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HE great Pekan Private Preserve was 
guarded against all intruders—first, 
by square signs which, according to 

law, warned against trespass; then there was 
a pig-tight fence, seven feet high, and within 
the fence, clear around the boundary, for 
more than sixty miles, led a woods trail, 
which was followed constantly, at irregular 
intervals by park wardens who had orders 
from old Doste Pekan to “treat ’em rough 
when you get ’em!” 

Nothing suited the low-browed, wide-
shouldered guards more than the hint to 
rough up any one they caught trespassing, 
and if the justice of peace refused to hold the 
accused, at least, the black eyes and bruised 
bodies were a kind of punishment, however 
illegal. 

“I want privacy as is privacy,” old Doste 
explained his view-point. “I get all the 
crowding and jostling I can stand when I’m 
on the job. When I relax I want something to 
do that won’t be put into all the newspapers 
from Hawkins to Hades, for I’m a simple-
minded man, and all I want is to be left 
alone, when I’m leaving other folks alone.” 

No photograph of the main or outlying 
camps on the preserve had ever been 
obtained. Even the guests of the preserve’s 

facilities for entertainment were honor-
bound not to bring a camera with them, 
however much they might wish to obtain 
views of the superb mountains, the beautiful 
ponds, the lovely trail-view scenes, and the 
group-pictures of activities from the golf-
course to the hunting-chase. 

Old Doste boasted that any one who tried 
to steal photographs on his preserve would 
be lucky if he was ever found again, and as 
for the camera— why, that would most 
assuredly be the most busted up camera that 
ever did fall outside the good graces of the 
indignant maker of millions. Such was the 
situation when Mr. Rocker called in Timmy 
Prade, and said: 

“Now, Timmy! I know you think you are 
a photographer, and that you have the idea 
that they can’t get away from you, but I 
know different. Why, Timmy. I don’t believe 
you could steal an actress’s picture in the 
bright sunshine when she’s wearing a new 
sea-otter coat and pink baroques the size of 
peanuts in her ears.”  

“Eh?” Timmy bristled.  
“Sure! I know, because you’ve never 

really had any difficult photographing to do: 
if you had had, you wouldn’t be so stuck on 
yourself!” 

T 
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Timmy blinked, speechless.  
“I thought, possibly, if you had a chance 

you’d like a nice, easy job—considering 
what you think you can do.” 

Timmy’s face flushed, turned white, and 
he swallowed with violence. 

“Possibly, Timmy. I’d better call in a—
ah—free-lance!” 

You—you—you—don’t I eat ’em up?” 
Timmy demanded. “What’s—what’s—” 

“Sorry you don’t show any real 
enthusiasm for a real job,’ Mr. Rocker shook 
his head sadly. “Well, in the old days, the 
boys used to jump at a chance to try 
something difficult.” 

“Now, look here, boss— what you 
ragging me for?” Timmy choked. 

“Nothing—nothing at all! But there’s old 
Doste Pekan, bragging that there can’t 
nobody, not even Jimmy Braid—that’s what 
he remembers you as—can get him in his 
Pekan Private Preserve seclusion.” 

“Come off! 
“Sure! I know it!” Mr. Rocker grinned. 

“He’s said so to all his friends. There isn’t a 
picture of his big preserve camp to be had. 
The very best we’ve got is—let’s see.” 

Rocker brought out pictures showing the 
seven-foot fence and the good road entering 
through big stone gates and a bird’s-eye 
view from an adjacent mountain. 

“That’s all?” Timmy inquired 
thoughtfully. “Why didn’t you say so?” 

“No use.” Rocker shook his head. “The 
guards got orders to shoot anybody with a 
camera inside the fence. Mr. Pekan has gone 
up to the preserve for the fall shooting. He 
carries a gun himself, you understand. You 
know, too, that no man worth one hundred 
million dollars ever yet went to jail, much 
less was hung or electrocuted. I’m tipping 
you off!” 

“Good-by!” Timmy murmured, with 
tears in his voice. “I knew, boss, that some 
day you’d want to get rid of me, and then—

and then—” 
That was all. It was a touching farewell, 

and Timmy Prade took his departure amid an 
affecting silence. He went over to a sporting-
goods store on Broadway and met an old 
schoolmate, who had a job there, and the 
schoolmate, who had graduated at the same 
time, four years previous to the moment, 
took Timmy around the place, and refrained 
from selling him one each of everything in 
the shop. 

