drayne’s first big hunt; 
Ingram was a veteran with both gun and 
camera. 
 “Drayne,” Ingram called, a shade of 
annoyance coming over his face as he 
stooped, took up a leaf and rubbed at a soiled 
place on the butt of the gun, “why don’t you 
fix that pipe of yours? It leaks nicotine at the 
joint in the stem and you get it on your fingers 
and then onto everything you touch.” 
 “Never mind, Pren,” Drayne laughed; 
“a little tobacco tar won’t hurt an old smoker 
like you.” 
 Still wiping disgustedly at the gun’s 
stock, Ingram turned away from the tent and 
the snug little nook under the river’s bluffs 
where they had been camped for the past two 
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days. A moment later and he and Jean were 
trudging up the slope, back from the river, 
toward the moderate hills. Jean had another 
shotgun, his own, that had been used many 
times for securing grouse, ducks, and other 
small game for the pot on the trip. They 
considered they were out of the big game 
regions and therefore were not careful about 
hunting near the camp. A few more camera 
studies of small game, a bit of fishing over the 
big springs for the grandfather trout of the 
lake, and they would turn their backs upon the 
out-of-doors for the year and their faces 
toward the big city. 
 Although Ingram and his veteran guide 
appeared to go carelessly, yet the habitual 
caution of the woodsman was on them and 
they breasted the slope toward the crest of the 
rise that culminated a mile inland in a sharp 
hill with the eager, silent tensity of the man of 
the outer spaces. It was here that Ingram, out 
botanizing the day before, had put up birds 
among the beeches, where they had been 
feeding on the well-flavored nuts that give to 
the grouse its ultimate tang of perfection when 
broiled before a wood fire. 
 A glorious cock bird hurtled out from 
the brush at their feet and rocketed it in the 
effort to top the crest and whisk over it. Jean, 
amused, stood at “ready” while Ingram 
snapped his gun to his shoulder, swung in on 
the bird, pulled. 
 At the crack of the gun the bird 
collapsed in mid air, as if an invisible hand 
had reached out and plucked it down. Jean’s 
mouth was open to applaud the deft shot, 
when a tremendous crash from the group of 
little hemlocks at the hill’s knife-edge crest 
was followed by a lumbering, perilous charge 
from a towering, antler-fronted monster, 
whose snorting challenge as he came told of 
his rage. 
 Coming so silently up-wind, expectant 
of the grouse, stalking them or rather their 
feeding ground, as carefully, almost as if 

trailing big game, they had blundered onto a 
surly old bachelor moose, driven from the 
herd, morose, ugly. And Ingram, shooting at 
the first grouse they had seen, had shot into 
the clump of hemlocks where the old solitary 
had been either hiding or awaiting their 
coming in that belligerent silence that the 
ostracized male moose, deposed from 
leadership by a young bull, at times affects. 
 Without blenching, Ingram fired again, 
right into the face of the oncoming terror. The 
futile bird-shot but angered the old fellow the 
more. His forefeet upreared, he came down on 
the place where the hunter had been, but 
Ingram, keeping his head, had leaped aside. 
The moose, turning broadside, made as if to 
follow, when Jean cuddled his gun to his 
shoulder, fired, almost pointblank, into the 
side of the great animal. Like a stricken 
bullock the moose collapsed, his legs doubling 
beneath him, his body crashing to the earth. In 
the single moment of complete quiescence and 
before the animal could kick or recover, Jean 
coolly stepped closer still and fired the other 
barrel, at a distance of a few feet, into the 
moose’s neck, crushing the vertebra with the 
impact of the shot clustered and centered upon 
one spot. 
 Ingram, his finely molded, clean-
shaven face, white, but his arm still steady, 
had his gun reloaded now and came to Jean’s 
side, his gray eyes snapping with excitement 
and the remnant of a fear that will grip the 
best nerved men when danger is overpast. 
 “What did you shoot, what kind of a 
load, out of a shotgun to knock an old, crazy 
moose off his feet like that?” Ingram 
demanded, his wonder growing as he noted 
the gaping hole in the carcass that still 
quivered and the bloody torrent that spouted 
from the wound. 
