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"Love!' he sneered ... 'T thought you'd say that.'™
"In the evenings sometimes I read while Jerry whittled"
"This then was Jerry's house-party—!"

""Have pity, Jerry,' she whimpered"

PARADISE GARDEN

CHAPTER 1

THE GREAT EXPERIMENT

It might be better if Jerry Benham wrote his own memoir, for no matter how
veracious, this history must be more or less colored by the point of view of one
irrevocably committed to an ideal, a point of view which Jerry at least would insist
was warped by scholarship and stodgy by habit. But Jerry, of course, would not write
it and couldn't if he would, for no man, unless lacking in sensibility, can write a true
autobiography, and least of all could Jerry do it. To commit him to such a task would
be much like asking an artist to paint himself into his own landscape. Jerry could
have painted nothing but impressions of externals, leaving out perforce the portrait
of himself which is the only thing that matters. So I, Roger Canby, bookworm,
pedagogue and student of philosophy, now recite the history of the Great Experiment
and what came of it.

It is said that Solomon and Job have best spoken of the misery of man, the former the
most fortunate, the latter the most unfortunate of creatures. And yet it seems strange
to me that John Benham, the millionaire, Jerry's father, cynic and misogynist, and
Roger Canby, bookworm and pauper, should each have arrived, through different
mental processes, at the same ideal and philosophy of life. We both disliked women,
not only disliked but feared and distrusted them, seeing in the changed social order a
menace to the peace of the State and the home. The difference between us was
merely one of condition; for while I kept my philosophy secret, being by nature
reticent and unassertive, John Benham had both the means and the courage to put
his idealism into practice.

Life seldom makes rapid adjustments to provide for its mistakes, and surely only the
happiest kind of accident could have thrown me into the breach when old John
Benham died, for I take little credit to myself in saying that there are few persons
who could have fitted so admirably into a difficult situation.

Curiously enough this happy accident had come from the most unexpected source. I
had tried and failed at many things since leaving the University. I had corrected
proofs in a publishing office, I had prepared backward youths for their exams, and
after attempting life in a broker's office downtown, for which I was as little fitted as I
should have been for the conquest of the Polar regions, I found myself one fine
morning down to my last few dollars, walking the streets with an imminent prospect
of speedy starvation. The fact of death, as an alternative to the apparently actual, did
not disconcert me. I shouldn't have minded dying in the least, were it not for the fact
that I had hoped before that event to have expounded for modern consumption
certain theories of mine upon the dialectics of Hegel. As my money dwindled I was
reduced to quite necessary economies, and while not what may be called a heavy
eater, I am willing to admit that there were times when I felt distinctly empty.
Curiously enough, my philosophy did little to relieve me of that physical condition,
for as someone has said, "Philosophy is a good horse in the stable, but an arrant jade
on a journey."

But it seems that the journeying of my jade was near its ending. For upon this
morning, fortune threw me into the way of a fellow who had been in my class at the
University, who was to be my deus ex machina. No two persons in the world could
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have been more dissimilar than "Jack" Ballard and I, and yet, perhaps for that reason,
there had always been a kind of affinity between us. He was one of the wealthiest
men in my class and was now, as he gleefully informed me, busily engaged clipping
coupons in his father's office, "with office hours from two to three some Thursdays."
Of course, that was his idea of a joke, for it seems quite obvious that a person who
gave so little time to his business had better have kept no hours at all. He greeted me
warmly and led me into his club, which happened to be near by, where over the
lunch table he finally succeeded in eliciting the fact that I was down to my last dollar
with prospects far from encouraging.

"Good old Pope!" he cried, clapping me on the back. "Pope" was my pseudonym at
the University, conferred in a jocular moment by Ballard himself on account of a
fancied resemblance to Urban the Eighth. "Just the man! Wonder why I didn't think
of you before!" And while I wondered what he was coming at, "How would, you like
to make a neat five thousand a year?"

I laughed him off, not sure that this wasn't a sample of the Ballard humor.
"Anything," I said, trying to smile, "short of murder—"

"Oh, I am not joking!" he went on with an encouraging flash of seriousness. "Five
thousand a year cool, and no expenses—Ilivin' on the fat of the land, with nothin' to do
but—"

He broke off suddenly and grasped me by the arm.

"Did you ever hear of old John Benham, the multi-millionaire?" he asked. I remarked
that my acquaintance with millionaires, until that moment, had not been large.

"Oh, of course," he laughed, "if I had mentioned Xenophon, you'd have pricked up
your ears like an old war horse. But John Benham, as a name to conjure with, means
nothing to you. You must know then that John Benham was for years the man of
mystery of Wall Street. Queer old bird! Friend of the governor's, or at least as much
of a friend of the governor's as he ever was of anybody. Made a pot of money in
railroads. Millions! Of course, if you've never heard of Benham you've never heard of
the Wall."