“Here’s what you want,” George 
declared. “as simple an outfit as possible. 
You’ll need a waterproof blanket, some 
moccasins, something to eat, and a compass 
with a luminous dial. Now, here’s a straight 
trip. The U. S. government issues maps that 
show streams, contour lines, camps, and all 
such things, and Uncle Sam especially 
mapped off old Pekan’s preserve, on account 
of him being provoked with some trust 
business or other. That map’s called the 
topographical survey, and the name of it is 
the Pickle Hill Sheet. Old Pekan’s not on 
speaking terms with Uncle Sam since then, 
because it was Pickle Hill instead of Maple 
Ridge, or Pine Grove, or some pretty name 
of a sheet. A word with you—carry a gun!” 

“I don’t want to kill—but I want to 
shoot!” 

“A gun—here’s one; a sweet little one, 
that shoots a man easy, and don’t kill him, 
except, in the eye or the heart.” 

“All right!” Timmy assented, and he 
carried away a twenty-pound bundle of 
prepared emergency rations, and pocket-
cooking outfit, and the minimum weight 
with the maximum conveniences. 

In a pale-gray suit, wearing hunting 
shoes, and carrying his pack in his hand, he 
emerged from the railroad station, twenty 
miles from the preserve, and an hour later an 
automobile stage landed him at Seaberry 
Settlement, three miles from the Pekan 
Preserve line fence, and on the main State 
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road that led to the entrance, where a sign 
said: 

 

 
 
Ten feet further on another sign read: 
 

 
 
Timmy didn’t follow the last three miles 

of State road. Instead, he cut off to the 
eastward on a rough and rocky country road, 
and disappeared in the twilight of an October 
evening. The western sky was aflame with 
roseate and fading purples and violets and 
lambent greens and flickering, leaden blues. 

Timmy, when he was a boy, had been a 
good trapper and still-hunter of gray 
squirrels, and he had killed a deer when he 
was twelve years of age, and two bears when 
he was fifteen, and after leaving school he 
had made a specialty of photographing 
reluctant millionaires, reticent statesmen, 
and beautiful women accompanied by 
heavy-sticked escorts, who were going to 
marry the ladies in due course, mostly for 
their money. 

Thus Timmy was a sportsman, graduate 
of the bloody instinct of youth, and 
courageous in the valiant heroism of young 
manhood. His wrist had once been broken by 
a mad man’s cane, and three stitches had 
been taken in his left ear, where another cane 
had split it in two. The assignment to 
photograph the proud and modest—as 
regards his picture—Mr. Pekan carried with 
it perils of a real and menacing kind. 

But Timmy stopped that night in a little 

shanty within fifty rods of the fence. It was 
just an old log-camp ruin, and he slept till 
three o’clock, when he quietly stirred out, ate 
a good beefsteak for breakfast, and half an 
hour later threw his pack over the preserve 
fence, and crawled under, where there was a 
little sag in the ground. 

He followed the trail within the fence a 
few rods, to get the feel of it under his feet, 
and then, walking noiselessly on his 
moccasins, which left no visible mark in the 
forest turf, he entered the big woods. He 
went back half a mile, by light of a good 
pocket-flash, and then sat down in the top of 
a fallen tree, wrapped his blanket around 
him, and awaited dawn. 

At the first streak of day he went back 
into the woods several miles, working his 
way up a mountain that looked down on the 
Stony Ponds, where it was said the main 
camp was located. There, on top of a rock 
ledge, lying under the overhanging scrub 
hemlocks, he studied the view with his 
binoculars. It was a pretty scene. 

The rough clearing, with the nine-hole 
golf course, had the little group of camp 
buildings at one end and a boathouse, with 
concrete dock, was at the water’s edge. The 
“Pond” itself was five or six miles long, and 
the blue outline of the preserve showed the 
one hundred and forty thousand acres to 
embrace clear to the distant horizon, where a 
blue mountain rose to splendid height. 

“That point down there,” Timmy 
remarked with keen eye, “will give a good 
bird’s-eye of the whole shebang, and the 
detail views’ll be easy.” 

From the hemlocks he worked his way 
down to the stony point covered with dense 
evergreens, and set up his four by five, with 
the telescope attachment, and picked off 
general and particular views to suit himself. 

He wasted no films. He worked down to 
the edge of the clearing, and took close-ups, 
including two of the guides carrying a canoe 
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down from a workshop. On the bow of the 
canoe was painted the word—Walloon. 
Working around through the edge of the 
woods, Timmy photographed a number of 
holes on the golf course, and caught a good 
telescopic view of Ladema Pekan, old 
Pekan’s daughter, as she addressed a ball, 
and then as she swatted it. 

“Here’s luck!” Timmy grinned, pasting 
up a reel of film which he had exposed. “It’s 
altogether too easy for a man of my 
adroitness. I wonder where the old man is?” 

