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Editor’'s Note

Nathaniel Hawthorne was already a man of forty-ang a tale
writer of some twenty-four years’ standing, whenh&T Scarlet
Letter” appeared. He was born at Salem, Mass.ulyndih, 1804,
son of a sea-captain. He led there a shy and ratmbre life; of
few artistic encouragements, yet not wholly uncomge his
moody, intensely meditative temperament being cmmsd. Its
colours and shadows are marvelously reflectedsrihice-Told
Tales” and other short stories, the product offingd literary pe-
riod. Even his college days at Bowdoin did not gloteak through
his acquired and inherited reserve; but beneadH, ihis faculty of
divining men and women was exercised with almosauany pre-
science and subtlety. “The Scarlet Letter,” whigplains as much
of this unique imaginative art, as is to be gattidrem reading his
highest single achievement, yet needs to be rangdhis other
writings, early and late, to have its last efféotthe year that saw
it published, he began “The House of the Seven &dbh later
romance or prose-tragedy of the Puritan-Americamroanity as
he had himself known it — defrauded of art and jthe of life,
“starving for symbols” as Emerson has it. Nathami@wthorne
died at Plymouth, New

Hampshire, on May 18th, 1864.



The Custom-House

Introductory to “The scarlet letter”

It is a little remarkable, that — though disincline talk overmuch
of myself and my affairs at the fireside, and to peysonal friends
— an autobiographical impulse should twice in nfig have taken
possession of me, in addressing the public. Tketfine was three
or four years since, when | favoured the readerexdusably, and
for no earthly reason that either the indulgentlezaor the intru-
sive author could imagine — with a description of way of life in

the deep quietude of an Old Manse. And now — begawsyond
my deserts, | was happy enough to find a listememwo on the
former occasion — | again seize the public by th#dm, and talk
of my three years’ experience in a Custom-House. &ample of
the famous “P. P., Clerk of this Parish,” was nawere faithfully

followed. The truth seems to be, however, that whercasts his
leaves forth upon the wind, the author addressesthe many
who will fling aside his volume, or never take p,Wut the few
who will understand him better than most of hiscatimates or
lifemates. Some authors, indeed, do far more thizn and indulge
themselves in such confidential depths of revetatis could fit-

tingly be addressed only and exclusively to the loegrt and mind
of perfect sympathy; as if the printed book, throatriarge on the
wide world, were certain to find out the dividedgseent of the
writer's own nature, and complete his circle ofséemce by bring-



ing him into communion with it. It is scarcely decas, however,
to speak all, even where we speak impersonally, @uthoughts
are frozen and utterance benumbed, unless the expstdnd in

some true relation with his audience, it may bedpaable to
imagine that a friend, a kind and apprehensiveughonot the
closest friend, is listening to our talk; and thanpative reserve
being thawed by this genial consciousness, we nnate of the

circumstances that lie around us, and even of Gubsé still keep

the inmost Me behind its veil. To this extent, avithin these lim-

its, an author, methinks, may be autobiographiwéhout violat-

ing either the reader’s rights or his own.

It will be seen, likewise, that this Custom-Housetsh has a
certain propriety, of a kind always recognisediierature, as ex-
plaining how a large portion of the following pagssne into my
possession, and as offering proofs of the authgnt€ a narrative
therein contained. This, in fact — a desire tompyself in my true
position as editor, or very little more, of the mpmolix among the
tales that make up my volume — this, and no oikany true rea-
son for assuming a personal relation with the pubh accom-
plishing the main purpose, it has appeared allogydiy a few ex-
tra touches, to give a faint representation of alenof life not
heretofore described, together with some of theradters that
move in it, among whom the author happened to make

In my native town of Salem, at the head of whalf daentury
ago, in the days of old King Derby, was a busthmgarf — but
which is now burdened with decayed wooden warelguse ex-
hibits few or no symptoms of commercial life; exggmerhaps, a
bark or brig, half-way down its melancholy lengtlischarging
hides; or, nearer at hand, a Nova Scotia schogrtehing out her



cargo of firewood — at the head, | say, of thigpidlated wharf,
which the tide often overflows, and along whichtret base and in
the rear of the row of buildings, the track of mdaryguid years is
seen in a border of unthrifty grass — here, withieav from its

front windows adown this not very enlivening progp@and thence
across the harbour, stands a spacious edificeick. dffrom the

loftiest point of its roof, during precisely threed a half hours of
each forenoon, floats or droops, in breeze or céhm,banner of
the republic; but with the thirteen stripes turrnedtically, instead
of horizontally, and thus indicating that a ciahd not a military,
post of Uncle Sam’s government is here establistisdront is

ornamented with a portico of half-a-dozen wooddians, support-
ing a balcony, beneath which a flight of wide gtarsteps de-
scends towards the street. Over the entrance haveenormous
specimen of the American eagle, with outspread svirsgshield
before her breast, and, if | recollect aright, adjuof intermingled
thunderbolts and barbed arrows in each claw. Wighdustomary
infirmity of temper that characterizes this unhagpwl!, she ap-
pears by the fierceness of her beak and eye, angetheral trucu-
lency of her attitude, to threaten mischief to iheffensive com-
munity; and especially to warn all citizens caredfiltheir safety
against intruding on the premises which she ovel®iva with her
wings. Nevertheless, vixenly as she looks, manyleeare seek-
ing at this very moment to shelter themselves urlderwing of

the federal eagle; imagining, | presume, that leon has all the
softness and snugness of an eiderdown pillow. Bet lsas no
great tenderness even in her best of moods, andesor later —
oftener soon than late — is apt to fling off hestliegs with a



scratch of her claw, a dab of her beak, or a ragkivound from
her barbed arrows.

The pavement round about the above-described edifiwhich
we may as well name at once as the Custom-Housieegbort —
has grass enough growing in its chinks to show ithas not, of
late days, been worn by any multitudinous resorbudiness. In
some months of the year, however, there often @saadorenoon
when affairs move onward with a livelier tread. Buarcasions
might remind the elderly citizen of that periodfdre the last war
with England, when Salem was a port by itself; sumirned, as she
is now, by her own merchants and ship-owners, wérong her
wharves to crumble to ruin while their venturestgswell, need-
lessly and imperceptibly, the mighty flood of comoeeat New
York or Boston. On some such morning, when threéor ves-
sels happen to have arrived at once usually fronc#@dfor South
America — or to be on the verge of their departintherward,
there is a sound of frequent feet passing brisklyand down the
granite steps. Here, before his own wife has gdeet@, you may
greet the sea-flushed ship-master, just in pott) Wis vessel’s pa-
pers under his arm in a tarnished tin box. Here, tmmes his
owner, cheerful, sombre, gracious or in the sudksordingly as
his scheme of the now accomplished voyage has tezgized in
merchandise that will readily be turned to goldhas buried him
under a bulk of incommodities such as nobody valecto rid him
of. Here, likewise — the germ of the wrinkle-browegtizzly-
bearded, careworn merchant — we have the smargyderk, who
gets the taste of traffic as a wolf-cub does ofobloand already
sends adventures in his master’s ships, when h&éider be sail-
ing mimic boats upon a mill-pond. Another figuretire scene is



the outward-bound sailor, in quest of a protectimnthe recently
arrived one, pale and feeble, seeking a passptretbospital. Nor
must we forget the captains of the rusty littlecmhers that bring
firewood from the British provinces; a rough-loogiset of tarpau-
lins, without the alertness of the Yankee aspeat,dontributing
an item of no slight importance to our decayinglé¢ra

Cluster all these individuals together, as they etomes were,
with other miscellaneous ones to diversify the groand, for the
time being, it made the Custom-House a stirringiec&lore fre-
guently, however, on ascending the steps, you wdisicern — in
the entry if it were summer time, or in their apgmiate rooms if
wintry or inclement weathers — a row of veneraljgires, sitting
in old-fashioned chairs, which were tipped on thnéird legs back
against the wall. Oftentimes they were asleep, dagasionally
might be heard talking together, in voices betwaeapeech and a
snore, and with that lack of energy that distingasthe occupants
of alms-houses, and all other human beings whorakefoe subsis-
tence on charity, on monopolized labour, or anygletse but their
own independent exertions. These old gentlemenatede like
Matthew at the receipt of custom, but not very |lkato be sum-
moned thence, like him, for apostolic errands —ew€ustom-
House officers.

Furthermore, on the left hand as you enter thet fdmor, is a
certain room or office, about fifteen feet squaaad of a lofty
height, with two of its arched windows commandingew of the
aforesaid dilapidated wharf, and the third lookawyoss a narrow
lane, and along a portion of Derby Street. All hggve glimpses
of the shops of grocers, block-makers, slop-sellarsd ship-
chandlers, around the doors of which are genetallype seen,



laughing and gossiping, clusters of old salts, suncth other wharf-
rats as haunt the Wapping of a seaport. The roself is cobweb-
bed, and dingy with old paint; its floor is strewth grey sand, in
a fashion that has elsewhere fallen into long disasd it is easy
to conclude, from the general slovenliness of tlaeq that this is
a sanctuary into which womankind, with her toolsnudgic, the
broom and mop, has very infrequent access. In e of furni-
ture, there is a stove with a voluminous funnel;otoh pine desk
with a three-legged stool beside it; two or threeoden-bottom
chairs, exceedingly decrepit and infirm; and — twoforget the li-
brary — on some shelves, a score or two of voluohese Acts of
Congress, and a bulky Digest of the Revenue lawsn pipe as-
cends through the ceiling, and forms a medium efl’oommuni-
cation with other parts of the edifice. And heremg six months
ago — pacing from corner to corner, or lounginglmlong-legged
stool, with his elbow on the desk, and his eyesdgang up and
down the columns of the morning newspaper — youhtigave
recognised, honoured reader, the same individual wé&lcomed
you into his cheery little study, where the sunshgiimmered so
pleasantly through the willow branches on the wess&de of the
Old Manse. But now, should you go thither to seak, hyou
would inquire in vain for the Locofoco Surveyor. elbesom of
reform hath swept him out of office, and a worthgerccessor
wears his dignity and pockets his emoluments.

This old town of Salem — my native place, thoudtave dwelt
much away from it both in boyhood and maturer yegpessesses,
or did possess, a hold on my affection, the forfcevitich | have
never realized during my seasons of actual reseléece. Indeed,
so far as its physical aspect is concerned, wihlat, unvaried



surface, covered chiefly with wooden houses, fewnone of
which pretend to architectural beauty — its irregity, which is

neither picturesque nor quaint, but only tame -atgy and lazy
street, lounging wearisomely through the whole mixté the pen-
insula, with Gallows Hill and New Guinea at one eadd a view
of the alms-house at the other — such being theresof my na-
tive town, it would be quite as reasonable to famentimental
attachment to a disarranged checker-board. Andtletygh in-
variably happiest elsewhere, there is within medifig for Old

Salem, which, in lack of a better phrase, | mustdetent to call
affection. The sentiment is probably assignableéht deep and
aged roots which my family has stuck into the doik now nearly
two centuries and a quarter since the originaloBrithe earliest
emigrant of my name, made his appearance in theeamdl forest-
bordered settlement which has since become a/Aitg. here his
descendants have been born and died, and have eahinigkir

earthly substance with the soil, until no smalltjgor of it must
necessarily be akin to the mortal frame wherewithn, a little

while, | walk the streets. In part, therefore, #tachment which |
speak of is the mere sensuous sympathy of dusdust. Few of
my countrymen can know what it is; nor, as frequeatsplanta-
tion is perhaps better for the stock, need thesicen it desirable
to know.