I hadn't.

"Well, the Benham Wall in Greene County is one of the wonders of the age. It's nine
feet high, built of solid masonry and encloses five thousand acres of land."

Figures meant nothing to me and I told him so.

"The strange thing about it is that there's no mystery at all. The old man had no
secrets except in business and no past that anybody could care about. But he was a
cold-blooded proposition. No man ever had his confidence, no woman ever had his
affection except his wife, and when she died all that was human in him was centered
on his son, the sole heir to twenty millions. Lucky little beggar. What?"

"I'm not so sure," I put in slowly.

"Now this is where you come in," Ballard went on quickly. "It seems that inside his
crusty shell old Benham was an idealist of sorts with queer ideas about the raising of
children. His will is a wonder. He directs his executors (the governor's one of six, you
know) to bring up his boy inside that stone wall at Horsham Manor, with no
knowledge of the world except what can be gotten from an expurgated edition of the
classics. He wants him brought to manhood as nearly as can be made, a perfect
specimen of the human male animal without one thought of sex. It's a weird
experiment, but I don't see why it shouldn't be interesting."

"Interesting!" I muttered, trying to conceal my amazement and delight.

"The executors must proceed at once. The boy is still under the care of a governess.
On the twelfth of December he will be ten years of age. The woman is to go and a
man takes her place. I think I can put you in. Will you take it?"

"T?" I said, a little bewildered. "What makes you think I'm qualified for such an
undertaking?"

"Because you were the best scholar in the class, and because you're a blessed
philosopher with leanings toward altruism. A poor helpless little millionaire with no
one to lean on must certainly excite your pity. You're just the man for the job, I tell
you. And if you said you'd do it, you'd put it over."

"And if T couldn't put it over?" I laughed. "A growing youth isn't a fifteen-pound shot
or a football, Ballard."

"You could if you wanted to. Five thousand a year isn't to be sneezed at."

"T assure you that I've never felt less like sneezing in my life, but—"



"Think, man," he urged, "all expenses paid, a fine house, horses, motors, the life of a
country gentleman. In short, your own rooms, time to read yourself stodgy if you like,
and a fine young cub to build in your own image."

"Mine?" I gasped.

He laughed.

"Good Lord, Pope! You always did hate 'em, you know."
"Hate? Who?"

"Women."

I felt myself frowning.

"Women! No, I do not love women and I have some reasons for believing that women
do not love me. I have never had any money and my particular kind of pulchritude
doesn't appeal to them. Hence their indifference. Hence mine. Like begets like, Jack."

He laughed.

"I have reasons for believing the antipathy is deeper than that."

I shrugged the matter off. It is one which I find little pleasure in discussing.
"You may draw whatever inference you please," I finished dryly.

He lighted a cigarette and inhaled it jubilantly.

"Don't you see," he said, "that it all goes to show that you're precisely the man the
governor's looking for? What do you say?"

I hesitated, though every dictate of inclination urged. Here was an opportunity to put
to the test a most important theory of the old Socratic doctrine, that true knowledge
is to be elicited from within and is to be sought for in ideas and not in particulars of
sense. What a chance! A growing youth in seclusion. Such a magnificent seclusion!
Where I could try him in my own alembic! Still I hesitated. The imminence of such
good fortune made me doubt my own efficiency.

"Suppose I was the wrong man," I quibbled for want of something better to say.

"The executors will have to take their chance on that," he said, rising with the air of a
man who has rounded out a discussion. "Come! Let's settle the thing."

Ballard had always had a way with him, a way as foreign to my own as the day from
night. From my own point of view I had always held Jack lightly, and yet I had never
disliked him—nor did I now—for there was little doubt of his friendliness and
sincerity. So I rose and followed him, my docility the philosophy of a full stomach
plus the chance of testing the theory of probabilities; for to a man who for six years
had reckoned life by four walls of a room and a shelf of books this was indeed an
adventure. I was already meshed in the loom of destiny. He led me to a large
automobile of an atrocious red color which was standing at the curb, and in this we
were presently hurled through the crowded middle city to the lower part of the town,
which, it is unnecessary for me to say, I cordially detested, and brought up before a
building, the entire lower floor of which was given over to the opulent offices of
Ballard, Wrenn and Halloway.

Ballard the elder was tall like his son, but here the resemblance ceased, for while
Ballard the younger was round of visage and jovial, the banker was thin of face and
repressive. He had a long, accipitrine nose which imbedded itself in his bristling
white mustache, and he spoke in crisp staccato notes as though each intonation and
breath were carefully measured by their monetary value. He paid out to me in cash a
half an hour, during which he questioned and I replied while Jack grinned in the
background. And at the end of that period of time the banker rose and dismissed me
with much the air of one who has perused a document and filed it in the predestined
pigeonhole. I felt that I had been rubber-stamped, docketed and passed into oblivion.
What he actually said was:

"Thanks, I'll write. Good afternoon."