 “Regard, monsieur,” and Jean took 
from his pocket a good shell and his knife. 
With the knife he nicked the shell all around, 
behind the wads over the powder. Ingram, still 
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puzzled, watched. Placing the shell in the gun, 
Jean said: 
 “Eet is the cut shell, la, la.” with a 
smile of placid triumph; “now, eef I that 
triggair pull, the whole end the shell, she go 
out, pouf, bam! like to a bullet. Eh, what could 
stand eet before?” 
 “But it would burst a gun-barrel,” 
Ingram protested. 
 Jean’s shoulders went up in a shrug of 
unconcern. 
 “Only use heem in moments of 
dangair, monsieur; not lightly. And only in the 
bore cylinder of monsieur’s shotgun. In the 
bore choke she jams, she blows up the barrel, 
eh? But in the bad pinch, when no other way 
is out, when one has the shotgun, where one 
should the rifle have, theese shells, she may be 
used. Always when we are in the countree for 
the big game, if I go with the shotgun for 
small games, I keep one cut shell, in the right 
barrel, cylinder bore, for such dangair.” 
 He broke the gun, handed Ingram the 
cut shell, calmly cut another for himself, 
inserted it in his gun. 
 They inspected the moose. Ingram had 
seen too many head of big game down and in 
front of his camera to waste any time over a 
dead moose of itself. The patchy coat of the 
old rogue, the splintered antlers, told their 
story. The animal was of little worth as a 
specimen. The hide, tanned, would be good 
for Jean Duplay for domestic uses. Ingram so 
indicated and Jean agreed to come for the hide 
later that day. After some further talk they left 
the carcass and went on to finish their bird 
hunt. Some parts of the meat might cook up 
well—after much stewing. 
 “And regard, monsieur,” Jean insisted 
as they passed that way, bound toward the 
camp, with a fine bag of juicy birds, “the cut 
shell, she is not to be shot unless in a moment 
of great dangair. At close range she stops 
a’mos’ afreyt’ing, like a cannon.” 

 At the camp they found Drayne sitting 
before the tent, on his heels, skipping bits of 
shale over the pool. His slender, finely corded 
corduroy suit, dun soft hat with bright flies 
snugged into its band, high-topped, waterproof 
shoes, became him well. 
 “Ho, hum,” he yawned as they 
approached, putting one well-formed hand up 
to cover his mouth that was overarched with a 
small, well-turned mustache of dark brown. 
His brown eyes rolled back into his head as he 
gaped; the yawn exposed a set of fine, even 
teeth. 
 “I’d get out of here to-day, but for one 
thing,” Drayne said petulantly as Ingram came 
to show him the birds, while Jean went to 
build up the fire from the coals among its 
ashes. “and that is that I’ve seen a pretty girl. 
While you were away a canoe came down and 
went toward the lake. In it were an old trapper, 
with some furs, and a girl. I’ll bet his 
daughter. What a pretty one! Black hair, red 
cheeks, and dressed in Indian toggery, 
although she was a white.” 
 “One of the habitants from the back 
country going in for supplies before the season 
closes in, I suppose.” said Ingram. 
 “They stopped a while and I gave the 
old man some tobacco and managed to get the 
girl apart for a bit of a flirtation. She was not 
averse, Ingram, I tell you that. She told me 
that her father was going in to Randele and 
she was going to stay at some place along the 
lake, where there are some Indians or breeds, 
and visit with them until her father comes 
back and picks her up. I mean to look her up 
when we get into the lake. Don’t care how 
long we remain. The girl’s name is Varlane.” 
 Ingram stepped over to Jean, laid the 
birds down for the guide to dress, and then 
walked thoughtfully back to Drayne’s side and 
sat down beside him. 
 “You better not chase after that girl, 
Drayne,” he said gravely. 
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 “Why not?” And the younger man 
skipped another stone. 
 “What can it lead to? You are a 
married man—” 
 “Well, what of it?” 