But the sentiment has likewise its moral qualitheTigure of
that first ancestor, invested by family traditionttwa dim and
dusky grandeur, was present to my boyish imaginaa®far back
as | can remember. It still haunts me, and indacssrt of home-
feeling with the past, which | scarcely claim irference to the
present phase of the town. | seem to have a strarigen to a



residence here on account of this grave, beardsdile-sloaked,
and steeple-crowned progenitor — who came so eaitly, his Bi-
ble and his sword, and trode the unworn street wutth a stately
port, and made so large a figure, as a man of wdrpgace — a
stronger claim than for myself, whose name is sald®ard and
my face hardly known. He was a soldier, legislajmige; he was
a ruler in the Church; he had all the Puritaniadgrdoth good and
evil. He was likewise a bitter persecutor; as watéhe Quakers,
who have remembered him in their histories, anateehn incident
of his hard severity towards a woman of their setich will last
longer, it is to be feared, than any record of beter deeds, al-
though these were many. His son, too, inheritedpisecuting
spirit, and made himself so conspicuous in the yndoin of the
witches, that their blood may fairly be said to édeft a stain
upon him. So deep a stain, indeed, that his dryboldes, in the
Charter-street burial-ground, must still retainifitthey have not
crumbled utterly to dust! | know not whether theseestors of
mine bethought themselves to repent, and ask pavtiéieaven
for their cruelties; or whether they are now grognunder the
heavy consequences of them in another state ofgbdinh all
events, |, the present writer, as their represmetahereby take
shame upon myself for their sakes, and pray thgtcamse in-
curred by them — as | have heard, and as the degaryinprosper-
ous condition of the race, for many a long yeakbaould argue
to exist — may be now and henceforth removed.

Doubtless, however, either of these stern and Htacked Pu-
ritans would have thought it quite a sufficientritaition for his
sins that, after so long a lapse of years, theralik of the family
tree, with so much venerable moss upon it, shoaic tborne, as



its topmost bough, an idler like myself. No aimtthdave ever
cherished would they recognise as laudable; noesscof mine —
if my life, beyond its domestic scope, had evembleeghtened by
success — would they deem otherwise than worthikesst posi-

tively disgraceful. “What is he?” murmurs one gshadow of my
forefathers to the other. “A writer of story booRa/hat kind of
business in life — what mode of glorifying God, m®ing service-
able to mankind in his day and generation — matlib& Why, the
degenerate fellow might as well have been a fidtguch are the
compliments bandied between my great grandsires nayself,

across the gulf of time! And yet, let them scorn asethey will,

strong traits of their nature have intertwined tkehmes with mine.

Planted deep, in the town’s earliest infancy aniidbbod, by
these two earnest and energetic men, the racevieasiace sub-
sisted here; always, too, in respectability; negerfar as | have
known, disgraced by a single unworthy member; @desn or
never, on the other hand, after the first two getens, perform-
ing any memorable deed, or so much as putting fiehaaclaim to
public notice. Gradually, they have sunk almostafigight; as old
houses, here and there about the streets, getecbhatf-way to
the eaves by the accumulation of new soil. Fromefiato son, for
above a hundred years, they followed the sea; wlgaded ship-
master, in each generation, retiring from the auredteck to the
homestead, while a boy of fourteen took the heasegiplace be-
fore the mast, confronting the salt spray and tale gvhich had
blustered against his sire and grandsire. The &lgg, in due time,
passed from the forecastle to the cabin, spentnadstuous man-
hood, and returned from his world-wanderings, towgold, and
die, and mingle his dust with the natal earth. Targy connexion



of a family with one spot, as its place of birtrddvurial, creates a
kindred between the human being and the localititegndepend-
ent of any charm in the scenery or moral circuntsarthat sur-
round him. It is not love but instinct. The new afiitant — who
came himself from a foreign land, or whose fathegmandfather
came — has little claim to be called a Salemiteh& no concep-
tion of the oyster-like tenacity with which an os#ttler, over
whom his third century is creeping, clings to tip@tswhere his
successive generations have been embedded. It msatter that
the place is joyless for him; that he is weary lué bld wooden
houses, the mud and dust, the dead level of sdesantiment, the
chill east wind, and the chillest of social atmosgs; — all these,
and whatever faults besides he may see or imagieejothing to
the purpose. The spell survives, and just as paeds if the na-
tal spot were an earthly paradise. So has it beemyicase. | felt it
almost as a destiny to make Salem my home; satibanould of
features and cast of character which had all aloegn familiar
here — ever, as one representative of the racaldayn in the
grave, another assuming, as it were, his sentrgimalong the
main street — might still in my little day be sesmd recognised in
the old town. Nevertheless, this very sentimeranisvidence that
the connexion, which has become an unhealthy ¢meild at last
be severed. Human nature will not flourish, any entiran a po-
tato, if it be planted and re-planted, for too l@ngeries of genera-
tions, in the same worn-out soil. My children héa&l other birth-
places, and, so far as their fortunes may be withjrcontrol, shall
strike their roots into unaccustomed earth.

On emerging from the Old Manse, it was chiefly thigange,
indolent, unjoyous attachment for my native towat tbrought me



to fill a place in Uncle Sam’s brick edifice, whémight as well,
or better, have gone somewhere else. My doom wamseorit was
not the first time, nor the second, that | had gamay — as it
seemed, permanently — but yet returned, like thiehadfpenny, or
as if Salem were for me the inevitable centre ef uhiverse. So,
one fine morning | ascended the flight of graniteps, with the
President’'s commission in my pocket, and was intced to the
corps of gentlemen who were to aid me in my weighsponsibil-
ity as chief executive officer of the Custom-House.

| doubt greatly — or, rather, | do not doubt at-allvhether any
public functionary of the United States, eithetthie civil or mili-
tary line, has ever had such a patriarchal bodyetérans under
his orders as myself. The whereabouts of the Oldésbitant was
at once settled when | looked at them. For upwafd&enty years
before this epoch, the independent position of Gedector had
kept the Salem Custom-House out of the whirlpogbalitical vi-
cissitude, which makes the tenure of office gemesa fragile. A
soldier — New England’s most distinguished soldiehe stood
firmly on the pedestal of his gallant services; anidhself secure
in the wise liberality of the successive administras through
which he had held office, he had been the safetgi®fsubordi-
nates in many an hour of danger and heart-quakeer@eMiller
was radically conservative; a man over whose kim@dljure habit
had no slight influence; attaching himself strongty familiar
faces, and with difficulty moved to change, evenewtthange
might have brought unquestionable improvement. Thostaking
charge of my department, | found few but aged midmey were
ancient sea-captains, for the most part, who, &kang tossed on
every sea, and standing up sturdily against liie’spestuous blast,



had finally drifted into this quiet nook, where,tiviittle to disturb

them, except the periodical terrors of a Presidémtiection, they
one and all acquired a new lease of existence.Jihby no means
less liable than their fellow-men to age and infignthey had

evidently some talisman or other that kept deatbagt Two or

three of their number, as | was assured, beingygmd rheumatic,
or perhaps bed-ridden, never dreamed of making #pgearance
at the Custom-House during a large part of the;yeat;, after a
torpid winter, would creep out into the warm sunghof May or

June, go lazily about what they termed duty, ahdheir own lei-

sure and convenience, betake themselves to bed. alganust

plead guilty to the charge of abbreviating the aidfi breath of
more than one of these venerable servants of {ngblie. They

were allowed, on my representation, to rest frogirthrduous la-
bours, and soon afterwards — as if their sole piawf life had

been zeal for their country’s service — as | vebglieve it was —
withdrew to a better world. It is a pious consaatito me that,
through my interference, a sufficient space waswadd them for
repentance of the evil and corrupt practices inbicty;, as a matter
of course, every Custom-House officer must be ssggdo fall.

Neither the front nor the back entrance of the @usHouse opens
on the road to Paradise.

The greater part of my officers were Whigs. It wasl for their
venerable brotherhood that the new Surveyor was npalitician,
and though a faithful Democrat in principle, neitiheceived nor
held his office with any reference to political wees. Had it been
otherwise — had an active politician been put itis influential
post, to assume the easy task of making head agaWwhig Col-
lector, whose infirmities withheld him from the penal admini-



stration of his office — hardly a man of the oldpwould have
drawn the breath of official life within a monthtef the extermi-
nating angel had come up the Custom-House stegsrdiag to
the received code in such matters, it would havenbeothing
short of duty, in a politician, to bring every oné those white
heads under the axe of the guillotine. It was pinough to dis-
cern that the old fellows dreaded some such disesyrat my
hands. It pained, and at the same time amusedareehold the
terrors that attended my advent, to see a furrcvhegk, weather-
beaten by half a century of storm, turn ashy patbeaglance of so
harmless an individual as myself; to detect, as @ananother ad-
dressed me, the tremor of a voice which, in longtmays, had
been wont to bellow through a speaking-trumpety$elg enough
to frighten Boreas himself to silence. They knelnese excellent
old persons, that, by all established rule — andggarded some of
them, weighed by their own lack of efficiency fardiness — they
ought to have given place to younger men, moreoddh in poli-
tics, and altogether fitter than themselves to esesur common
Uncle. | knew it, too, but could never quite firdmy heart to act
upon the knowledge. Much and deservedly to my ovwgoredit,
therefore, and considerably to the detriment of afficial con-
science, they continued, during my incumbencyréejg about the
wharves, and loiter up and down the Custom-HouspsstThey
spent a good deal of time, also, asleep in theinstomed corners,
with their chairs tilted back against the walls;admg, however,
once or twice in the forenoon, to bore one anot¥idr the several
thousandth repetition of old sea-stories and mojd#gs, that had
grown to be passwords and countersigns among them.



The discovery was soon made, | imagine, that tive $werveyor
had no great harm in him. So, with lightsome heanis$ the happy
consciousness of being usefully employed — in thein behalf at
least, if not for our beloved country — these gadd gentlemen
went through the various formalities of office. Sagusly under
their spectacles, did they peep into the holds esfsels. Mighty
was their fuss about little matters, and marvell@enetimes, the
obtuseness that allowed greater ones to slip betwesr fingers
Whenever such a mischance occurred — when a wdggdnef
valuable merchandise had been smuggled ashorepatay, per-
haps, and directly beneath their unsuspicious nese®thing
could exceed the vigilance and alacrity with whilsby proceeded
to lock, and double-lock, and secure with tape sealing-wax, all
the avenues of the delinquent vessel. Instead r@pamand for
their previous negligence, the case seemed rath@quire an eu-
logium on their praiseworthy caution after the rhis€ had hap-
pened; a grateful recognition of the promptitudehsir zeal the
moment that there was no longer any remedy.