Timmy circled back into the wilderness, 
and sought a convenient concealment, which 
one hundred and forty thousand acres is sure 
to afford, especially in deep woods. He sat 
down beside a beautiful boiling spring and 
proceeded to work his automatic tank-
development. He had just hung up the four 
strings of six exposures each to dry when, 
away off yonder, he heard a low, running 
bay. The sound froze him. 

“Hounds!” he gasped. “They’ve got 
hounds here—I wonder?” 

He looked around in startled wonder. 
The contingency of man-trailing dogs had 
not occurred to him. He had left his trail over 
miles of wilderness, and as he listened he 
heard them coming—and coming fast. That 
fact was cheering to him. They were coming 
faster than men could run, which indicated a 
good deal of faith in the holding qualities of 
the dogs. 

“They’ll tree me!” Jimmy muttered. 
“Then they’ll catch me; then—then they 
will—probably they will just bury me out 
here in seclusion. H-m! I always did hate 
dogs!” 

He packed his outfit as fast as he could, 
which was quickly. Then he saw by a glance 
that the drying films were out of sight. He 
scurried two hundred yards or more and 
climbed a low-limbed spruce. Fifteen 
minutes later two angry brutes snarled up to 
his tree, and started, as trained dogs should, 

to follow up through the close-set branches. 
“You sons-of-guns!” Timmy grunted, 

and he blessed his friend George of the 
sporting goods store. 

Two shots of a .22 caliber automatic 
pistol plugged down into the faces of the 
dogs. One hit the nearest brute in the corner 
of the eye and he fell flat. The other shot hit 
the further brute just behind the ear, and he, 
too, fell, broken from life. The shots made 
no more sound than the moderately loud 
breaking of a twig. 

Timmy slipped down from the tree and, 
taking a straight pigeon course, struck for a 
swamp a half-mile distant, by the map. The 
swamp was partly balsam, partly spruce, and 
there were thickets where he could not see 
fifty feet in any direction, and he was safely 
hidden, had there been only ten acres! The 
merest chance would bring discovery—
nothing else. 

Breathlessly he waited despite his 
probable escape, unless they brought more 
dogs. Nearly an hour passed, and then he 
heard shouts up where he had killed the 
dogs. He hoped they had not accidentally 
found his drying films. 

He had learned a lesson. The mid-
preserve was no place to do developing. But, 
knowing the woods, he could wait with 
patience. At the same time he looked to see 
if he had turned the key when he took the 
three pictures of the dogs; one of their 
coming, one of their climbing, and the third 
of their demise. 

“I’d liked to have stayed and 
photographed the men,” he said to himself, 
and then he swung his pack up and struck 
through the woods, back to the edge of the 
clearing. Luck was with him. The wardens 
appeared, lugging in their tracks the two 
huge brutes that had died at their duty. 

Miss Ladema ran up from her golfing 
and stared at the victims. From his hiding-
place Timmy heard her say, just as he 
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pressed the telescopic picture release: 
“I’m glad of it! I hate man-hunting 

dogs!” 
Timmy almost yelled for admiration. 

Instead, he took another picture as the 
wardens went on toward camp. Timmy spent 
the rest of the morning admiring Ladema 
from a distance. 

When she went toward the camp he 
returned to the spring, rescued his films, 
which had dried in the woods-breeze, and 
went down into his swamp, where he dined. 
His nerve was with him, for he shot a hare, 
and roasted it over a dry spruce branch fire, 
which made no smoke. He spent the 
afternoon printing from his films and fixing 
them. At dusk he cut down to the main road, 
and, climbing the fence half a mile from the 
main gate, he walked to the post-office, and 
there mailed a Sunday spread to Mr. Rocker, 
with his compliments. 

Dead tired, he slept in the tavern, and the 
following day borrowed a .22 caliber rifle, to 
cover his disguise of being a sportsman, and 
hunted red squirrels. That night he returned 
to the preserve and began the business of 
getting more photographs. There were six 
outlying camps, to which Pekan and his 
people went for recreation, ranging from 
mere lean-tos with open fires to elaborate 
little cottages. 

Two wardens at one of these camps 
supplied “life,” and as none of them were 
locked, Timmy obtained several interiors. 

“Another Sunday spread,” he grinned. 
Timmy grew reckless. Apparently the 

preserve had had only the two man-hunters 
of the canine species. No other dogs 
followed him. But he photographed seven 
wardens as they scouted through the woods, 
trying to find him. They had little show of 
finding him. He had hunted photographs too 
far and too often not to be adept in covering 
his own trail and hiding out. 