The vision of the Great Experiment which had been flitting in rose-color before my
eyes, was as dim as the outer corridor where I was suddenly aware of Jack Ballard's
voice at my ear and his friendly clutch upon my elbow.

"You'll do," he laughed. "I was positive of it."

"T can't imagine how you reach that conclusion," I put in rather tartly, still
reminiscent of the rubber stamp.

"Oh," he said, his eye twinkling, "simplest thing in the world. The governor's rather
brief with those he doesn't like."



"Brief! I feel as though I'd just emerged from a glacial douche."
"Oh, he's nippy. But he never misses a trick, and he got your number all O.K."
As we reached the street I took his hand.

"Thanks, Ballard," I said warmly. "It's been fine of you, but I'm sorry that I can't
share your hopes."

"Rot! The thing's as good as done. There's another executor or two to be consulted,
but they'll be glad enough to take the governor's judgment. You'll hear from him
tomorrow. In the meanwhile," and he thrust a paper into my hands, "read this. It's
interesting. It's John Benham's brief for masculine purity with a few remarks (not
taken from Hegel) upon the education and training of the child."

We had reached the corner of the street when he stopped and took out his watch.

"Unfortunately this is the Thursday that I work," he laughed, "and it's past two
o'clock, so good-by. I'll stop in for you tomorrow," and with a flourish of the hand he
left me.

Still dubious as to the whole matter, which had left me rather bewildered, when I
reached my shabby room I took out the envelope which Ballard had handed me and
read the curious paper that it contained.

As I began reading this remarkable document (neatly typed and evidently copied
from the original in John Benham's own hand) I recognized some of the marks of the
Platonic philosophy and read with immediate attention. Before I had gone very far it
was quite clear to me that the pedagogue who took upon himself the rearing of the
infant Benham, must himself be a creature of infinite wisdom and discretion. As far
as these necessary qualifications were concerned, I saw no reason why I should
refuse. The old man's obvious seriousness of purpose interested me.

"It is my desire that my boy, Jeremiah, be taught simple religious truths and then
simple moral truths, learning thereby insensibly the lessons of good manners and
good taste. In his reading of Homer and Hesiod the tricks and treacheries of the gods
are to be banished, the terrors of the world below to be dispelled, and the
misbehavior of the Homeric heroes are to be censured.

"If there is such a thing as original sin—and this I beg leave to doubt, having looked
into the eyes of my boy and failed to find it there—then teaching can eradicate it,
especially teaching under such conditions as those which I now impose. The person
who will be chosen by my executors for the training of my boy will be first of all a
man of the strictest probity. He will assume this task with a grave sense of his
responsibility to me and to his Maker. If after a proper period of time he does not
discover in his own heart a sincere affection for my child, he will be honest enough to
confess the truth, and be discharged of the obligation. For it is clear that without
love, such an experiment is foredoomed to failure. To a man such as my mind has
pictured, affection here will not be difficult, for nature has favored Jerry with gifts of
mind and body."

Everywhere in John Benham's instructions there were signs of a deep and corroding
cynicism which no amount of worldly success had been able to dispel. Everywhere
could be discovered a hatred of modern social forms and a repugnance for the
modern woman, against whom he warns the prospective tutor in language which is
as unmistakable as the Benham Wall. It pleased me to find at least one wise man who
agreed with me in this particular. Until the age of twenty-one, woman was to be
taboo for Jerry Benham, not only her substance, but her essence. Like the mention of
hell to ears polite, she was forbidden at Horsham Manor. No woman was to be
permitted to come upon the estate in any capacity. The gardeners, grooms,
gamekeepers, cooks, house servants—all were to be men at good wages chosen for
their discretion in this excellent conspiracy. The penalty for infraction of this rule of
silence was summary dismissal.

I read the pages through until the end, and then sat for a long while thinking, the
wonderful possibilities of the plan taking a firmer hold upon me. The Perfect Man!
And I, Roger Canby, should make him.

CHAPTER 11

JERRY

With Ballard the elder, to whom and to those plutocratic associates, as had been
predicted, my antecedents and acquirements had proven satisfactory, I journeyed on
the twelfth of December to Greene County in the Ballard limousine. A rigorous watch
was kept upon the walls of Horsham Manor, and in response to the ring of the



chauffeur at the solid wooden gates at the lodge, a small window opened and a red
visage appeared demanding credentials. Ballard put the inquisitor to some pains,
testing his efficiency, but finally produced his card and revealed his identity, after
which the gates flew open and we entered the forbidden ground.