Unless people are more than commonly disagreedhie,my
foolish habit to contract a kindness for them. Dleéer part of my
companion’s character, if it have a better parth& which usually
comes uppermost in my regard, and forms the typereldy | rec-
ognise the man. As most of these old Custom-Hotfssers had
good traits, and as my position in reference tonthigeing paternal
and protective, was favourable to the growth oérfdly senti-
ments, | soon grew to like them all. It was pleasarthe summer
forenoons — when the fervent heat, that almosefigd the rest of
the human family, merely communicated a genial whrta their
half torpid systems — it was pleasant to hear tlbatting in the



back entry, a row of them all tipped against thdl,was usual;
while the frozen witticisms of past generations evérawed out,
and came bubbling with laughter from their lips.té&trally, the
jollity of aged men has much in common with thethiof chil-
dren; the intellect, any more than a deep senkembur, has little
to do with the matter; it is, with both, a gleanattiplays upon the
surface, and imparts a sunny and cheery aspeet @ikhe green
branch and grey, mouldering trunk. In one case,@vaw it is real
sunshine; in the other, it more resembles the gimsgcent glow
of decaying wood.

It would be sad injustice, the reader must undedstéo repre-
sent all my excellent old friends as in their detatn the first
place, my coadjutors were not invariably old; thevere men
among them in their strength and prime, of markatitya and en-
ergy, and altogether superior to the sluggish apeddent mode
of life on which their evil stars had cast thememhmoreover, the
white locks of age were sometimes found to be biaéch of an
intellectual tenement in good repair. But, as retspehe majority
of my corps of veterans, there will be no wrongeldrl character-
ize them generally as a set of wearisome old sais, had gath-
ered nothing worth preservation from their variegbexience of
life. They seemed to have flung away all the goldgeain of prac-
tical wisdom, which they had enjoyed so many opputies of
harvesting, and most carefully to have stored themory with
the husks. They spoke with far more interest anctiom of their
morning’s breakfast, or yesterday’s, to-day’s, @amorrow’s din-
ner, than of the shipwreck of forty or fifty yeamgo, and all the
world’s wonders which they had witnessed with thgauthful
eyes.



The father of the Custom-House — the patriarch,ombt of this
little squad of officials, but, | am bold to sayf, the respectable
body of tide-waiters all over the United States aswa certain
permanent Inspector. He might truly be termed &itegte son of
the revenue system, dyed in the wool, or rathen loothe purple;
since his sire, a Revolutionary colonel, and foilgneollector of
the port, had created an office for him, and apgeoimim to fill it,
at a period of the early ages which few living nmeam now re-
member. This Inspector, when | first knew him, wasnan of
fourscore years, or thereabouts, and certainlyobrmiee most won-
derful specimens of winter-green that you wouldlikely to dis-
cover in a lifetime’s search. With his florid chedks compact
figure smartly arrayed in a bright-buttoned bluatcdis brisk and
vigorous step, and his hale and hearty aspecgedhier he seemed
— not young, indeed — but a kind of new contrivaoic®other Na-
ture in the shape of man, whom age and infirmity ha business
to touch. His voice and laugh, which perpetuallyechoed
through the Custom-House, had nothing of the tremsilquaver
and cackle of an old man’s utterance; they camutistg out of his
lungs, like the crow of a cock, or the blast ofi@ion. Looking at
him merely as an animal — and there was very lgide to look at
— he was a most satisfactory object, from the thgihohealthful-
ness and wholesomeness of his system, and hisitgapstcthat
extreme age, to enjoy all, or nearly all, the dekgwhich he had
ever aimed at or conceived of. The careless sgoaofihis life in
the Custom-House, on a regular income, and withshght and
infrequent apprehensions of removal, had no doabtributed to
make time pass lightly over him. The original andrenpotent
causes, however, lay in the rare perfection ohhimal nature, the



moderate proportion of intellect, and the verylitrg admixture of
moral and spiritual ingredients; these latter digaj indeed, being
in barely enough measure to keep the old gentldnoam walking
on all-fours. He possessed no power of thoughtjemh of feel-
ing, no troublesome sensibilities: nothing, in shdout a few
commonplace instincts, which, aided by the cheeéiper which
grew inevitably out of his physical well-being, dility very re-
spectably, and to general acceptance, in lieu béat. He had
been the husband of three wives, all long sincel;di father of
twenty children, most of whom, at every age of aindlod or ma-
turity, had likewise returned to dust. Here, oneuldosuppose,
might have been sorrow enough to imbue the sundispbsition
through and through with a sable tinge. Not so withold Inspec-
tor. One brief sigh sufficed to carry off the eatlwurden of these
dismal reminiscences. The next moment he was &y fea sport
as any unbreeched infant: far readier than theeCuwli’s junior
clerk, who at nineteen years was much the eldegaacer man of
the two.

| used to watch and study this patriarchal persenagh, |
think, livelier curiosity than any other form of imanity there pre-
sented to my notice. He was, in truth, a rare phremmn; so per-
fect, in one point of view; so shallow, so delusige impalpable
such an absolute nonentity, in every other. My agion was that
he had no soul, no heart, no mind; nothing, asvélaready said,
but instincts; and yet, withal, so cunningly had few materials of
his character been put together that there wasimbyb perception
of deficiency, but, on my part, an entire contemmsaith what |
found in him. It might be difficult — and it was soto conceive
how he should exist hereafter, so earthly and serssuid he



seem; but surely his existence here, admittingithaas to termi-
nate with his last breath, had been not unkindixeigi with no
higher moral responsibilities than the beasts effigld, but with a
larger scope of enjoyment than theirs, and withttedir blessed
immunity from the dreariness and duskiness of age.

One point in which he had vastly the advantage tneifour-
footed brethren was his ability to recollect thegdalinners which
it had made no small portion of the happiness sfife to eat. His
gourmandism was a highly agreeable trait; and & han talk of
roast meat was as appetizing as a pickle or areloyds he pos-
sessed no higher attribute, and neither sacrifraadvitiated any
spiritual endowment by devoting all his energied srgenuities to
subserve the delight and profit of his maw, it glevpleased and
satisfied me to hear him expatiate on fish, poultnyd butcher’s
meat, and the most eligible methods of preparimgntifior the ta-
ble. His reminiscences of good cheer, however ahtiee date of
the actual banquet, seemed to bring the savouigairgurkey un-
der one’s very nostrils. There were flavours ongatate that had
lingered there not less than sixty or seventy yeams were still
apparently as fresh as that of the mutton chop hvhig had just
devoured for his breakfast. | have heard him sniasHKips over
dinners, every guest at which, except himself, load been food
for worms. It was marvellous to observe how thesghof bygone
meals were continually rising up before him — moanger or ret-
ribution, but as if grateful for his former appradn, and seeking
to reduplicate an endless series of enjoymentmed shadowy and
sensual: a tenderloin of beef, a hind-quarter ai,v& spare-rib of
pork, a particular chicken, or a remarkably praseiy turkey,
which had perhaps adorned his board in the dayiseoélder Ad-



ams, would be remembered; while all the subsegesgrerience of
our race, and all the events that brightened okesteed his indi-
vidual career, had gone over him with as littlenp@nent effect as
the passing breeze. The chief tragic event of therman’s life, so
far as | could judge, was his mishap with a cerggoose, which
lived and died some twenty or forty years ago: asgoof most
promising figure, but which, at table, proved seeiterately tough,
that the carving-knife would make no impressionitsncarcase,
and it could only be divided with an axe and hamdsa

But it is time to quit this sketch; on which, hoveeyl should be
glad to dwell at considerably more length, becaokall men
whom | have ever known, this individual was fittéstbe a Cus-
tom-House officer. Most persons, owing to causeshvhmay not
have space to hint at, suffer moral detriment fribms peculiar
mode of life. The old Inspector was incapable p&itd, were he to
continue in office to the end of time, would betjas good as he
was then, and sit down to dinner with just as gaappetite.

There is one likeness, without which my gallery @distom-
House portraits would be strangely incomplete, Wwhich my
comparatively few opportunities for observation ldeame to
sketch only in the merest outline. It is that oé tGollector, our
gallant old General, who, after his brilliant naliy service, subse-
guently to which he had ruled over a wild Westamitory, had
come hither, twenty years before, to spend theroff his varied
and honourable life.

The brave soldier had already numbered, nearlyuite,qhis
three-score years and ten, and was pursuing thaimder of his
earthly march, burdened with infirmities which evire martial
music of his own spirit-stirring recollections cdutlo little to-



wards lightening. The step was palsied now, that lbeen fore-
most in the charge. It was only with the assistaf@eservant, and
by leaning his hand heavily on the iron balustratat he could
slowly and painfully ascend the Custom-House stapd, with a
toilsome progress across the floor, attain hisarnaty chair be-
side the fireplace. There he used to sit, gazinf &i somewhat
dim serenity of aspect at the figures that cameveewt, amid the
rustle of papers, the administering of oaths, tkeugsion of busi-
ness, and the casual talk of the office; all whsclunds and cir-
cumstances seemed but indistinctly to impress baises, and
hardly to make their way into his inner sphere ohtemplation.

His countenance, in this repose, was mild and kinélhis notice

was sought, an expression of courtesy and intglestmed out
upon his features, proving that there was lighhimihim, and that
it was only the outward medium of the intellectlaahp that ob-
structed the rays in their passage. The closempgmetrated to the
substance of his mind, the sounder it appeared.nWigelonger

called upon to speak or listen — either of whickragions cost him
an evident effort — his face would briefly subsid® its former

not uncheerful quietude. It was not painful to Hdfbis look; for,

though dim, it had not the imbecility of decayingeaThe frame-
work of his nature, originally strong and massiwvgs not yet
crumpled into ruin.

To observe and define his character, however, usulgr disad-
vantages, was as difficult a task as to trace ndthkauild up anew,
in imagination, an old fortress, like Ticonderofg@m a view of
its grey and broken ruins. Here and there, perahatie walls
may remain almost complete; but elsewhere may beashape-
less mound, cumbrous with its very strength, andrgrown,



through long years of peace and neglect, with geags alien
weeds.