 “I’ve been coming up here for years 
now. I know these people. They are good. I 
know who that girl is: Paul Varlane’s Marie. 
Her mother’s dead. She’s all her father’s got. I 
took it for granted when you asked to come 
with me that you would behave like a 
gentleman. So far, I’ve had nothing to 
complain of; you’ve been a good camp fellow, 
taken your share of the hard knocks. I hope 
you’ll see this matter of Marie as I do.” 
 Drayne skipped another stone, 
yawned, got up without saying anything and 
went into the tent. A stolid indifference 
seemed to have dropped, like a curtain, 
between the two men. 
 Later Jean went up the hill after the 
skin of the moose. Drayne, off for trout, was 
not back when Duplay returned. 
 “I do not tell the young monsieur of 
the cut shell,” Jean told Ingram, who was busy 
carding some butterflies, “the young monsieur 
is not of judgment the best with firearms, 
monsieur. Pardon that I thus seem to make 
critique of one who employs me, to anothair, 
but so it is.” 
 “I know what you mean, Jean,” said 
Ingram, nodding his head; “he is careless with 
other things besides firearms, too. Tell him 
about the cut shell and he’ll blow his arm off 
trying for fun. He’s a nervy fellow, but 
heedless.” 
 Next morning, as they raced through 
the white water that was the chute above the 
last big pool before the river entered the lake, 
Drayne, turning his head, between paddle dips 
made in guiding their canoe, flashed at 
Ingram: 
 “You’re right about that French 
Canuck beauty; I’ll not bother her.” 
 Ingram breathed more freely after that. 

Drayne’s reputation as a woman’s man had 
come to him dimly in the city; but like the 
average man, he had paid little attention to 
such talk. He knew Drayne was happily 
married, had seen his pretty wife at the 
Woodscraft Club’s reception. So he was glad 
that the male flirt’s passing fancy was 
exorcized, as it seemed. 
 The next day they spent over the big 
springs at the lake’s head. The huge trout 
lying there, ambushed at the river’s mouth, 
were well fed and full of fight. They rolled up, 
struck, came in fighting with tigerish vigor. It 
was easy to catch what they wanted and what 
Jean wanted for salting down for his use after 
they came to Randele. At this point of his 
yearly trips Ingram always gave Jean the 
remainder of the salt he carried for curing 
hides, let the old guide use some empty kegs 
that he would have sunk in the lake and 
buoyed against the autumn need for salt trout 
for winter use. It gave opportunity for much 
good fishing and he had no compunctions 
about taking the fat, lazy trout in large 
numbers then, as they were far, far out, and 
every ounce of them was used for food. 
 Their camp for the fishing was at the 
river’s mouth, on the lake shore, there sandy, 
clean. Ahead of them the lake heaved its 
waves and sparkled in the drowsy warmth of a 
bit of summerlike mildness thrust into the 
oncoming chill with grateful insistence. About 
a mile distant from their camp a low, narrow 
spit jutted from the lake’s left shore. Beyond 
that, still, a column of smoke marked where 
the camp of the Indians was, at which Marie 
Varlane was staying. 
 They had an early supper. That over, 
the fish cleaned and brined, Drayne stepped 
into one of the canoes, began to paddle off 
toward the right shore of the lake. 
 “I believe I’ll go for a little trip to kill 
the hours until time to turn in,” he said. 
 Ingram nodded. He was on his back, 
smoking, just his shoulders and head propped 
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against a tree bole. 
 “Regard, monsieur,” said Jean as 
Drayne’s canoe began to seem small in the 
tranquil distance, “as we feeshed, about noon, 
I saw near the spit,” waving his hand toward 
it, “some mallards. Often you have said: ‘Jean, 
I weesh I had picture of mallards sleeping.’ 
Now is the time.” 
 Together they discussed ways and 
means. Jean added his knowledge of wild life 
to that of Ingram and the naturalist brought to 
bear his technical skill as a photographer of 
wild things. 