It was an idyllic spot, as I soon discovered, of fine rolling country, well wooded and
watered, the road of macadam, rising slowly from the entrance gates, turning here
and there through a succession of natural parks, along the borders of a lake of
considerable size, toward the higher hills at the further end of the estate, among
which, my companion told me, were built the Manor house and stables. Except for
the excellent road itself, no attempt had been made to use the art of the landscape
gardener in the lower portion of the tract, which had been left as nature had made it,
venerable woodland, with a well-tangled undergrowth, where rabbits, squirrels and
deer abounded, but as we neared the hills, which rose with considerable dignity
against the pale, wintry sky, the signs of man's handiwork became apparent. A hedge
here, a path there, bordered with privet or rhododendron; a comfortable looking
farmhouse, commodious barns and well-fenced pastures, where we passed a few men
who touched their caps and stared after us.

"It's lucky you care nothing for women, Canby," said Mr. Ballard crisply; "this
monastic idea may not bother you."

"It doesn't in the least, Mr. Ballard," I said dryly. "I shall survive the ordeal with
composure."

He glanced at me, smiled and then went on.

"Except for the presence of Miss Redwood, who goes today, the new regulation has
been in force here for a month. The farmers and gamekeepers are all bachelors. We
have an excellent steward, also a bachelor. You and he will understand each other. In
all things that pertain to the boy he is under your orders. Questions of authority
where you differ are to be referred to me."

"I understand. I am not difficult to get on with."

My employer had described to me thoroughly but quite impersonally all the
conditions of his trust and mine, but had made no comments which by the widest
stretch of imagination could be construed into opinions. He gave me the impression
then as he did later that he was carrying out strictly the letter of his instructions
from the dead. He had a face graven into austere lines, which habit had schooled into
perfect obedience to his will. He might have believed the experiment to which he was
committed a colossal joke, and no sign of his opinion would be reflected in his facial
expression, which was, save on unimportant matters, absolutely unchanging. Nor did
he seem to care what my own thoughts might be in regard to the matter, though I
had not refrained from expressing my interest in the project. My character, my
reputation for conscientiousness, my qualifications for the position were all that
seemed to concern him. I was merely a piece of machinery, the wheels of which he
was to set in motion, which would perform its allotted task to his satisfaction.

The road soon reached an eminence from which Horsham Manor was visible, a fine
Georgian house set handsomely enough in a cleft of the hills, before which were
broad lawns that sloped to the south and terminated at the borders of a stream which
meandered through a rocky bed to the lake below. Wealth such as this had never
awed me. John Benham with all his stores of dollars had been obliged to come at last
to a penurious philosopher to solve for his son the problem of life that had baffled the
father. So intent was I upon the house which was to be my home that I caught but a
glimpse of the fine valley of meadow and wood which ended in the faint purplish
hills, beyond which somewhere was the Hudson River.

It was evident that our arrival had been telephoned from the lodge at the gate, for as
the machine drew up at the main doorway of the house a servant in livery appeared
and opened the door.

"Ah, Christopher," said my companion. "Is Mr. Radford about?"
"Yes, sir. He'll be up in a minute, sir."

"This is Mr. Canby, Christopher, Master Jeremiah's new tutor."
"Yes, sir, you'll find Miss Redwood and Master Jerry in the library."

We went up the steps while the aged butler (who had lived with John Benham)
followed with the valises, and were ushered into the library, where my pupil and his
governess awaited us.

I am a little reluctant to admit at this time that my earliest impression of the subject
of these memoirs was disappointing. Perhaps the dead man's encomiums had raised
my hopes. Perhaps the barriers which hedged in this most exclusive of youngsters
had increased his importance in my thoughts. What I saw was a boy of ten, well
grown for his years, who ambled forward rather sheepishly and gave me a moist and



rather flabby hand to shake.

He was painfully embarrassed. If I had been an ogre and Jerry the youth allotted for
his repast, he could not have shown more distress. He was distinctly nursery-bred
and, of course, unused to visitors, but he managed a smile, and I saw that he was
making the best of a bad job. After the preliminaries of introduction, amid which Mr.
Radford, the steward of the estate, appeared, I managed to get the boy aside.

"I feel a good deal like the Minotaur, Jerry. Did you ever hear of the Minotaur?"
He hadn't, and so I told him the story. "But I'm not going to eat you," I laughed.

I had broken the ice, for a smile, a genuine joyous smile, broke slowly and then
flowed in generous ripples across his face.

"You're different, aren't you?" he said presently, his brown eyes now gravely
appraising me.

"How different, Jerry?" I asked.
He hesitated a moment and then:
"I—I thought you'd come all in black with a lot of grammar books under your arms."

"I don't use 'em," I said. "I'm a boy, just like you, only I've got long trousers on. We're
not going to bother about books for awhile."

He still inspected me as though he wasn't quite sure it wasn't all a mistake. And then
again:

"Can you talk Latin?"