Nevertheless, looking at the old warrior with affes — for,
slight as was the communication between us, mynigabwards
him, like that of all bipeds and quadrupeds whovkinem, might
not improperly be termed so, — | could discernrian points of
his portrait. It was marked with the noble and hermgualities
which showed it to be not a mere accident, butaafdgright, that
he had won a distinguished name. His spirit cowdden, | con-
ceive, have been characterized by an uneasy gctivimust, at
any period of his life, have required an impulseséb him in mo-
tion; but once stirred up, with obstacles to overepand an ade-
guate object to be attained, it was not in the toagive out or fail.
The heat that had formerly pervaded his nature vemdh was not
yet extinct, was never of the kind that flashes #iuters in a
blaze; but rather a deep red glow, as of iron faraace. Weight,
solidity, firmness — this was the expression of heigose, even in
such decay as had crept untimely over him at thegef which |
speak. But | could imagine, even then, that, uisdene excitement
which should go deeply into his consciousness sadiy a trum-
pet’'s peal, loud enough to awaken all of his em=rginat were not
dead, but only slumbering — he was yet capabldrajifig off his
infirmities like a sick man’s gown, dropping theaf§tof age to
seize a battle-sword, and starting up once moraraiav. And, in
so intense a moment his demeanour would havebs@h calm.
Such an exhibition, however, was but to be picturethncy; not
to be anticipated, nor desired. What | saw in hias-evidently as
the indestructible ramparts of Old Ticonderogaeaddly cited as
the most appropriate simile — was the featurestabborn and



ponderous endurance, which might well have amoutdeabsti-
nacy in his earlier days; of integrity, that, likeost of his other
endowments, lay in a somewhat heavy mass, anduwsa®$ un-
malleable or unmanageable as a ton of iron ore;drgkenevo-
lence which, fiercely as he led the bayonets ddhappewa or Fort
Erie, | take to be of quite as genuine a stamp lzet &ctuates any
or all the polemical philanthropists of the age. &l slain men
with his own hand, for aught | know — certainlyeyhhad fallen
like blades of grass at the sweep of the scytherbeahe charge to
which his spirit imparted its triumphant energy u,lbe that as it
might, there was never in his heart so much crwdtyould have
brushed the down off a butterfly’s wing. | have knbwn the man
to whose innate kindliness | would more confidemtigke an ap-
peal.

Many characteristics — and those, too, which cbuate not the
least forcibly to impart resemblance in a sketamust have van-
ished, or been obscured, before | met the Gendthlmerely
graceful attributes are usually the most evanescentdoes nature
adorn the human ruin with blossoms of new beab#t, lhave their
roots and proper nutriment only in the chinks areliices of de-
cay, as she sows wall-flowers over the ruined ésdrof Ticonder-
oga. Still, even in respect of grace and beautrethvere points
well worth noting. A ray of humour, now and thergwid make its
way through the veil of dim obstruction, and glinmmpdeasantly
upon our faces. A trait of native elegance, seldeen in the mas-
culine character after childhood or early youthsvghown in the
General’s fondness for the sight and fragrancdovfdrs. An old
soldier might be supposed to prize only the blotayel on his



brow; but here was one who seemed to have a youlrsyappre-
ciation of the floral tribe.

There, beside the fireplace, the brave old Gengsatl to sit;
while the Surveyor — though seldom, when it couddavoided,
taking upon himself the difficult task of engagihign in conversa-
tion — was fond of standing at a distance, and hagchis quiet
and almost slumberous countenance. He seemed awoay uUs,
although we saw him but a few yards off; remotegutgh we
passed close beside his chair; unattainable, thaugghight have
stretched forth our hands and touched his own.idhtrbe that he
lived a more real life within his thoughts than dntine unappro-
priate environment of the Collector’s office. Theokitions of the
parade; the tumult of the battle; the flourish &f beroic music,
heard thirty years before — such scenes and sopedsaps, were
all alive before his intellectual sense. Meanwhitee merchants
and ship-masters, the spruce clerks and uncoulbrsaentered
and departed; the bustle of his commercial andddusiouse life
kept up its little murmur round about him; and heit with the
men nor their affairs did the General appear tdasughe most
distant relation. He was as much out of place asldrsword —
now rusty, but which had flashed once in the battieont, and
showed still a bright gleam along its blade — wobkl/e been
among the inkstands, paper-folders, and mahogaeysron the
Deputy Collector’s desk.

There was one thing that much aided me in renewimd) re-
creating the stalwart soldier of the Niagara frentt the man of
true and simple energy. It was the recollectiothoSe memorable
words of his — “I'll try, Sir” — spoken on the vemerge of a des-
perate and heroic enterprise, and breathing the awal spirit of



New England hardihood, comprehending all perilsl ancounter-
ing all. If, in our country, valour were rewardey beraldic hon-
our, this phrase — which it seems so easy to spedkyhich only
he, with such a task of danger and glory before, hias ever spo-
ken — would be the best and fittest of all mottlmeshe General's
shield of arms.

It contributes greatly towards a man’s moral antkliectual
health to be brought into habits of companionshig wdividuals
unlike himself, who care little for his pursuitsydawhose sphere
and abilities he must go out of himself to appriecidhe accidents
of my life have often afforded me this advantagst, fever with
more fulness and variety than during my continuaimceffice.
There was one man, especially, the observationhofse character
gave me a new idea of talent. His gifts were emgpéhla those of
a man of business; prompt, acute, clear-minded) it eye that
saw through all perplexities, and a faculty of agement that
made them vanish as by the waving of an enchantersl. Bred
up from boyhood in the Custom-House, it was higprdield of
activity; and the many intricacies of businesshacassing to the
interloper, presented themselves before him wiehrdgularity of
a perfectly comprehended system. In my contempiatie stood
as the ideal of his class. He was, indeed, the ddustouse in
himself; or, at all events, the mainspring thattképvariously re-
volving wheels in motion; for, in an institutiorké this, where its
officers are appointed to subserve their own prafil conven-
ience, and seldom with a leading reference to tiiteiess for the
duty to be performed, they must perforce seek disesvthe dex-
terity which is not in them. Thus, by an inevitalblkecessity, as a
magnet attracts steel-filings, so did our man ofitess draw to



himself the difficulties which everybody met wittWith an easy
condescension, and kind forbearance towards oypidstyr —
which, to his order of mind, must have seemecelgtiort of crime
— would he forth-with, by the merest touch of higgeér, make the
incomprehensible as clear as daylight. The mershaaitued him
not less than we, his esoteric friends. His intggrias perfect; it
was a law of nature with him, rather than a chaice principle;
nor can it be otherwise than the main conditiorawfintellect so
remarkably clear and accurate as his to be honestegyular in the
administration of affairs. A stain on his conscienas to anything
that came within the range of his vocation, wouttlble such a
man very much in the same way, though to a fartgredegree,
than an error in the balance of an account, onlabiot on the fair
page of a book of record. Here, in a word — arigl a rare instance
in my life — | had met with a person thoroughly piga to the
situation which he held.

Such were some of the people with whom | now foomaelf
connected. | took it in good part, at the handPRmividence, that |
was thrown into a position so little akin to my phabits; and set
myself seriously to gather from it whatever profias to be had.
After my fellowship of toil and impracticable schesmwith the
dreamy brethren of Brook Farm; after living forelryears within
the subtle influence of an intellect like Emersofter those wild,
free days on the Assabeth, indulging fantastic wlpgions, beside
our fire of fallen boughs, with Ellery Channingteftalking with
Thoreau about pine-trees and Indian relics in hl@smitage at
Walden; after growing fastidious by sympathy witke tclassic re-
finement of Hillard’s culture; after becoming imlabivith poetic
sentiment at Longfellow’s hearthstone — it was tiadength, that



| should exercise other faculties of my nature, aadrish myself
with food for which | had hitherto had little appiet Even the old
Inspector was desirable, as a change of diet, neaa who had
known Alcott. | looked upon it as an evidence, amg measure,
of a system naturally well balanced, and lackingessential part
of a thorough organization, that, with such asgesito remember,
| could mingle at once with men of altogether difg qualities,
and never murmur at the change.

Literature, its exertions and objects, were nowitdé moment
in my regard. | cared not at this period for boakey were apart
from me. Nature — except it were human nature -n#itare that is
developed in earth and sky, was, in one senseghifi®m me;
and all the imaginative delight wherewith it hackebespiritualized
passed away out of my mind. A gift, a faculty,tibhad not been
departed, was suspended and inanimate within mereTivould
have been something sad, unutterably dreary, ithll had | not
been conscious that it lay at my own option to lfeghatever was
valuable in the past. It might be true, indeedt thes was a life
which could not, with impunity, be lived too longise, it might
make me permanently other than | had been, wittransforming
me into any shape which it would be worth my whddake. But |
never considered it as other than a transitory Titeere was al-
ways a prophetic instinct, a low whisper in my ghat within no
long period, and whenever a new change of custauldibe es-
sential to my good, change would come.

Meanwhile, there | was, a Surveyor of the Revemd ao far
as | have been able to understand, as good a Surasyneed be.
A man of thought, fancy, and sensibility (had he tienes the Sur-
veyor’s proportion of those qualities), may, at aimye, be a man



of affairs, if he will only choose to give himsdlie trouble. My
fellow-officers, and the merchants and sea-captaitts whom my
official duties brought me into any manner of cactren, viewed
me in no other light, and probably knew me in nloeotcharacter.
None of them, | presume, had ever read a page ahdiyng, or
would have cared a fig the more for me if they head them all;
nor would it have mended the matter, in the Idaest, those same
unprofitable pages been written with a pen like tifaBurns or of
Chaucer, each of whom was a Custom-House offichrsimay, as
well as I. It is a good lesson — though it may ofbe a hard one —
for a man who has dreamed of literary fame, andhaking for
himself a rank among the world’s dignitaries by rsumeans, to
step aside out of the narrow circle in which higirals are recog-
nized and to find how utterly devoid of significapdeyond that
circle, is all that he achieves, and all he aimd khow not that |
especially needed the lesson, either in the wayarhing or re-
buke; but at any rate, | learned it thoroughly:,nibrgives me
pleasure to reflect, did the truth, as it came htomay perception,
ever cost me a pang, or require to be thrown off gigh. In the
way of literary talk, it is true, the Naval Officeran excellent fel-
low, who came into the office with me, and went outy a little
later — would often engage me in a discussion abaet or the
other of his favourite topics, Napoleon or ShakaspeThe Col-
lector’s junior clerk, too a young gentleman whoyas whispered
occasionally covered a sheet of Uncle Sam’s Ig@er with what
(at the distance of a few yards) looked very mukba poetry —
used now and then to speak to me of books, as &ttt which

| might possibly be conversant. This was my allatfered inter-
course; and it was quite sufficient for my necessit



No longer seeking nor caring that my name shoultlasoned
abroad on title-pages, | smiled to think that idh@ow another
kind of vogue. The Custom-House marker imprintedwiith a
stencil and black paint, on pepper-bags, and baskeinatto, and
cigar-boxes, and bales of all kinds of dutiable chandise, in tes-
timony that these commaodities had paid the imposd, gone regu-
larly through the office. Borne on such queer viehaf fame, a
knowledge of my existence, so far as a hame convey&s car-
ried where it had never been before, and, | hopk,never go
again.