 “We can fix it like this,” Ingram said: 
“I can go over there to-morrow morning early, 
find out where they go in for the night. Then, 
during the day, I can put up the camera, going 
onto the spit from the other side, so as not to 
alarm them by going directly from the water 
toward the place they sleep. The camera set, 
the flash-light in place, I can paddle quietly 
around after dark to-morrow night, set off the 
flash and I may get the picture. I can trail a 
cord out through the bushes for the flash, to let 
it off and one to open the shutter.” 
 A light wind sprang up a couple of 
hours after dark, drifting Drayne back from 
the lake’s expanse into the shifting 
illumination their fire made as it flickered 
toward embers. 
 The younger man made no comment 
as he came to land. Soon he had settled 
himself for the night; then Ingram turned in 
and the guide last of all. 
 Drayne pleaded lack of interest in the 
fishing next day, right after breakfast. 
 “Caught so many yesterday I’m sick of 
the sight of them,” he offered in explanation; 
“I’m going down-lake to explore a little creek. 
Found it there in the evening. I’ll be back, 
maybe, before noon.” 
 Soon he was gone, taking one canoe. 
After he had been gone a while, Ingram 
paddled for the spit. Drayne was well out of 

sight by then. 
 Rounding the spit, Ingram hugged the 
shore. He found it to be quite two hundred 
yards long, narrow all the way from shore to 
lip, but indented about half-way of its length, 
until there it was almost cut off so that its 
outer end was all but an island. It was into this 
tiny inlet that the ducks had paddled each 
night to sleep on the quiet water of the 
miniature lagoon. 
 The mallards, alarmed at Ingram’s 
wary-approach, sailed out of the little strait to 
the lake on the side of the spit toward the 
camp. Ingram, intent on them and how to 
circumvent their timid vigilance, brought the 
camera, set it up, focused it on the bit of clear, 
open water in the sheltered nook, where the 
camera’s eye could overlook the desired spot. 
He set the flash-light, inserted the plate, 
arranged the shutter, ran the cords back into 
the low shrubbery to the desired distance to a 
small tree, the only one of the spit. When he 
had made sure that all was as he wanted it, he 
started for the canoe again. Then and then 
only, did he begin to give that attention to 
other things than the securing of a good 
picture of the mallards and noticed that the 
sand on the spit, in between the smaller 
growth, was padded and marked with the 
prints of the feet of some large animal. At the 
edge of the water-he saw the tracks plainly— 
those of a very large bear. Smaller tracks, as 
of cubs, he saw, too. 
 Ingram felt no fear for the safety of his 
camera, as it would retain the man-scent and 
so repel a blundering bear, even if the 
appearance of the strange thing did not. There 
was the chance that the bear might set off the 
flash-light and shutter by stepping on the 
strings, but that chance he had to take. 
 All arranged to his satisfaction, Ingram 
circled the spit again and paddled back to fish 
with Jean again. On his way in he looked for 
Drayne, but he was not in sight. 
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 Upon approaching camp, Ingram saw 
that Jean had company. A strange canoe was 
drawn up; Duplay was sitting on a log, 
smoking, and with him was a Montagnais 
breed, a slight, wiry fellow, with the extreme 
cheek-bones of his tribe. 
 “Regard, monsieur,” said Jean, “this is 
Jim Pike, of the camp down the lake where 
Marie Varlane is, while her father is in to 
Randele to trade. He tells me that if you were 
to set your camera at such and such a place on 
the ridge back from the lake, you could 
pictures get of a great bear, who, with her 
cubs, comes every night along the left side the 
lac to feesh, hein.” 
 Jim Pike began his story. Ingram 
listened with the grave courtesy that made the 
men of the woods like him so well. 
 “The big brown bear is on our totem; 
we could not kill her,” Jim Pike said, referring 
to his tribal creed. Some of the tribes will not 
kill certain animals, unless in self-defense. 
 Ingram nodded his comprehension. 
 “And this M. Drayne?” inquired Jim 
Pike, as if casually, “is he a man of familee?” 
 “Oh, yes, he is married,” said Ingram, 
seeing that the Indian had a reason for asking. 
 “Oh, so,” puffing out a great cloud of 
smoke from a new pipeful. 
