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to ten thousand pounds, we shall not only be able to educate
him properly. but to bring him, while yet a child, into those
social connections which seem desirable.

Once again the wife could raise no protest; but once again
her heart sank within her.

Yet, as the days went by, the hate devoured her vitals, began
to eat her up like some foul cancer. She began at last, deliber-
ately, to pass from thought to action, to make her husband’s
life, hideous at the best, into a most exquisite hell.

You are perhaps aware that our greatest misery is impotence
to act freely. Deprivation of a sense or a limb is wretched prin-
cipally because of the limit it sets to our activities. This, more
than anything else, is at the root of our dread of blindness or
paralysis. Youremember Guy de Maupassant’s story of the blind
man on whom his family played malicious tricks? It seems pe-
culiarly cruel to us because of the vietim’s helplessness. Now,
of all the savages upon the earth, there are none more ferocious
or more diabolical than the Highlanders of Scotland. Dr. Frazer
gives many instances of incredibly vile superstitions, in vogue
even at this hour as we sit in the enlightened Hemlock Club.
“Scratch the Russian and you find the Tartar?” well, scratch the
Scotchman, and you have a being who can give points and a
beating to the Chinese or the Red Indian. The sex-instinct is
especially powerful in the Celt; where it is nobly developed, we
find genius, as among the Irish; but where it is thwarted by a
religion like Calvinism, it nearly always turns to madness or to
cruelty — which is a form of madness.

To return to the point, Ada Glass set her wits to work. The
hideous loneliness of the Highlands in the eye of all those who
have not the true soul of the artist is a true antecedent condition
to morbid imagination; and Ada Glass and her sexlessness the
pendant to it.

She began operations by neglect. She postponed attention
when he called for her; and she became careless in the prepara-
tion of his meals. He saw the intention, and agonized mentally
for weeks. Ultimately he resolved to kill himself in the only
way possible, by refusing food. She retorted by the tortures of
Tantalus, setting spiced and savory foods under his nose, so
that he was physically unable to resist — after a while. The
fiendishness of this was heightened by its manner; the whole
plan was carried out withinconceivable hypocrisy on both sides.
She would use such words of love and tendemess as had never
occurred to her on the honeymoon.

Such courses are set upon a steepening slope of dammnation.
Soon ideas incredibly abominable came into her mind, perhaps
suggested by the tortures of hunger and thirst to which she sub-
mitted him. For she varied her pleasure by offering him sweet-
smelling foods that on tasting were found to be seasoned with
salt and pepper, so that only extreme hunger would make a man
eat of them. Then she would excite his thirst by such hot dishes,
and put salt in the water which he demanded to assuage it. But
always she would apologize and blame herself, and weep over
him, and beg forgiveness. And he would pretend to be deceived,
and grant his pardon. And then she would speak of love, and
—— but no! gentlemen, I must leave you to dot the i’s and
cross the t’s in the story.

Presently — after months of this miserable comedy — she
took it into her head to excite his jealousy. (I want you to re-
member all the time, by the way, that these people were abso-
lutely alone, with no distraction whatever, save the rare and

formal visits of the minister. And Glass was far too proud and
brave to speak of what was going on.) She began to set her cap
at the gardener. As [ said, she had no more feeling than a sauce-
pan; it was all bred out of her by Calvinism; but she knew how
to act. She knew her husband’s own stern view of marriage; she
thought she would break his spirit by infraction of her vows.
For that is what it had come to, though she probably did not
realize it; she wanted to see the hero of a dozen campaigns
snivel and whine and whimper like a cur. Many women indulge
a similar ambition.

So she set herself to snare the gardener. It was an easy task.
He was a rough. rude laborer, a vigorous, healthy animal. And
she wooed him as she had seen the fine ladies of Bath do with
their cavaliers. Once his first shyness was overcome, he be-
came her slave; and from that moment she began to play her
next abominable comedy. Her husband must suspect for a long
while before he knew for certain. And so she laid her plans. She
watched the fleeting thoughts upon his face hour by hour. Soon
she imbued her lover with hatred of his master; and she per-
suaded him one day to kiss her in the room where the Major lay
on his pallet of straw. She had long since deprived him of a bed,
urging the trouble of making it up. The spasm of pain upon his
face, the violent words that he addressed to her, these were her
greatest triumph so far. She went on with her plan; she went to
the utmost extremity of shamelessness; the gardener, with no
sensibility, thought it merely a good joke, in the style of Boccacio.
For weeks this continued, always with increasing success; then
Glass suddenly made up his mind to bear it — or something in
his heart broke. At least it became evident that he was no longer
suffering. Her refinement imagined a new device, a thing so
abominable that it almost shames manhood even to speak of it.
She resolved to corrupt the child. Joshua was now old enough
to understand what was said to him; and she privately coached
him in hate and loathing for his father. Also, she taught him the
pleasures of physical cruelty. (I told you this was a hideous story.)

Major Glass, deprived of all exercise, had become terribly
obese. He was a frightful object to look upon; a vast dome of
belly, a shrunk chest, a bloated and agonized face. Four stumps
only accentuated the repulsion. It was only too easy to persuade
the child to play infamous tricks. By this time she had thrown
offthe mask ofher hypocrisy; she taunted him openly, and jeered;
she spat out rivers of hate at him; and she let him know that she
no longer wished the society of Bath, that she was glad that he
might live half a century: for never until now had she known
pleasure. And she incited the boy to stick long pins into the
helpless log. “You’re not even like a pig any more,” she laughed
one night, “you’re like a pincushion!” And Joshua, with an evil
laugh, walked up upon that word, and thrust three pins into the
tense abdomen. He ran to his mother gleefully, and imitated the
involuntary writhings of the sufferer.

This game recommenced every night. The intervals were but
anticipations of some further abomination. He had long prayed
audibly for death; now he began to beg her for some means of it.
She laughed at him contemptuously. “If you hadn’t settled the
money as you did, I might have thought of it. After all. I ought
to marry again.”

He answered her in an unexpected vein. “T’ll make it easy for
you. One night, when snow threatens, take Joshua down to a
neighbor’s. Pretend you are ill, and stay the night. Leave the
door open when you go; I think a chill would kill me. And 1