But the past was not dead. Once in a great whike thoughts
that had seemed so vital and so active, yet had peketo rest so
quietly, revived again. One of the most remarkabbeasions,
when the habit of bygone days awoke in me, waswhath brings
it within the law of literary propriety to offer éhpublic the sketch
which | am now writing.

In the second storey of the Custom-House therdasga room,
in which the brick-work and naked rafters have meween cov-
ered with panelling and plaster. The edifice —ioadly projected
on a scale adapted to the old commercial enterpfitee port, and
with an idea of subsequent prosperity destined mtevbee realized
— contains far more space than its occupants knloat t@ do with.
This airy hall, therefore, over the Collector’'s ap@ents, remains
unfinished to this day, and, in spite of the agebwebs that fes-
toon its dusky beams, appears still to await theua of the car-
penter and mason. At one end of the room, in asseosere a
number of barrels piled one upon another, contgifiandles of
official documents. Large quantities of similar bigh lay lumber-
ing the floor. It was sorrowful to think how mangys, and weeks,



and months, and years of toil had been wasted esetmusty pa-
pers, which were now only an encumbrance on earil, were
hidden away in this forgotten corner, never mor&édoglanced at
by human eyes. But then, what reams of other maipisse- filled,
not with the dulness of official formalities, buittvthe thought of
inventive brains and the rich effusion of deep tsearhad gone
equally to oblivion; and that, moreover, without\seg a purpose
in their day, as these heaped-up papers had, aaddest of all —
without purchasing for their writers the comforedivelihood
which the clerks of the Custom-House had gainethbge worth-
less scratchings of the pen. Yet not altogetheithmass, perhaps,
as materials of local history. Here, no doubt,istias of the for-
mer commerce of Salem might be discovered, and malsmf
her princely merchants — old King Derby — old BiBray — old
Simon Forrester — and many another magnate in dys wwhose
powdered head, however, was scarcely in the tonibréoehis
mountain pile of wealth began to dwindle. The foersdof the
greater part of the families which now composedhstocracy of
Salem might here be traced, from the petty andwbdeeginnings
of their traffic, at periods generally much posterio the Revolu-
tion, upward to what their children look upon asdeestablished
rank,

Prior to the Revolution there is a dearth of respttie earlier
documents and archives of the Custom-House hayirahably,
been carried off to Halifax, when all the king’iofls accompa-
nied the British army in its flight from Boston.h&as often been a
matter of regret with me; for, going back, perhapsthe days of
the Protectorate, those papers must have contameey refer-
ences to forgotten or remembered men, and to antgstoms,



which would have affected me with the same pleaasravhen |
used to pick up Indian arrow-heads in the fieldrngee Old
Manse.

But, one idle and rainy day, it was my fortune take a discov-
ery of some little interest. Poking and burrowingpi the heaped-
up rubbish in the corner, unfolding one and anotteeument, and
reading the names of vessels that had long agalérad at sea or
rotted at the wharves, and those of merchants rfexemd of now
on 'Change, nor very readily decipherable on timeassy tomb-
stones; glancing at such matters with the saddenmedty, half-
reluctant interest which we bestow on the corpsgeafd activity —
and exerting my fancy, sluggish with little use,réase up from
these dry bones an image of the old town’s brigaggrect, when
India was a new region, and only Salem knew the thélger — |
chanced to lay my hand on a small package, cayedolhe up in a
piece of ancient yellow parchment. This envelope th& air of an
official record of some period long past, when kd$eengrossed
their stiff and formal chirography on more subseinimaterials
than at present. There was something about itghakened an
instinctive curiosity, and made me undo the fadstitape that tied
up the package, with the sense that a treasuredwoete be
brought to light. Unbending the rigid folds of tharchment cover,
| found it to be a commission, under the hand a&ad af Governor
Shirley, in favour of one Jonathan Pue, as Surveydiis Maj-
esty’s Customs for the Port of Salem, in the Prowinf Massa-
chusetts Bay. | remembered to have read (probabRelt's “An-
nals”) a notice of the decease of Mr. Surveyor Rbeut fourscore
years ago; and likewise, in a newspaper of reca st an account
of the digging up of his remains in the little gegard of St. Pe-



ter's Church, during the renewal of that edificeotiNng, if |
rightly call to mind, was left of my respected peedssor, save an
imperfect skeleton, and some fragments of apparel, a wig of
majestic frizzle, which, unlike the head that itteradorned, was
in very satisfactory preservation. But, on exangnihe papers
which the parchment commission served to envelémyurid more
traces of Mr. Pue’s mental part, and the intermedrations of his
head, than the frizzled wig had contained of theevable skull
itself.

They were documents, in short, not official, butagbrivate na-
ture, or, at least, written in his private capaciéyd apparently
with his own hand. | could account for their beingluded in the
heap of Custom-House lumber only by the fact that Rue’s
death had happened suddenly, and that these papard) he
probably kept in his official desk, had never cotoeghe knowl-
edge of his heirs, or were supposed to relateddttsiness of the
revenue. On the transfer of the archives to Halitais package,
proving to be of no public concern, was left behiadd had re-
mained ever since unopened.

The ancient Surveyor — being little molested, Imge, at that
early day with business pertaining to his officseems to have
devoted some of his many leisure hours to researakea local
antiquarian, and other inquisitions of a similatune. These sup-
plied material for petty activity to a mind that wd otherwise
have been eaten up with rust.

A portion of his facts, by-the-by, did me good seevin the
preparation of the article entitledviain street,” included in the
present volume. The remainder may perhaps be appmigur-
poses equally valuable hereafter, or not impossiidy be worked



up, so far as they go, into a regular history ae®a should my
veneration for the natal soil ever impel me to soup a task.
Meanwhile, they shall be at the command of any lgeran, in-
clined and competent, to take the unprofitable daboff my
hands. As a final disposition | contemplate depogithem with
the Essex Historical Society. But the object thastrdrew my at-
tention to the mysterious package was a certaearadf fine red
cloth, much worn and faded, There were traces alanit gold
embroidery, which, however, was greatly frayed dethced, so
that none, or very little, of the glitter was ldfthad been wrought,
as was easy to perceive, with wonderful skill oédiework; and
the stitch (as | am assured by ladies conversaht suich myster-
ies) gives evidence of a now forgotten art, nobéodiscovered
even by the process of picking out the threadss Téj of scarlet
cloth — for time, and wear, and a sacrilegious niatt reduced it
to little other than a rag — on careful examinatiassumed the
shape of a letter.

It was the capital letter A. By an accurate measerd, each
limb proved to be precisely three inches and atguar length. It
had been intended, there could be no doubt, asremental arti-
cle of dress; but how it was to be worn, or whatkrahonour, and
dignity, in by-past times, were signified by it, sva riddle which
(so evanescent are the fashions of the world isetlparticulars) |
saw little hope of solving. And yet it strangelytarested me. My
eyes fastened themselves upon the old scarlet, lattd would not
be turned aside. Certainly there was some deepingeanit most
worthy of interpretation, and which, as it werereatned forth
from the mystic symbol, subtly communicating itseifmy sensi-
bilities, but evading the analysis of my mind.



When thus perplexed — and cogitating, among otiipotheses,
whether the letter might not have been one of thdesmrations
which the white men used to contrive in order teetthe eyes of
Indians — | happened to place it on my breastedinsed to me —
the reader may smile, but must not doubt my wortdseemed to
me, then, that | experienced a sensation not dhlieggehysical, yet
almost so, as of burning heat, and as if the letene not of red
cloth, but red-hot iron. | shuddered, and involuitalet it fall
upon the floor.

In the absorbing contemplation of the scarlet tettdad hith-
erto neglected to examine a small roll of dingy erapround
which it had been twisted. This | now opened, aadl the satisfac-
tion to find recorded by the old Surveyor’'s pemgasonably com-
plete explanation of the whole affair. There wesgesal foolscap
sheets, containing many particulars respectindifia@nd conver-
sation of one Hester Prynne, who appeared to heea bather a
noteworthy personage in the view of our ances®hg had flour-
ished during the period between the early days asd®dchusetts
and the close of the seventeenth century. Agedpsrslive in the
time of Mr. Surveyor Pue, and from whose oral teety he had
made up his narrative, remembered her, in theithycas a very
old, but not decrepit woman, of a stately and solaspect. It had
been her habit, from an almost immemorial dategdcabout the
country as a kind of voluntary nurse, and doing tetxar miscella-
neous good she might; taking upon herself, likewisegive ad-
vice in all matters, especially those of the hdaytywhich means —
as a person of such propensities inevitably mustte-gained from
many people the reverence due to an angel, baguld imagine,
was looked upon by others as an intruder and ancés Prying



further into the manuscript, | found the recordbtier doings and
sufferings of this singular woman, for most of white reader is
referred to the story entitledihe scarlet letter”; and it should be
borne carefully in mind that the main facts of thtry are author-
ized and authenticated by the document of Mr. Siav@ue. The
original papers, together with the scarlet letteelf — a most curi-
ous relic — are still in my possession, and shalfrbely exhibited
to whomsoever, induced by the great interest ohtreative, may
desire a sight of them. | must not be understofidvahg that, in
the dressing up of the tale, and imagining the westiand modes
of passion that influenced the characters who éguarit, | have
invariably confined myself within the limits of tr@d Surveyor’s
half-a-dozen sheets of foolscap. On the contratyave allowed
myself, as to such points, nearly, or altogethemnach license as
if the facts had been entirely of my own inventigvhat | contend
for is the authenticity of the outline.

This incident recalled my mind, in some degreatdmld track.
There seemed to be here the groundwork of a talepressed me
as if the ancient Surveyor, in his garb of a huddrears gone by,
and wearing his immortal wig — which was buriedhwitim, but
did not perish in the grave — had met me in theeded chamber
of the Custom-House. In his port was the dignityoné who had
borne His Majesty’s commission, and who was thesibumi-
nated by a ray of the splendour that shone so idghzlabout the
throne. How unlike alas the hangdog look of a rdipab official,
who, as the servant of the people, feels himssff than the least,
and below the lowest of his masters. With his ownggly hand,
the obscurely seen, but majestic, figure had inggatb me the
scarlet symbol and the little roll of explanatornamuscript. With



his own ghostly voice he had exhorted me, on tleeesaconsid-
eration of my filial duty and reverence towards himvho might
reasonably regard himself as my official ancestdo -bring his
mouldy and moth-eaten lucubrations before the publbo this,”

said the ghost of Mr. Surveyor Pue, emphaticallgdiog the head
that looked so imposing within its memorable widgp*“this, and
the profit shall be all your own. You will shortheed it; for it is
not in your days as it was in mine, when a manfe®fwas a life-
lease, and oftentimes an heirloom. But | charge yothis matter
of old Mistress Prynne, give to your predecessar&mory the
credit which will be rightfully due” And | said tthe ghost of Mr.
Surveyor Pue — “1 will”.