 He asked in particular as to the setting 
of the camera for the mallards, told of his own 
experience in guiding a camera-hunter in other 
years, then warned Ingram that the huge 
brown bear had been seen at times on the spit 
where the camera was set and went away, 
leaving a trail of tobacco-smoke after, him as 
if he had been a steamer, instead of a man in a 
canoe. 
 It was near sundown that Drayne, a 
thunder-cloud on his brow, came paddling 
back, to find Ingram and Jean fishing, a great 
lot of trout heaped in the middle of the canoe 
between them. 
 “I’d like a word with you apart,” he 
said to Ingram when, the canoes in at the 

camp, Jean had gone to get salt for the trout. 
 Ingram walked apart with the other. 
Off to one side of the camp, fifty paces, 
Drayne wheeled on Ingram with: 
 “What did you want to tell that breed, 
Jim Pike, that I was married for?” 
 “I told the truth, didn’t I?” came the 
steady reply. 
 “Yes,” angrily, “as far as that goes. 
But it’s made me a lot of damned trouble. I 
met that girl, Marie, again—quite by accident, 
you will understand. She made up to me and 
I—well, I flirted with her all yesterday 
afternoon and this morning.” 
 “Yes?” with a rising note of anger. 
 “Oh,” and the handsome face was 
overcast with passion’s disfiguring signals, “to 
think of a common breed throwing me, 
Glenister Drayne, out of a frowzy Indian 
camp—” 
 “Well, Drayne, he’s the girl’s uncle 
and responsible to her father for her—” 
 “And you—you—had to meddle! I’ll 
be glad when I get in to Randele and am on 
my way home. I’ll be away from a sneak, a 
coward, a hound, like you.” 
 “Careful or I’ll repeat what Jim Pike 
did to you—” 
 Drayne flung away into the woods, 
muttering. 
 Ingram went slowly back to the camp. 
It had been a very painful experience for him. 
It was the first time he had taken with him into 
the woods a man who had failed to measure 
up to man-size and the incident had pained 
him very much. He, too, would be glad to get 
to Randele, to see the last of Drayne, now that 
the other had shown his true colors. 
 Arrived at the camp, Ingram sat down 
on a log, smoked, thought. Presently Jean 
announced that the supper was ready. Ingram 
was thinking whether to call Drayne or not 
when, to his surprise, the other walked calmly 
out of the bushes and came in, whistling a low 
tune. Drayne went at once to Ingram and, 
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extending his hand, said in a low voice: 
 “Forgive me, old man; I know I’m in 
the wrong. I’m going to forget the pretty half-
breed girl. Let’s go to supper.” 
 Overjoyed at this sudden shift, not 
disposed to inquire too deeply into it, Ingram 
returned the hand-clasp warmly. At the best it 
meant complete restoration of their friendship; 
at the worst that they could keep up an 
appearance of concord until they got out of the 
wilds, perhaps home again. 
 After supper Ingram explained to 
Drayne his plans for the night. He told him of 
the mallards, of the bear tracks, of the offer of 
Jim Pike to put him in the way of getting a 
chance for a picture of the old bear and her 
cubs. Drayne seemed to be at his ease. He 
joked, asked questions as to where Ingram 
was going to land, made a tentative offer to go 
along and help. 
 “No; I want no one with me,” Ingram 
said, “mallards are light sleepers and that 
whole flock would sail out into the open lake 
at the least sound. The old bear, ramping 
around there, probably has stirred them up 
often enough as it is.” 
 “Hein, that old ba-ir,” said Jean; 
“better the monsieur take the rifle. It would be 
awkward on her to stumble in the night, 
monsieur.” 
 “All right, Jean, put the rifle in the 
canoe for me,” said Ingram, continuing his 
smoke. 
 The fire had died down. The stars had 
come out. The wind, a bit cool now, was 
wiping the last of the day’s warmth out of the 
spaces between the sky and the water. Off, 
down-lake, a loon laughed sleepily; an owl 
hooted. Drayne, too, was smoking his pipe. 