But what he wanted was Ladema and old 

Doste himself. He had been lucky on the golf 
course as regards Ladema, but golf supplied 
old Pekan with little pleasure. The old man 
carried a gun or rifle, and he wanted blood. 
That he would like to shoot a trespasser was 
to be inferred from what the preserve-
watchers said in passing. 

“I never saw that old man so rearin’, 
tearin’ mad, did you, Jake?” one asked. 

“I’ve hearn ’im with some dandies, but 
never so swearin’ an’ preachin’ mad 
before!” Jake admitted. 

Their pictures showed up beautifully in 
the snaps Timmy made of them. The 
watchers and camp servants made a good 
series of pictures for Timmy’s third spread. 
He sent them all down within the first week, 
but he wanted old Doste himself, and the old 
man escaped his vigilance. 

Timmy, traveling nights and watching 
with his camera all day, grew weary. He 
needed nine hours’ sleep, and he had had 
only four or five hours a night. He was, also, 
too successful. He grew careless with his 
weariness and his many escapes. Ladema 
seemed to be the easiest of marks as he saw 
her coming with her carbine rifle to do 
hunting on her own account. 

Stalking her through the woods, all the 
leaves having fallen, and the bright autumn 
sunshine pouring down upon her, rendered 
her a fine mark, whenever the lay of the land 
enabled him to approach, on moccasins, 
within a few yards of where she strolled 
along one or other of the cleared-out paths 
with which the preserve was crossed and 
lined. 

“Regular city girl!” he thought to himself 
as he took the second picture of the third 
dozen.” Doesn’t see a—” 

“Hands up!” a pleasant voice suddenly 
exclaimed, and he looked from his finder up 
into a rifle-muzzle that was aimed deftly at 
his own left breast. He shrank all up on the 
instant. 
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“Yes’m!” he blinked, fumbling 
nervously with his camera. “Yes’m! I beg 
pardon—I—” 

“Who are you?” she demanded coldly. 
“No. 2,648,” he blinked. “I didn’t know 

if they let you out or not.” 
“What on earth are you talking about?” 

she exclaimed. 
“I took a can of baking-powder,” he 

explained. “and I used some cornstarch 
pudding, and with my jack-knife I whittled 
the resultant express train into a great many 
different component parts, so if they don’t 
let you out, Miss 2,649, why, then, you see 
due north is the portraiture of the scenaric 
beautifies.” 

“Gracious!” she muttered, drawing away 
rapidly, “I do believe—Did you see any—
ah!—large animals roaming around?” 

“Wolves,” he nodded. “The woods are 
full of them. If it wasn’t for them I should be 
perfectly contented with you and—” 

Her face flamed, and she glanced 
nervously in various directions. 

“In that direction,” she suggested, “you 
will find no wolves. I’d hurry, if I were 
you!” 

He turned, stepped high and far, and she 
smiled with satisfaction as he passed 
between her and the sunshine. 

“He’s a lunatic!” she whispered. “He’s 
dangerous, too!” 

It was Sunday, and late that day the mail 
arrived. There were many Sunday papers, 
and when she was looking through the sepia 
engraved sections of the metropolis events, 
she came upon something that made her 
gasp. 

“Papa!” She turned to old Doste and then 
bit her lip. 

Every one on her alarm was on the 
lookout for the madman with a camera. She 
flushed as she considered what the page of 
pictures must mean. Quietly she continued: 
“I believe there’s a new family of beavers 

over on the Gunsight outlet, papa. I saw their 
tracks there this morning before—before I 
saw that lunatic.” 

“Fine!” the old man nodded. “I’m glad 
it’s a lunatic!” 

She carried the picture-spread of the 
camp views away with her. 

“He fooled me!” she choked. “I’ll see— 
Wait!” 

The following morning old Doste went 
across the lake and struck the Gunsight 
brook trail. Luck had favored Timmy. 
Timmy happened to be right over there, 
having moved camp from the vicinity of his 
meeting with Miss Ladema. 

Old Doste was an easy mark. 
He smoked, for example, and he walked 

like an elephant on dry sticks. He wore 
glasses, which fumed up in the frosty 
morning, and Timmy got him going, coming, 
standing, climbing, stumbling, and sitting 
down to rest, as well as eating his huge lunch 
and drinking from a bottle. 

Timmy Prade’s work was done. 
He retreated from the hunt with fifteen 

dozen hair-fine pictures, ranging from 
general views to choice bits of action. He 
slipped out into the free and open country 
and returned to the metropolis. He walked in 
upon Mr. Rocker and handed in the fourth 
series. This was of the camp staff, the 
preserve-watchers, and similar poses—all 
stolen, of course, except one which was at 
the park entrance, which he obtained merely 
by pretending to walk through the open gate. 
The guard strode forth and stood, looking 
handsome, for the portrait. 