On Hester Prynne’s story, therefore, | bestowedmthought.
It was the subject of my meditations for many anrhavhile pac-
ing to and fro across my room, or traversing, vathundredfold
repetition, the long extent from the front door tok Custom-
House to the side entrance, and back again. Grexat the weari-
ness and annoyance of the old Inspector and thgh&e and
Gaugers, whose slumbers were disturbed by the wiforigr
lengthened tramp of my passing and returning fepstRemem-
bering their own former habits, they used to sa the Surveyor
was walking the quarter-deck. They probably fand¢het my sole
object — and, indeed, the sole object for whiclamesman could
ever put himself into voluntary motion — was to gatappetite for
dinner. And, to say the truth, an appetite, shaedey the east
wind that generally blew along the passage, wa®tie valuable
result of so much indefatigable exercise. So litttapted is the
atmosphere of a Custom-house to the delicate haovésncy and
sensibility, that, had | remained there through Reesidencies yet



to come, | doubt whether the tale of “The Scarlettér” would
ever have been brought before the public eye. Magimation was
a tarnished mirror. It would not reflect, or onlyithv miserable
dimness, the figures with which | did my best tople it. The
characters of the narrative would not be warmedrandered mal-
leable by any heat that | could kindle at my irgeflial forge. They
would take neither the glow of passion nor the éendss of sen-
timent, but retained all the rigidity of dead capsand stared me
in the face with a fixed and ghastly grin of conpgaous defiance.
“What have you to do with us?” that expression ssgro say.
“The little power you might have once possessed twe tribe of
unrealities is gone! You have bartered it for ggpite of the public
gold. Go then, and earn your wages!” In short, dhmeost torpid
creatures of my own fancy twitted me with imbegiliand not
without fair occasion.

It was not merely during the three hours and aWwaith Uncle
Sam claimed as his share of my daily life that Wnistched numb-
ness held possession of me. It went with me on eatshore
walks and rambles into the country, whenever — wvinas seldom
and reluctantly — | bestirred myself to seek tha&igorating charm
of Nature which used to give me such freshnessaamtidity of
thought, the moment that | stepped across theltble@®f the Old
Manse. The same torpor, as regarded the capacitytilectual
effort, accompanied me home, and weighed upon nigeiicham-
ber which I most absurdly termed my study. Nor diduit me
when, late at night, | sat in the deserted parloginted only by the
glimmering coal-fire and the moon, striving to pict forth imagi-
nary scenes, which, the next day, might flow outlu brighten-
ing page in many-hued description.



If the imaginative faculty refused to act at suahhaur, it might
well be deemed a hopeless case. Moonlight, in alitarmoom,
falling so white upon the carpet, and showingtalifigures so dis-
tinctly — making every object so minutely visibigt so unlike a
morning or noontide visibility — is a medium the shsuitable for
a romance-writer to get acquainted with his illesguests. There
is the little domestic scenery of the well-knownagment; the
chairs, with each its separate individuality; thentce-table, sus-
taining a work-basket, a volume or two, and anngxtished lamp;
the sofa; the book-case; the picture on the walll these details,
so completely seen, are so spiritualised by theswalulight, that
they seem to lose their actual substance, and etoimgs of in-
tellect. Nothing is too small or too trifling to dergo this change,
and acquire dignity thereby. A child’s shoe; thdl,cseated in her
little wicker carriage; the hobby-horse — whatevera word, has
been used or played with during the day is now stee with a
guality of strangeness and remoteness, thoughastilbst as viv-
idly present as by daylight. Thus, therefore, fberfof our famil-
iar room has become a neutral territory, somewbete/een the
real world and fairy-land, where the Actual and imaginary may
meet, and each imbue itself with the nature ofdtieer. Ghosts
might enter here without affrighting us. It woulé koo much in
keeping with the scene to excite surprise, wer¢oNeok about us
and discover a form, beloved, but gone hence, ntiwgsquietly
in a streak of this magic moonshine, with an aspleat would
make us doubt whether it had returned from afarham never
once stirred from our fireside.

The somewhat dim coal fire has an essential Inflaein pro-
ducing the effect which | would describe. It throidssunobtrusive



tinge throughout the room, with a faint ruddineg®mu the walls
and ceiling, and a reflected gleam upon the palistie furniture.
This warmer light mingles itself with the cold spiality of the
moon-beams, and communicates, as it were, a hedrsensibili-
ties of human tenderness to the forms which famoymsons up. It
converts them from snow-images into men and wor@ancing
at the looking-glass, we behold — deep within asirited verge —
the smouldering glow of the half-extinguished aatite, the white
moon-beams on the floor, and a repetition of adl geam and
shadow of the picture, with one remove further frma actual,
and nearer to the imaginative. Then, at such am, lamd with this
scene before him, if a man, sitting all alone, cdrdream strange
things, and make them look like truth, he need néweto write
romances.

But, for myself, during the whole of my Custom-Heusxperi-
ence, moonlight and sunshine, and the glow ofiginé] were just
alike in my regard; and neither of them was of whé& more avalil
than the twinkle of a tallow-candle. An entire daf susceptibili-
ties, and a gift connected with them — of no grigdiness or value,
but the best | had — was gone from me.

It is my belief, however, that had | attempted ffedent order of
composition, my faculties would not have been fosadointless
and inefficacious. | might, for instance, have emted myself
with writing out the narratives of a veteran shigtea, one of the
Inspectors, whom | should be most ungrateful notmention,
since scarcely a day passed that he did not stitonteeughter and
admiration by his marvelous gifts as a story-teltéould | have
preserved the picturesque force of his style, dredhumourous
colouring which nature taught him how to throw owés descrip-



tions, the result, | honestly believe, would hawerl something
new in literature. Or | might readily have foundrere serious
task. It was a folly, with the materiality of thiwily life pressing

SO intrusively upon me, to attempt to fling myske#ck into an-

other age, or to insist on creating the semblari@world out of

airy matter, when, at every moment, the impalp&igiauty of my

soap-bubble was broken by the rude contact of sacheal cir-

cumstance. The wiser effort would have been tousiéfthought
and imagination through the opaque substance dayp-and thus
to make it a bright transparency; to spiritualise burden that be-
gan to weigh so heavily; to seek, resolutely, the aind indestruc-
tible value that lay hidden in the petty and wearis incidents,
and ordinary characters with which | was now cosagt. The

fault was mine. The page of life that was spreatl bmiore me

seemed dull and commonplace only because | hathtimmed its

deeper import. A better book than | shall everewitas there; leaf
after leaf presenting itself to me, just as it wagten out by the
reality of the flitting hour, and vanishing as fast written, only
because my brain wanted the insight, and my ha@auhning, to
transcribe it. At some future day, it may be, llsftemember a few
scattered fragments and broken paragraphs, ane thetm down,
and find the letters turn to gold upon the page.

These perceptions had come too late. At the Instamas only
conscious that what would have been a pleasure wasenow a
hopeless toil. There was no occasion to make muzannabout
this state of affairs. | had ceased to be a wofetolerably poor
tales and essays, and had become a tolerably gowdy®r of the
Customs. That was all. But, nevertheless, it igtanyg but agree-
able to be haunted by a suspicion that one’s etkls dwindling



away, or exhaling, without your consciousness, &kger out of a
phial; so that, at every glance, you find a smadied less volatile
residuum. Of the fact there could be no doubt axdmining my-
self and others, | was led to conclusions, in exfee to the effect
of public office on the character, not very favdieato the mode
of life in question. In some other form, perhapsndy hereafter
develop these effects. Suffice it here to say ¢h@ustom-House
officer of long continuance can hardly be a vergiggworthy or
respectable personage, for many reasons; one wof, tthe tenure
by which he holds his situation, and another, tg wature of his
business, which — though, | trust, an honest orseof such a sort
that he does not share in the united effort of nrathk

An effect — which | believe to be observable, mordess, in
every individual who has occupied the position —thst while he
leans on the mighty arm of the Republic, his owoper strength
departs from him. He loses, in an extent propoetbto the weak-
ness or force of his original nature, the capabditself-support. If
he possesses an unusual share of native energy enervating
magic of place do not operate too long upon hirs, forfeited
powers may be redeemable. The ejected officer turfate in the
unkindly shove that sends him forth betimes, taggle amid a
struggling world — may return to himself, and beeoall that he
has ever been. But this seldom happens. He uskabys his
ground just long enough for his own ruin, and ientlihrust out,
with sinews all unstrung, to totter along the @it footpath of
life as he best may. Conscious of his own infirmitshat his tem-
pered steel and elasticity are lost — he for eVernaards looks
wistfully about him in quest of support external liomself. His
pervading and continual hope — a hallucination,ciwhin the face



of all discouragement, and making light of imposgibs, haunts
him while he lives, and, | fancy, like the convuisithroes of the
cholera, torments him for a brief space after deat}) that finally,
and in no long time, by some happy coincidencerofimstances,
he shall be restored to office. This faith, moranttanything else,
steals the pith and availability out of whatevetegorise he may
dream of undertaking. Why should he toil and maild be at so
much trouble to pick himself up out of the mud, whim a little
while hence, the strong arm of his Uncle will raesed support
him? Why should he work for his living here, or todig gold in
California, when he is so soon to be made happyaaithly inter-
vals, with a little pile of glittering coin out dfis Uncle’s pocket?
It is sadly curious to observe how slight a tagteffice suffices to
infect a poor fellow with this singular disease.dédnSam’s gold —
meaning no disrespect to the worthy old gentlemdmas; in this
respect, a quality of enchantment like that of de®il's wages.
Whoever touches it should look well to himselfhermay find the
bargain to go hard against him, involving, if nat koul, yet many
of its better attributes; its sturdy force, its tge and constancy,
its truth, its self-reliance, and all that giveg #mphasis to manly
character.

Here was a fine prospect in the distance. Not tth@tSurveyor
brought the lesson home to himself, or admittetl leacould be so
utterly undone, either by continuance in officeepectment. Yet
my reflections were not the most comfortable. | dredgo grow
melancholy and restless; continually prying into myd, to dis-
cover which of its poor properties were gone, afméhtwdegree of
detriment had already accrued to the remaindendeavoured to
calculate how much longer I could stay in the Comstdouse, and



yet go forth a man. To confess the truth, it wasgreatest appre-
hension — as it would never be a measure of patidyirn out so
quiet an individual as myself; and it being hardiyhe nature of a
public officer to resign — it was my chief troubtbgrefore, that |
was likely to grow grey and decrepit in the Survsip, and be-
come much such another animal as the old Inspeadight it not,
in the tedious lapse of official life that lay bedome, finally be
with me as it was with this venerable friend — take the dinner-
hour the nucleus of the day, and to spend theofei$t as an old
dog spends it, asleep in the sunshine or in theesh® dreary
look-forward, this, for a man who felt it to be thest definition of
happiness to live throughout the whole range off&isilties and
sensibilities. But, all this while, | was giving s8if very unneces-
sary alarm. Providence had meditated better thiogsne than |
could possibly imagine for myself.