 “I guess I’ll go now,” said Ingram. 
 “Be careful for the rifle,” cautioned 
Jean. 
 “I’ll go down and shove you off.” said 
Drayne, heartily. 

 “Thanks,” said Ingram, pleased at this 
hint of helpfulness from the man he had 
thought so short a time before to be mortally 
offended at him. He got up and went toward 
the canoe. 
 Ingram noted that a gun was ready in 
the end of the canoe nearest shore. As 
cautioned, he stepped over it carefully. As he 
did so, he saw that Drayne was not with him. 
He was about to get out, thinking Drayne had 
been shunted from his self-imposed role of 
helpfulness by a return of pique, when he saw 
the other striding through the gloom. 
 “Don’t get out; I’ll shove you off,” he 
called. “I stopped to knock out my pipe and 
lace my shoe that had come undone.” 
 Ingram went into the forward end of 
the canoe, grasped the paddle. He felt himself 
shoved off, swung on the paddle, spun the 
canoe, called a word of good-by and went 
silently into the night. 
 Setting his course by a big, low-lying 
star, Ingram soon came to the point of the spit. 
Quietly he rounded it, skirted its out-thrust 
length until he came to the place where he had 
landed to set the camera. Then he got quietly 
out, pulled up the canoe, got ready to crawl 
through the low stuff growing there to the 
place where the pull-off strings were. He 
thought he heard a slight noise out ahead of 
him and that made him think of the bear and 
that, in turn, of the rifle. He searched with his 
hand in the canoe for the gun, found its 
muzzle, started at the unfamiliar shape of it, 
sensed what it was, drew it toward him 
carefully. It was the shotgun! 
 Could Jean have made such a mistake 
as to send him out where he was liable to run 
onto a bear with cubs, and with only a shotgun 
to defend himself with? 
 For proof he had the shotgun in his 
hand. 
 He listened. All was silent. The wind 
had gone down. The lake was quiet. 
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 Then he laughed at his fears. Then he 
sat down on the end of the canoe, broke the 
gun, felt that there were shells in it. And he 
kept getting the reek of some odor that was 
familiar, yet whose meaning eluded him. 
 At one moment he was impelled to lay 
the gun down and go spring the flash-light 
without further delay. Then the caution of 
years and years of woods ranging made itself 
felt. Instead, he lifted the shell out of the right 
barrel, drew out his knife, nicked the shell as 
well as he could in the dark and thrust it back 
into place again, snapped the gun shut, threw 
on the safety and began to crawl toward the 
pull-off cords. 
 The familiar work, the calls upon 
muscle and brain in doing it, wiped out the 
shreds of uneasiness from his mind and heart. 
Soon he was where he could hear the soft 
quacking that a group of mallards will indulge 
in, even long after dark in the fall, when the 
urge to go South is on them and they, perhaps, 
are talking over the coming trip. At last he 
came to the little tree, the only one on the spit, 
where the cords ended. He felt about, found 
the strings. His eyes, sharpened by the gloom, 
made out the things he needed to take account 
of, fairly well. 
 Ingram breathed an inward wish that 
the mallards were in the center of the open 
space of the tiny bay, where he had the camera 
focused. Then, half straightening up, to 
observe what appeared in the flash’s flare, he 
laid the shotgun down, took a string in each 
hand, and—pulled! 
 “Boom! Swusssssh!” 
 For a single tense second Ingram saw 
the group of mallards stand out before the 
camera and to one side, about fifty feet before 
it, was the great mother bear. The flash died; 
the mallards, blinded, panic-struck, squattered 
about, then were silent. A tremendous growl 
from the bear, then a high-pitched squall that 
Ingram knew was from a frightened cub, came 
to his ears, almost together. He stepped hastily 

to one side, to be away from the spot where 
the old bear had seen him, and in doing so, 
stepped on to something soft, that yielded 
under his heel, that cried like a child. Ingram 
stooped, by good luck, grasped the shotgun 
again. 
 “Woof!” 