"Bless you, I'm afraid not."

"Oh!" he sighed, though whether in relief or disappointment I couldn't say.
"But you can do sums in your head and spell hippopotamus?"

"I might," I laughed. "But I wouldn't if I didn't have to."

"But /'/l have to, won't I?"

"Oh, some day."

"I'm afraid /never can," he sighed again.

I began to understand now. His mind was feminine and at least three years
backward. There wasn't a mark of the boy of ten about him. But I liked his eyes. They
were wide and inquiring. It wouldn't be difficult to gain his confidence.

"Are you sorry Miss Redwood is going?" I asked him.
"Yes. She plays games."
"T know some games, too—good ones."

He brightened, but said nothing for a moment, though I saw him stealing a glance at
me. Whatever the object of his inspection, I seemed to have passed it creditably, for
he said rather timidly:

"Would you like to see my bull pup?"

It was the first remark that sounded as though it came from the heart of a real boy. I
had won the first line of entrenchments around Jerry's reserve. When a boy asks you
to see his bull pup he confers upon you at once the highest mark of his approval.

I only repeat this ingenuous and unimportant conversation to show my first
impression of what seemed to me then to be a rather commonplace and colorless
boy. I did not realize then how strong could be the effect of such an environment.
Miss Redwood, as I soon discovered, was a timid, wilting individual, who had brought
him successfully through the baby diseases and had taught him the elementary
things, because that was what she was paid for, corrected his table manners and
tried to make him the kind of boy that she would have preferred to be herself had
nature fortunately not decided the matter otherwise, and chameleon-like, Jerry
reflected her tepor, her supineness and femininity. She recounted his virtues with
pride, while I questioned her, hoping against hope to hear of some prank, the
breaking of window-panes, the burning of a haystack or the explosion of a giant
cracker under the cook. But all to no purpose.

So far as I could discover, he had never so much as pulled the tail of a cat. As old
John Benham had said, of original sin he had none.

But my conviction that the boy had good stuff in him was deepened on the morrow,
when, banishing books, I took him for a breather over hill and dale, through wood
and underbrush, three miles out and three miles in. I told him stories as we walked



and showed him how the Indians trailed their game among the very hills over which
we plodded. I told him that a fine strong body was the greatest thing in the world, a
possession to work for and be proud of. His muscles were flabby, I knew, but I put
him a brisk pace and brought him in just before lunch, red of cheek, bright of eye,
and splashed with mud from head to foot. I had learned one of the things I had set
out to discover. He would do his best at whatever task I set him.

I have not said that he was a handsome boy, for youth is amorphous and the promise
of today is not always fulfilled by the morrow. Jerry's features were unformed at ten
and, as has already been suggested, made no distinct impression upon my mind.
Whatever his early photographs may show, at least they gave no sign of the
remarkable beauty of feature and lineament which developed in his adolescence.
Perhaps it was that I was more interested in his mind and body and what I could
make them than in his face, which, after all, was none of my concern.

That I was committed to my undertaking from the very beginning will soon be
evident. Before three weeks had passed Jerry began to awake and to develop an ego
and a personality. If I had thought him unmagnetic at first, he quickly showed me my
mistake. His imagination responded to the slightest mental touch, too quickly even
for the work I had in mind for him. He would have pleased me better if he had been a
little slower to catch the impulse of a new impression. But I understood. He had been
starved of the things which were a boy's natural right and heritage, and he ate and
drank eagerly of the masculine fare I provided. He had shed a few tears at Miss
Redwood's departure and I liked him for them, for they showed his loyalty, but he
had no more games of the nursery nor the mawkish sentimentality that I found upon
the nursery shelves. I had other plans for Jerry. John Benham should have his wish. I
would make Jerry as nearly the Perfect Man as mortal man could make God's
handiwork. Spiritually he should grow "from within," directed by me, but guided by
his own inner light. Physically he should grow as every well-made boy should grow,
sturdy in muscle and bone, straight of limb, deep of chest, sound of mind and strong
of heart. I would make Jerry a Greek.

Perhaps these plans may seem strange coming from one who had almost grown old
before he had been young. But I had made sure that Jerry should profit by my
mistakes, growing slowly, built like the Benham Wall, of material that should endure
the sophistries of the world and remain unbroken.