A remarkable event of the third year of my Survehqr — to
adopt the tone of “P. P. “ — was the election oh&al Taylor to
the Presidency. It is essential, in order to foroomplete estimate
of the advantages of official life, to view the imsbent at the in-
coming of a hostile administration. His positiorthen one of the
most singularly irksome, and, in every contingerdigagreeable,
that a wretched mortal can possibly occupy; witd@® an alter-
native of good on either hand, although what prissigself to him
as the worst event may very probably be the best. iBis a
strange experience, to a man of pride and sengjliti know that
his interests are within the control of individuatho neither love
nor understand him, and by whom, since one or theramust
needs happen, he would rather be injured than exhli§trange,
too, for one who has kept his calmness throughwmeitcbntest, to



observe the bloodthirstiness that is developechenhour of tri-
umph, and to be conscious that he is himself amtngbjects!
There are few uglier traits of human nature thas téndency —
which | now witnessed in men no worse than theighmgours — to
grow cruel, merely because they possessed the pavirtlicting
harm. If the guillotine, as applied to office-haldewere a literal
fact, instead of one of the most apt of metaphibiis, my sincere
belief that the active members of the victorioustypavere suffi-
ciently excited to have chopped off all our headsd have
thanked Heaven for the opportunity! It appears to-~who have
been a calm and curious observer, as well in wces defeat —
that this fierce and bitter spirit of malice andrerge has never
distinguished the many triumphs of my own partyitasow did
that of the Whigs. The Democrats take the offi@es,a general
rule, because they need them, and because thecprattmany
years has made it the law of political warfare, ehhuinless a dif-
ferent system be proclaimed, it was weakness amdrcice to
murmur at. But the long habit of victory has makenm generous.
They know how to spare when they see occasionwdrah they
strike, the axe may be sharp indeed, but its edgeeldom poi-
soned with ill-will; nor is it their custom ignomously to kick the
head which they have just struck off.

In short, unpleasant as was my predicament, at bsatv much
reason to congratulate myself that | was on thendpside rather
than the triumphant one. If, heretofore, | had beene of the
warmest of partisans | began now, at this seasqgrenf and ad-
versity, to be pretty acutely sensible with whiartg my predilec-
tions lay; nor was it without something like regagid shame that,
according to a reasonable calculation of chancesw my own



prospect of retaining office to be better than &éhof my democ-
ratic brethren. But who can see an inch into ftyubeyond his
nose? My own head was the first that fell.

The moment when a man’s head drops off is seldonewver, |
am inclined to think, precisely the most agreeablbis life. Nev-
ertheless, like the greater part of our misfortyeeen so serious a
contingency brings its remedy and consolation witlf the suf-
ferer will but make the best rather than the warthe accident
which has befallen him. In my particular case tbasolatory top-
ics were close at hand, and, indeed, had suggéstedselves to
my meditations a considerable time before it waplisste to use
them. In view of my previous weariness of officeydavague
thoughts of resignation, my fortune somewhat resedhthat of a
person who should entertain an idea of committingide, and
although beyond his hopes, meet with the good bapet mur-
dered. In the Custom-House, as before in the Oladdal had
spent three years — a term long enough to restaayveain: long
enough to break off old intellectual habits, anckeneoom for new
ones: long enough, and too long, to have lived rinuanatural
state, doing what was really of no advantage ndigliteto any
human being, and withholding myself from toil thabuld, at
least, have stilled an unquiet impulse in me. Theareover, as
regarded his unceremonious ejectment, the lateegarwas not
altogether ill-pleased to be recognised by the Wiaig an enemy;
since his inactivity in political affairs — his wency to roam, at
will, in that broad and quiet field where all man#timay meet,
rather than confine himself to those narrow pathene brethren
of the same household must diverge from one anetihad some-
times made it questionable with his brother Dentsondhether he



was a friend. Now, after he had won the crown oftyndom
(though with no longer a head to wear it on), tepmight be
looked upon as settled. Finally, little heroic a&swas, it seemed
more decorous to be overthrown in the downfallha&f party with
which he had been content to stand than to rem&nan survi-
vor, when so many worthier men were falling: andaat, after
subsisting for four years on the mercy of a hostdeninistration,
to be compelled then to define his position anew, eaim the yet
more humiliating mercy of a friendly one.

Meanwhile, the press had taken up my affair, amt kee for a
week or two careering through the public printsiyn decapitated
state, like Irving’s Headless Horseman, ghastly andn, and
longing to be buried, as a political dead man ou§let much for
my figurative self. The real human being all thisd, with his
head safely on his shoulders, had brought himeeti¢ comfort-
able conclusion that everything was for the bestl making an
investment in ink, paper, and steel pens, had apémne long-
disused writing desk, and was again a literary man.

Now it was that the lucubrations of my ancient g@sksor, Mr.
Surveyor Pue, came into play. Rusty through lorgnielss, some
little space was requisite before my intellectuachinery could
be brought to work upon the tale with an effecaiy degree satis-
factory. Even yet, though my thoughts were ultityatauch ab-
sorbed in the task, it wears, to my eye, a stethsmmbre aspect:
too much ungladdened by genial sunshine; too hdlieved by the
tender and familiar influences which soften almeatry scene of
nature and real life, and undoubtedly should sodtesry picture of
them. This uncaptivating effect is perhaps dueht® period of
hardly accomplished revolution, and still seethitugmoil, in



which the story shaped itself. It is no indicatibowever, of a lack
of cheerfulness in the writer's mind: for he wagpmiar while
straying through the gloom of these sunless faggagian at any
time since he had quitted the Old Manse. Someebtiefer arti-
cles, which contribute to make up the volume, Hdwavise been
written since my involuntary withdrawal from theilsoand hon-
ours of public life, and the remainder are gleainech annuals and
magazines, of such antique date, that they have gamd the cir-
cle, and come back to novelty again. Keeping upntieéaphor of
the political guillotine, the whole may be conskelétras thepost-
humous papers of A decapitated Surveyor: and the sketch which |
am now bringing to a close, if too autobiographifal a modest
person to publish in his lifetime, will readily lexcused in a gen-
tleman who writes from beyond the grave. Peace itle all the
world! My blessing on my friends! My forgivenessrtty enemies!
For | am in the realm of quiet!

The life of the Custom-House lies like a dream bdhne. The
old Inspector — who, by-the-bye, | regret to sagswverthrown
and killed by a horse some time ago, else he woeitthinly have
lived for ever — he, and all those other venergiagesonages who
sat with him at the receipt of custom, are but skhadin my view:
white-headed and wrinkled images, which my fanaydu® sport
with, and has now flung aside for ever. The merthanPingree,
Phillips, Shepard, Upton, Kimball, Bertram, Huntthese and
many other names, which had such classic famiyjidat my ear
six months ago, — these men of traffic, who seetneaccupy so
important a position in the world — how little tinmas it required
to disconnect me from them all, not merely in &ct, recollection!
It is with an effort that | recall the figures aappellations of these



few. Soon, likewise, my old native town will loompan me

through the haze of memory, a mist brooding ovetl amound it;

as if it were no portion of the real earth, butcaergrown village

in cloud-land, with only imaginary inhabitants tceqgple its

wooden houses and walk its homely lanes, and tpetumesque
prolixity of its main street. Henceforth it ceagesbe a reality of
my life; I am a citizen of somewhere else. My gdaodnspeople
will not much regret me, for — though it has besrdaar an object
as any, in my literary efforts, to be of some intpoce in their

eyes, and to win myself a pleasant memory in thsda and bur-
ial-place of so many of my forefathers — there hesger been, for
me, the genial atmosphere which a literary maniregin order to

ripen the best harvest of his mind. | shall dodyestmongst other
faces; and these familiar ones, it need hardlyai@, svill do just

as well without me.

It may be, however — oh, transporting and triumphhaought —
that the great-grandchildren of the present racg smnetimes
think kindly of the scribbler of bygone days, whae antiquary of
days to come, among the sites memorable in the’sokistory,
shall point out the locality dhe town pump.



The Scarlet Letter



|. The Prison Door

A throng of bearded men, in sad-coloured garmemisgaey stee-
ple-crowned hats, inter-mixed with women, some wgahoods,

and others bareheaded, was assembled in frontwafoden edi-

fice, the door of which was heavily timbered witikpand studded
with iron spikes.

The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia ahln virtue
and happiness they might originally project, haveariably rec-
ognised it among their earliest practical necessito allot a por-
tion of the virgin soil as a cemetery, and anoffwtion as the site
of a prison. In accordance with this rule it mafesabe assumed
that the forefathers of Boston had built the fimtson-house
somewhere in the Vicinity of Cornhill, almost asasenably as
they marked out the first burial-ground, on Isaalenson’s lot, and
round about his grave, which subsequently becamaticleus of
all the congregated sepulchres in the old churchydrKing's
Chapel. Certain it is that, some fifteen or tweydwars after the set-
tlement of the town, the wooden jail was alreadyrked with
weather-stains and other indications of age, wigelke a yet
darker aspect to its beetle-browed and gloomy frohe rust on
the ponderous iron-work of its oaken door lookedrenantique
than anything else in the New World. Like all thagrtains to
crime, it seemed never to have known a youthful Bedore this
ugly edifice, and between it and the wheel-trackhef street, was
a grass-plot, much overgrown with burdock, pig-wesgple-pern,



and such unsightly vegetation, which evidently fdwsomething
congenial in the soil that had so early borne tlaelbflower of
civilised society, a prison. But on one side of pleetal, and rooted
almost at the threshold, was a wild rose-bush, reaein this
month of June, with its delicate gems, which migétimagined to
offer their fragrance and fragile beauty to thespnier as he went
in, and to the condemned criminal as he came forths doom, in
token that the deep heart of Nature could pity aé&ind to him.

This rose-bush, by a strange chance, has beerakegtin his-
tory; but whether it had merely survived out of gtern old wil-
derness, so long after the fall of the giganticepimnd oaks that
originally overshadowed it, or whether, as therdais authority
for believing, it had sprung up under the footstepshe sainted
Ann Hutchinson as she entered the prison-door,had sot take
upon us to determine. Finding it so directly on ttmeshold of our
narrative, which is now about to issue from thauspicious por-
tal, we could hardly do otherwise than pluck onetsfflowers,
and present it to the reader. It may serve, ldtame, to symbolise
some sweet moral blossom that may be found aloadr#tk, or
relieve the darkening close of a tale of humaritfrand sorrow.