 The old bear, snarling, came toward 
him, hurtling through the dark with all the fury 
and fighting spirit of five hundred pounds of 
outraged motherhood. Ingram threw off the 
safety as he straightened partly up and 
sidestepped, just in time to avoid the deadly 
rush. 
 “Woof!” And again the cubs squalled 
in panic-fear. 
 She had turned, agile as a cat and was 
coming back. Ingram saw her bulk up-reared 
between him and the low-hanging stars that 
enrimmed the horizon out beyond, realized 
that on that little sand spit, in the darkness, she 
had him at vantage: that he could not get to 
the boat. He took the chance and, without 
raising the shotgun, fired from the hip as he 
often had done snap-shooting woodcock in the 
tag-alders. 
 “Bang!” 
 The roar of the gun split the night. 
Ingram reeled aside, leaped, was in the canoe, 
leaving the old bear to thrash to death in the 
bushes and the cubs to squall. One shove 
placed him out in the lake, free of peril. Then 
he sat down and thought. 
 The shotgun! How came it where the 
rifle should have been? But for knowing the 
trick of the cut shell he would have died! 
 He felt it over, and again to him came 
the repulsive reek. He laid the gun down and 
paddled furiously for the camp. 
 It was Jean who greeted him at the 
strand. 
 “Monsieur,” he cried, “are you safe? 
For why you take the shotgun when I once 
have the rifle put out for you? I heard the 
boom, it is not the snap of the rifle, but the 
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boom of the shotgun. I look; the rifle, she is in 
the tent.” 
 “Jean,” said Ingram quietly, “bring me 
the rifle, if you are sure you did not place the 
shotgun in my canoe.” 
 The rifle procured, the lantern’s rays 
focused on it, Ingram went over it, smelling. 
Then he handed the shotgun to Jean and asked 
him to smell. Then the rifle, pointing out the 
grip as the place to be smelled. 
 “Nik-o-teen!” said Duplay. 
 “Yes, Jean. Call the young monsieur.” 
 Drayne, protesting, came blinking out 
into the circle of light, to find Ingram, seated 
on the log-end, menacing him with a rifle, 
whose muzzle wavered not. 
 “Drayne,” he said with quiet finality, 
“when you offered to shove me off as I was 
leaving for the spit, a dirty plan came into 
your mind to get even with me for balking you 
in your pursuit of that little Varlane girl. Don’t 
interrupt me now or this gun may go off! 
 “You lagged behind to get the shotgun. 
When I was engaged in getting the paddle 
ready and in seating myself and thought you 
were bending over to grip the bow of the 
canoe to shove me off, you really were taking 
out of the canoe the rifle Jean put there and 
substituting therefore the shotgun, in which 
you made sure were two shells loaded with 
bird-shot. You figured that I might run into 
that old she-bear, with her cubs, get cornered 
and shoot her with the bird-shot enough to 
enrage her to a point where she’d make 
mincemeat of me. And that then you would be 
even with me and no one ever would be the 
wiser. But you left a smear of nicotine on the 
grip of that shotgun and also on the rifle and I 
managed to kill the bear and escape. 
 “Now you get into the spare canoe; we 
can get in without it. Jean will give you 
rations enough to last you on the way in to 
Randele. Take your paddle and go. If you do 
that, in order that no scandal may come to 

Marie up here, in the society that will judge 
her, I’ll keep quiet at home about this, so your 
wife will never know of it. You deserve no 
consideration whatsoever. Now, go!” 
 
 If you ever go into the studio where 
Ingram makes his matchless wild-life pictures 
for the magazines, you will see an 
enlargement, framed, of a group of mallard 
ducks, sleeping. And if you are more than a 
superficial observer, you will be able to make 
out, in the masses of heavy shadows near the 
side of the picture, the looming bulk of a bear, 
upreared, her teeth bared in a snarl. And glued 
to one corner of the frame is a twelve-gage 
shotgun shell, of which the front half is 
missing. And if you ask Ingram what it is, he 
will tell you that it is his most successful night 
flashlight picture of wild-life and the shell is a 
cut shell. But more he will not tell you. I had 
to get this story from Jean Duplay and he 
stipulated that I change some of the names. 