I worked Jerry hard that first winter and spring, and his physical condition showed
that I had no need to fear for his health. And when the autumn came I decided to
bring him face to face with nature when she is most difficult. I was a good
woodsman, having been born and bred in the northern part of the state, and until I
went to the University had spent a part of each year in the wilderness. We left
Horsham Manor one October day, traveling light, and made for the woods. We were
warmly clad, but packed no more than would be essential for existence. A rifle, a
shotgun, an ax, and hunting knives were all that we carried besides tea, flour, a side
of bacon, the ammunition and implements for cooking. By night we had built a rough
shack and laid our plans for a permanent cabin of spruce logs, which we proposed to
erect before the snow flew. Game was abundant, and before our bacon was gone our
larder was replenished. I had told Radford of our plans and the gamekeepers were
instructed to give us a wide berth. Jerry learned to shoot that year, not for fun, but
for existence, for one evening when we came in with an empty game bag we both
went to our blankets hungry. The cabin rose slowly, and the boy learned to do his
share of work with the ax. He was naturally clever with his hands, and there was no
end to his eagerness. He was living in a new world, where each new day brought
some new problem to solve, some difficulty to be surmounted. He had already put
aside childish things and had entered early upon a man's heritage. There are persons
who will say that I took great risks in thus exposing Jerry while only in his eleventh
year, but I can answer by the results achieved. We lived in the woods from the
fifteenth of October until a few days before Christmas. During that time we had built
a cabin, ten feet by twelve, with a stone fireplace and a roof of clay; had laid a line of
deadfalls, and rabbit snares; had made a pair of snowshoes and a number of vessels
of birch bark, and except for the tea and flour had been self-supporting, items
compensated for by the value of our labors.

In that time we had two snows, one a severe one, but our cabin roof was secure and
we defied it. Jerry wanted to stay at the cabin all winter, a wish that I might easily
have shared, for the life in the open and the companionship of the boy had put new
marrow into my dry bones. I had smuggled into camp three books, "Walden," "Rolf in
the Woods" and "Treasure Island," one for Jerry's philosophy, one for his practical
existence and one for his imagination. In the evenings sometimes I read while Jerry
whittled, and sometimes Jerry read while I worked at the snowshoes or the vessels of
birch bark.
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"In the evenings sometimes I read while Jerry whittled."

In those two months was formed the basis of Jerry's idea of life as seen through the
philosophy of Roger Canby. We had many talks, and Jerry asked many questions, but
I answered them all, rejoicing in his acuteness in following a line of thought to its
conclusion, a procedure which, as I afterward discovered, was to cause me anxious
moments. "Walden" made him thoughtful, but he caught its purpose and understood
its meaning. "Rolf in the Woods" made his eyes bright with the purpose of
achievement in woodcraft and a desire (which I suppressed) to stalk and kill a deer.
But "Treasure Island" touched some deeper chord in his nature than either of the
other books had done. He followed Jim and the Squire and John Silver in the
Hispaniola with glowing eyes.

"But are there bad men like that now out in the world, Mr. Canby?" he broke in
excitedly.

"There are bad men in the world, Jerry," I replied coolly.
"Like John Silver?"

"Not precisely. Silver's only a character. This didn't really happen, you know, Jerry.
It's fiction."

"Fiction!"
"A story, like Grimm's tales."
"Oh!" His jaw dropped and he stared at me. "What a pity!"

I had wanted to stir in him a knowledge of evil and chose the picturesque as being
the least unpleasant. But he couldn't believe that old John Silver and the Squire and
Benn Gunn hadn't been real people. The tale dwelt in his mind for days, but the final
defeat of the mutineers seemed to satisfy him as to the intention of the narrative.

"If there are evil men in the world like those mutineers, Mr. Canby, it must be a
pretty bad place to live in," was the final comment, and I made no effort to undeceive
him.

CHAPTER III

JERRY GROWS

It is not my intention to dwell too long upon the first stages of my tutorship, which



presented few difficulties not easily surmounted, but it is necessary in order to
understand Jerry's character that I set down a few facts which show certain phases
of his development. Of his physical courage, at thirteen, I need only relate an
incident of one of our winter expeditions. We were hunting coons one night with the
dogs, a collie and the bull pup, which now rejoiced in the name of Skookums, already
mentioned. The dogs treed their game three miles from the Manor house, and when
we came up were running around the tree, whimpering and barking in a high state of
excitement. The night was dark and the branches of the tree were thick, so we could
see nothing, but Jerry clambered up, armed with a stout stick, and disappeared into
the gloom overhead.

"Do you see him?" I called.

"I see something, but it looks too big for a coon," he returned.
"What does it look like?"

"It looks more like a cat, with queer-looking ears."

"You'd better come down then, Jerry," I said quickly.

"It looks like a lynx," he called again, quite unperturbed.

It was quite possible that he was right, for in this part of the Catskill country lynxes
were still plentiful.

"Then come down at once," I shouted. "He may go for you."

"Oh, I'm not worried about that. I have my hunting knife," he said coolly.
"Come down, do you hear?" I commanded.

"Not until he does," he replied with a laugh.

I called again. Jerry didn't reply, for just then there was a sudden shaking of the dry
leaves above me, the creaking of a bough and the snarl of a wild animal, and the
sound of a blow.