“Fine—fine!” Rocker exclaimed. “That 
first spread took fine! Wish you had some of 
the old man, too.” 

“Oh, I’ve got them!” Timmy grinned. 
“Think I’ll do the enlarging myself. See—
here’s the exposures?” 

“Hi—hi!” Rocker gasped. 
“Timmy—I take it all back! You’re the 
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champion picture-stealer in the world!” 
“I don’t allow anybody to insult me, sir!” 

Timmy retorted, grinning. 
“I notice you haven’t any of Miss 

Ladema,” Rocker suggested. 
“Why, I—” Timmy began, stammering, 

but he ceased to flush as he added: “She’s a 
bird!” 

“The hardest girl to get pictures of there 
is!” Rocker laughed harshly, adding: “She 
releases, through her father’s attorney, for 
special dates. We’ve one that shows her at 
seven, another at eleven, and that’s all, 
baring copyrights, which we mustn’t use.” 

Timmy walked out. Something stirred 
his tungsten-hardened soul. He had stolen so 
many pictures that it seemed incredible he 
should fall down on a mere matter of 
conscience. On the other hand, he had been 
repeatedly insulted by Rocker, and it was 
perfectly true that there could be no climax 
to the series of spreads without poses by the 
sprightly Miss Ladema. In other words, his 
honor was calling both ways on the question 
of the pictures that contained the 
unoffending daughter of the very offensive 
old Doste Pekan, who had so long defied the 
makers of pictures. 

Timmy packed his camera up-town, 
walking far. He had, in his pocket, a weight 
that hurt his soul. He could spread across 
three pages, with only the most moderate 
razor-sharp enlargements; Miss Ladema 
hunting, paddling, meditative, in a jovial 
mood, indignant (for he had caught her while 
he pleaded insanity), admiring the scenery, 
leaping a spring-moist bog—whole strings of 
film were destined to be wasted if he listened 
to his conscience. 

On the other hand, he wasn’t sure which 
was his conscience and which wasn’t; to 
whom must he make answer? To his jeering 
employer, or to Miss Ladema? Where was 
the stronger beckoning; it made him angry 
just to think with what scorn the young 

woman would regard the very idea that he 
had any so-called finer feelings. 

He cursed his predicament, and a vision 
of Mr. Rocker, on the one hand, and Miss 
Ladema, on the other, left him with dry lips. 
He swore several oaths, and drew the 
envelope full of films from his pocket, 
sealed it, and tenderly placed nine cents in 
stamps on the upper right hand corner. With 
his soft lead pencil he addressed the 
envelope to the young woman. 

Then, in spite of the jeopardy—perhaps 
because of the danger—in such a course, he 
went and had the best gin-rickey he could 
find in town. Not being certain which gin-
rickey was the best one, he made certain by 
obtaining one of each known to fame. 

Two days later he gazed with 
wonderment at his image in the looking-
glass on the wall. How could so small, so 
insignificant, so entirely trifling a brow hold 
behind it such enormity of sensation and 
emotion? He didn’t know, and it was entirely 
beyond his powers to concentrate 
intelligently upon the question. 

When he went down-stairs his landlady 
handed him an envelope, in the upper left-
hand corner of which was the significant 
return address: 

 
MARNWICK AND BOSSLING, 

Attorneys. 
 
“Good Lord!” he choked, “old Pekan’s 

attorneys! What—what’d I do with those 
darned pictures?” 

He fled with the letter up to his room. 
For an hour he strove to gain courage to 
open the thick-sheeted summons. Perhaps it 
was his ticket and commitment to Sing 
Sing—that kind could do anything to a poor 
devil. He opened the envelope with a sudden 
burst of desire to know the worst. 

A thin, beautiful bit of bond paper stung 
his sensitive finger-tips, and he opened it, to 
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read, with amazement: 
 

DEAR MR. PRADE: 
By order of Miss Pekan, we enclose 

herewith prints from films you submitted to 
her for approval which meet her approbation 
and publication of which she permits in the 
series which you have made of the Pekan 
Private Preserve.  

Respectfully yours, 
MARNWICK AND BOSSLING. 

 
Timmy blinked and turned to the prints. 

They were beautifully made, and he 
recognized the handiwork of the Pruytal 
Galleries, than which none could be better. 
Also, the selection was as good as he himself 
could have made. 

“The son-of-a-gun!” Timmy grinned. 
“The old boy’s a good loser, though, isn’t 
he? Sure. Mike—and she’s a bird! Just like I 
said—she’s a bird!” 

 