 
EDITOR’S NOTE 
 
In the matter of a “cut shell.” we wish to call 
the reader’s attention to the following facts, 
submitted by Mr. Gilbert. This data will 
definitely dispose of any doubts cherished by 
the amateur sportsman or the lay reader on the 
possibility of turning a shotgun into a deadly 
weapon for big game by means of the cut 
shell. 
 Mr. Gilbert read an article in one of the 
sporting papers, about 1894 or 1895, telling 
how the cut shell could be worked. “I made 
the experiment,” he writes us, “expecting to 
get my head blown off the first time, but 
nothing untoward happened. Within the next 
few years I shot at least two hundred cut shells 
out of that gun, and when I sold her, in 1899, 
she did not rattle in the breech or show any 
signs of wear. But she was a specimen gun.” 
 The cut shell is, of course, an 
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emergency resort, and should not be employed 
except to stop a charging bear or moose, in the 
event a man, hunting small game with a 
shotgun, should be caught. In no case should 
this emergency shell be shot from an inferior 
gun or from a barrel in the least choke-bored. 
 The author writes that he has put a 
hole with a cut shell through both sides of an 
oak barrel on the other side of a river. On 
another occasion he and a friend shot one of 
the shells through the 1/16-inch iron sheathing 
of a powder-house door. But this sort of shell 
is not accurate like a rifle-ball, though they 
may go straight for a long distance. Now and 
then this shell may burst when fifty feet from 
the muzzle of the gun, and cover the landscape 
and the gunner with its “innards.” 
 Like all emergency methods, the cut 
shell is not for everyday use, but there can be 
no question either of its possibility or its 
effectiveness. 
 In the October issue of In Field and 
Stream, R. P. Holland contributes an 
experience that bears out the testimony of our 
author. Holland and an experienced hunter had 
encountered, some years ago on a riven goose-
pit in Canada, a man armed with “a cylinder 
bore, 26-inch barreled ‘brush’ gun of a 
standard make.” Holland and his companion 
were both amused to find a man thus fitted out 
“to shoot Canada geese in the month of 
December.” But let Holland tell his own story: 
 “A bunch of eleven geese showed, 
coming from the west, high up. They tumbled, 
then circled us wide, all of them clucking to 
the call of our live decoys, which we had 
tethered around the profiles. Out over the river 
they went, and headed back only to alight in 
the water. They floated down a ways, rose, 

and came up the bar not six feet off the sand. 
It looked like a slaughter, but they dropped 
down before they got within the killing circle, 
and after walking around a little they 
proceeded to sit down and go to sleep. We 
talked it over. Nothing to do but wait. We 
waited, but nothing happened. Finally the old-
timer reached over and got the little cylinder 
bore and began taking the shells out of the 
magazine and barrel. ‘What are you going to 
do?’ I asked him. ‘Either whop one of them 
geese or scare them out before another drove 
comes along and falls into them instead of 
decoying to us.’ With that he took out a shell 
loaded with chilled 2s, and proceeded to cut it 
in two where the wads separate the shot and 
the powder. He then spread the crimp so that it 
would fit tight in the breech of the gun and 
inserted the first half of the shell. He shoved 
this on with the powder end, closed the gun, 
and sat there grinning. ‘That will sure make 
them step.’ And then he added: ‘If you fellows 
will just watch now, I will show you one thing 
a cylinder-bored gun is good for.’ 
 “We watched as he rose to shoot. For 
an instant he hesitated, then up came the necks 
of the geese as they located him, and the deed 
was done. We distinctly saw that half a shell 
hit the frozen sand-bar about ten feet this side 
of the geese, as though it had been a single 
bullet. From there the shot spread like a fan. 
Three geese flapped on the bar unable to rise, 
and a fourth fell back out, after the flock had 
risen into the air. Now, I can step a yard, and 
from those dead geese to the pit was ninety 
good steps. Our cylinder-bore friend confided 
in me about a month ago that he had been 
trying this stunt ever since, and as yet he had 
never killed anything.” 

 