"Terry!" I cried. No reply, but the sound of the struggle overhead increased, dreadful
sounds of snarling and of scratching, but no sound of Jerry. Fearful of imminent
tragedy, I climbed quickly, amid the uproar of the dogs, and, knife in hand, had got
my feet an the lower branches, when a heavy weight shot by me and fell to the
ground. Thank God, not the boy!

"Terry!" I cried again, clambering upward.
"A-all r-right, Mr. Canby," I heard. "You're safe, not hurt?"
"I'm all right, I think. Just—just scratched."

By this time I had reached him. He was braced in the crotch of a limb, leaning
against the tree trunk still holding his hunting knife. His coat was wet and I guessed
at rather than saw the pallor of his face Below were the sounds of the dogs worrying
at the animal.

"I—I guess they've finished him," said Jerry coolly sheathing his knife.
"It's lucky he didn't finish you," I muttered. "You're sure you're not hurt?"
"Oh, no."

"Can you get down alone?"

"Yes, of course."

But I helped him down, nevertheless, and he reached the ground in safety, where I
saw that his face at least had escaped damage. But the sleeve of his coat was torn to
ribbons, and the blood was dripping from his finger ends.

"Come," I said, taking his arm, "we'll have to get you attended to." And then severely:
"You disobeyed me, Jerry. Why didn't you come down?"

He hesitated a moment, smiling, and then: "I had no idea a lynx was so large."
"It's a miracle," I said in wonder at his escape. "How did you hang on?"

"I saw him spring and braced myself in time," he said simply, "and putting my elbow
over my head, struck with my knife when he was on me—two, three, many times—
until he let go. But I was glad, very glad when he fell."

I drove the dogs away, lifted the dead beast over my shoulder and led the way to the
dog cart, which we had left in the road half a mile off, reaching the Manor house very
bloody but happy. But the happiest of the lot of us, even including Skookums, the bull
pup, was Jerry himself at the sight under the lamplight of the formidable size of his
dead enemy. But I led Jerry at once upstairs, where I stripped him and took account



of his injuries.

His left arm was bitten twice and his neck and shoulder badly torn, but he had not
whimpered, nor did he now when I bathed and cauterized his wounds. Whatever pain
he felt, he made no sign, and I knew that by inference my night-talks by the campfire
had borne fruit. Old Christopher, the butler, to whom the Great Experiment was a
mystery, hovered in the background with towels and lotions, timidly reproachful,
until Jerry laughed at him and sent him to bed, muttering something about the queer
goings on at Horsham Manor.

This incident is related to show that Jerry had more courage than most boys of his
years. Part of it was inherent, of course, but most of it was born of the habit, learned
early, to be sure of himself in any emergency. There was little doubt in my mind that
there was some of the stuff in Jerry of which heroes are made. I thought so then, for I
was proud of my handiwork. I did not know, alas! to what tests my philosophy and
John Benham's were to be subjected. All of which goes to show that in running
counter to human nature the wisest plans, the greatest sagacity, are as chaff before
the winds of destiny. But to continue:

The following summer Jerry gave further proofs of his presence of mind in an
accident of which I was the victim. For while trudging with Jerry along a rocky
hillside I stepped straight into the death trap of a rattlesnake. He struck me below
the knee, and we were a long way from help. But the boy was equal to the
emergency. Quite coolly he killed the snake with a club. I fortunately kept my head
and directed him, though he knew just what to do. With his hunting knife he cut my
trouser leg away and double gashed my leg where the fangs had entered, then
sucked the wound and spat out the poison until the blood had ceased to flow. Then
he quickly made a tourniquet of his handkerchief and fastened it just above the
wound, and, making me comfortable, he ran the whole distance to the house,
bringing a motor car and help in less than an hour. There isn't the slightest doubt
that Jerry saved my life on this occasion just as the following winter I saved him from
death at the horns of a mad buck deer.

You will not wonder therefore that the bond of affection and reliance was strong
between us. I gave Jerry of the best that was in me, and in return I can truly say that
not once did he disappoint me.

In addition to the woodlore that I taught him, I made him a good shot with rifle and
revolver. I had men from the city from time to time, the best of their class, who
taught him boxing and fencing. I had a gymnasium built with Mr. Ballard's consent,
and a swimming pool, which kept him busy after the lesson hour. At the age of fifteen
Jerry was six feet tall and weighed one hundred and sixty-five pounds, all bone and
muscle. In the five years since I had been at Horsham Manor there had not been a
day when he was ill, and except for an occasional accident such as the adventure
with the lynx, not one when I had called in the services of a doctor. Physically at least
I had so far succeeded, for in this respect Jerry was perfection.

As to his mind, perhaps my own ideals had made me too exacting. According to my
carefully thought out plans, scholarship was to be Jerry's buckler and defense against
the old Adam. God forbid that I should have planned, as Jack Ballard would have had
it, to build Jerry in my own image, for if scholarship had been my own refuge it had
also done something to destroy my touch with human kind. It was the quality of
sympathy in Jerry which I had lacked, the love for and confidence in every human
being with whom he came into contact which endeared him to every person on the
place. From Radford to Christopher, throughout the house, stables and garage, down
to the humblest hedge-trimmer, all loved Jerry and Jerry loved them all. He had that
kind of nature. He couldn't help loving those about him any more than he could help
breathing, and yet it must not be supposed that the boy was lacking in discernment.
Our failings, weaknesses and foibles were a constant source of amusement to him,
but his humor was without malice and his jibes were friendly, and he ran the gamut
of my own exposed nerve pulps with such joyous consideration that I came to like the
operation. He loved me and I knew it.

But nothing could make him love his Latin grammar. He worried through arithmetic
and algebra and blarneyed his French and German tutors into making them believe
he knew more than he did, but the purely scientific aspects of learning did not
interest him. It was only when he knew enough to read the great epics in the original
that my patience had its reward. The Iliad, the Odyssey, the Aeneid held him in
thrall, and by some magic eliminated at a bound the purely mechanical difficulties
which had fettered him. Hector, Achilles, Agamemnon, Ulysses—]Jerry was each of
these in turn, lacking only the opportunity to vanquish heroic foes or capture
impregnable cities.

I had not censored the Homeric gods, as Jerry's father had commanded, and my
temerity led to difficulties. It began with Calypso and Ulysses and did not even end
when Dido was left alone upon the shores of Carthage.

"I don't understand it at all," he said one day with a wrinkled brow, "how a man of



the caliber of Ulysses could stay so long the prisoner of Calypso, a woman, when he
wanted to go home. It's a pretty shabby business for a hero and a demigod. A
woman!" he sneered, "I'd like to see any woman keep me sitting in a cave if I wanted
to go anywhere!"

His braggadicio was the full-colored boyish reflection of the Canby point of view. I
had merely shrugged woman out of existence. Now Jerry castigated her.

"What could she do?" he went on scornfully. "She couldn't shoot or run or fight. All
she did was to lie around or strut about with a veil around her head and a golden
girdle (sensible costume!) and serve the hero with ambrosia and ruddy nectar. I've
never eaten ambrosia, but I'm pretty sure it was some sweet, sticky stuff, like her."
There is no measure for the contempt of his accents.

"She could swim," I ventured timidly.
"Swim! Even a fish can swim!"

I don't know why, but at this conversation, the first of Jerry's maturer years in which
the topic had been woman, I felt a slight tremor go over me. Jerry was too good to
look at. I fancied that there were many women who would have liked to see the flash
of his eye at that moment and to meet his challenge with their wily arts. In the pride
of his masculine strength and capacity he scorned them as I had taught him. I had
done my work well. Had I done it too well?'

"What are women anyway?" he stormed at me again. "For what good are they? To
wash linen and have white arms like Nausicaa? Who cares whether her arms were
white or not? They're always weeping because they're loved or raging because
they're not. Love! Always love! I love you and Christopher and Radford and
Skookums, but I'm not always whining about it. What's the use? Those things go
without saying. They're simply what are in a fellow's heart, but he doesn't talk about
them."

"Quite right. Jerry. Let's say no more about it."

"I'm glad there are no women around here, but now that I come to think of it, I don't
see why there shouldn't be."

"Your father liked men servants best. He believed them to be more efficient."

"Oh, yes, of course," and then, suddenly: "When I go out beyond the wall I'll have to
see them and talk to them, won't I?"

"Not if you don't want to."
"Well, I don't want to."

He paused a second and then went on. "But I am a little curious about them. Of
course, they're silly and useless and flabby, but it seems queer that there are such a
lot of 'em. If they're no good, why don't they pass out of existence? That's the rule of
life, you tell me, the survival of the fittest. If they're not fit they ought to have died
out long ago."

"You can't keep them from being born, Jerry," I laughed.
"Well," he said scornfully, "it ought to be prevented."
I made a pretense of cutting the leaves of a book. He was going too far. I temporized.

"Ah, they're all right, Jerry," I said with some magnificence, "if they do their duty.
Some are much better than others. Now, Miss Redwood, for instance, your
governess. She was kind, willing and affectionate."

"Oh, yes," he said, "she was all right, but she wasn't like a man."

I had him safe again. Physical strength and courage at this time were his fetish. But
he was still thoughtful.

"Sometimes I think, Roger" (he called me Roger now, for after all I was more like an
elder brother than a father to him), "sometimes I think that things are too easy for
me; that I ought to be out doing my share in the work of the world."

"Oh, that will come in time. If you think things are too easy, I might manage to make
them a little harder."

He laughed affecti