Il. The Market-Place

The grass-plot before the jail, in Prison Laneaarertain summer
morning, not less than two centuries ago, was aedupy a pretty
large number of the inhabitants of Boston, all whikir eyes in-
tently fastened on the iron-clamped oaken door. Agsb any
other population, or at a later period in the higtof New Eng-

land, the grim rigidity that petrified the beardelglysiognomies of
these good people would have augured some awfuhdsssin

hand. It could have betokened nothing short ofatitécipated exe-
cution of some noted culprit, on whom the sentesfca legal tri-

bunal had but confirmed the verdict of public sewtnt. But, in

that early severity of the Puritan character, aerance of this
kind could not so indubitably be drawn. It mighttbat a sluggish
bond-servant, or an undutiful child, whom his p&selmad given
over to the civil authority, was to be correctedtts whipping-

post. It might be that an Antinomian, a Quakerothrer heterodox
religionist, was to be scourged out of the townaoridle or va-
grant Indian, whom the white man’s firewater haddmaiotous

about the streets, was to be driven with stripé&s tine shadow of
the forest. It might be, too, that a witch, likel dlistress Hibbins,
the bitter-tempered widow of the magistrate, waslioupon the
gallows. In either case, there was very much theessolemnity of
demeanour on the part of the spectators, as lkfdtegpeople
among whom religion and law were almost identiaal] in whose
character both were so thoroughly interfused, thatmildest and
severest acts of public discipline were alike madeerable and



awful. Meagre, indeed, and cold, was the sympallay & trans-
gressor might look for, from such bystanders, atgbaffold. On
the other hand, a penalty which, in our days, wanddr a degree
of mocking infamy and ridicule, might then be intesk with al-
most as stern a dignity as the punishment of desdh.

It was a circumstance to be noted on the summeningpmwhen
our story begins its course, that the women, of whbere were
several in the crowd, appeared to take a pecuitarast in what-
ever penal infliction might be expected to ensuge age had not
so much refinement, that any sense of impropriesgrained the
wearers of petticoat and farthingale from steppfioigh into the
public ways, and wedging their not unsubstantiatqes, if occa-
sion were, into the throng nearest to the scafédldn execution.
Morally, as well as materially, there was a coafgae in those
wives and maidens of old English birth and breedivapn in their
fair descendants, separated from them by a sefisx @r seven
generations; for, throughout that chain of ancestmery succes-
sive mother had transmitted to her child a faittieom, a more
delicate and briefer beauty, and a slighter phydrzame, if not
character of less force and solidity than her oWre women who
were now standing about the prison-door stood witbss than
half a century of the period when the man-like &beth had been
the not altogether unsuitable representative ofsthe They were
her countrywomen: and the beef and ale of theiva@dand, with a
moral diet not a whit more refined, entered largatp their com-
position. The bright morning sun, therefore, shondéroad shoul-
ders and well-developed busts, and on round andyratieeks,
that had ripened in the far-off island, and haddlyayet grown
paler or thinner in the atmosphere of New Englaftiere was,



moreover, a boldness and rotundity of speech antbege ma-
trons, as most of them seemed to be, that woultlesizs at the
present day, whether in respect to its purportsovalume of tone.

“Goodwives,” said a hard-featured dame of fiftyJl“tell ye a
piece of my mind. It would be greatly for the pabtiehoof if we
women, being of mature age and church-membersad gepute,
should have the handling of such malefactressethiasHester
Prynne. What think ye, gossips? If the hussy stgotbr judgment
before us five, that are now here in a knot togethwuld she
come off with such a sentence as the worshipfulistrages have
awarded? Marry, | trow not.”

“People say,” said another, “that the Reverend BtaBimmes-
dale, her godly pastor, takes it very grievousiyéart that such a
scandal should have come upon his congregation.”

“The magistrates are God-fearing gentlemen, but cifuér
overmuch — that is a truth,” added a third autunnmairon. “At the
very least, they should have put the brand of airoot on Hester
Prynne’s forehead. Madame Hester would have wiratetthat, |
warrant me. But she — the naughty baggage — litilleshe care
what they put upon the bodice of her gown! Why klgou, she
may cover it with a brooch, or such like heathemidarnment, and
so walk the streets as brave as ever!”

“Ah, but,” interposed, more softly, a young wifelting a child
by the hand, “let her cover the mark as she wil, pang of it will
be always in her heart.”

“What do we talk of marks and brands, whether @nltbdice of
her gown or the flesh of her forehead?” cried aeofemale, the
ugliest as well as the most pitiless of these satistituted judges.



“This woman has brought shame upon us all, and totagdie; is
there not law for it? Truly there is, both in theriture and the
statute-book. Then let the magistrates, who hawenitaof no ef-
fect, thank themselves if their own wives and daewghgo astray.”

“Mercy on us, goodwife!” exclaimed a man in the wd) “is
there no virtue in woman, save what springs fromvhalesome
fear of the gallows? That is the hardest word ktsh now, gos-
sips for the lock is turning in the prison-doorddrere comes Mis-
tress Prynne herself.”

The door of the jail being flung open from withihete ap-
peared, in the first place, like a black shadow rgimg into sun-
shine, the grim and gristly presence of the towade with a
sword by his side, and his staff of office in hend. This person-
age prefigured and represented in his aspect tlodevdismal se-
verity of the Puritanic code of law, which it wass business to
administer in its final and closest application ttee offender.
Stretching forth the official staff in his left hdnhe laid his right
upon the shoulder of a young woman, whom he thew fiorward,
until, on the threshold of the prison-door, sheetignl him, by an
action marked with natural dignity and force of i@dwer, and
stepped into the open air as if by her own freé B8te bore in her
arms a child, a baby of some three months old, wimixed and
turned aside its little face from the too vividHigof day; because
its existence, heretofore, had brought it acquasganly with the
grey twilight of a dungeon, or other darksome apartt of the
prison.

When the young woman — the mother of this childced fully

revealed before the crowd, it seemed to be her iimpulse to
clasp the infant closely to her bosom; not so miglan impulse



of motherly affection, as that she might therebgyosal a certain
token, which was wrought or fastened into her drissa moment,
however, wisely judging that one token of her shamoeild but
poorly serve to hide another, she took the babyhemarm, and
with a burning blush, and yet a haughty smile, anglance that
would not be abashed, looked around at her towmdpeand
neighbours. On the breast of her gown, in fine ckuth, sur-
rounded with an elaborate embroidery and fantdkiigishes of
gold thread, appeared the letter A. It was sotardiky done, and
with so much fertility and gorgeous luxuriance aféy, that it had
all the effect of a last and fitting decorationtt@ apparel which
she wore, and which was of a splendour in accoelavith the
taste of the age, but greatly beyond what was aitblay the sump-
tuary regulations of the colony.

The young woman was tall, with a figure of perfelgtgance on
a large scale. She had dark and abundant hairossygthat it
threw off the sunshine with a gleam; and a facectvhbesides be-
ing beautiful from regularity of feature and riclsseof complex-
ion, had the impressiveness belonging to a markew and deep
black eyes. She was ladylike, too, after the maohére feminine
gentility of those days; characterised by a cerséte and dignity,
rather than by the delicate, evanescent, and intdabte grace
which is now recognised as its indication. And melvad Hester
Prynne appeared more ladylike, in the antique pnétation of the
term, than as she issued from the prison. Those heldbbefore
known her, and had expected to behold her dimmeddoascured
by a disastrous cloud, were astonished, and ewtiest, to per-
ceive how her beauty shone out, and made a hateohisfortune
and ignominy in which she was enveloped. It mayrbe that, to a



sensitive observer, there was some thing exquisgainful in it.
Her attire, which indeed, she had wrought for tleasion in
prison, and had modelled much after her own fasegmed to ex-
press the attitude of her spirit, the desperat&l@ssness of her
mood, by its wild and picturesque peculiarity. Bug point which
drew all eyes, and, as it were, transfigured tharere— so that
both men and women who had been familiarly acqedintith
Hester Prynne were now impressed as if they behetdor the
first time — was thascarlet letter, so fantastically embroidered anc
illuminated upon her bosom. It had the effect apall, taking her
out of the ordinary relations with humanity, anclesing her in a
sphere by herself.

“She hath good skill at her needle, that's certaiemarked one
of her female spectators; “but did ever a womafreehis brazen
hussy, contrive such a way of showing it? Why, gissswvhat is it
but to laugh in the faces of our godly magistrates]y make a
pride out of what they, worthy gentlemen, meant dopunish-
ment?”

“It were well,” muttered the most iron-visaged bétold dames,
“if we stripped Madame Hester’s rich gown off heiirdy shoul-
ders; and as for the red letter which she hatbh&d so curiously,
I'll bestow a rag of mine own rheumatic flannelrtake a fitter
one!”

“Oh, peace, neighbours — peace!” whispered theingest
companion; “do not let her hear you! Not a stitahthat embroi-
dered letter but she has felt it in her heart.”

The grim beadle now made a gesture with his stislifke way,
good people — make way, in the King’s name!” cied “Open a



passage; and | promise ye, Mistress Prynne shakbwehere man,
woman, and child may have a fair sight of her brapparel from
this time till an hour past meridian. A blessing e righteous
colony of the Massachusetts, where iniquity is deajout into the
sunshine! Come along, Madame Hester, and showsgaulet let-
ter in the market-place!”

A lane was forthwith opened through the crowd aéctators.
Preceded by the beadle, and attended by an irregrndeession of
stern-browed men and unkindly visaged women, Hé&tanne set
forth towards the place appointed for her punishm&rcrowd of
eager and curious schoolboys, understanding dftthe matter in
hand, except that it gave them a half-holiday, vefore her pro-
gress, turning their heads continually to stare imér face and at
the winking baby in her arms, and at the ignomisitaiter on her
breast. It was no great distance, in those dags) the prison door
to the market-place. Measured by the prisoner'se&pce, how-
ever, it might be reckoned a journey of some lenigthhaughty as
her demeanour was, she perchance underwent an dgumy
every footstep of those that thronged to see Iseif, lzer heart had
been flung into the street for them all to spurd &ample upon.
In our nature, however, there is a provision, ahkarvellous and
merciful, that the sufferer should never know theemsity of what
he endures by its present torture, but chieflyh®y pang that ran-
kles after it. With almost a serene deportmentretioee, Hester
Prynne passed through this portion of her ordead, @me to a
sort of scaffold, at the western extremity of tharket-place. It
stood nearly beneath the eaves of Boston’s eadiesth, and ap-
peared to be a fixture there.



In fact, this scaffold constituted a portion of anpl machine,
which now, for two or three generations past, reenlbmerely his-
torical and traditionary among us, but was heldhmold time, to
be as effectual an agent, in the promotion of gatdenship, as
ever was the guillotine among the terrorists ofnEea It was, in
short, the platform of the pillory; and above iseothe framework
of that instrument of discipline, so fashioned @asanfine the hu-
man head in its tight grasp, and thus hold it upheopublic gaze.
The very ideal of ignominy was embodied and madaifest in
this contrivance of wood and iron. There can beoatvage, me-
thinks, against our common nature — whatever bedéimquen-
cies of the individual — no outrage more flagrdrart to forbid the
culprit to hide his face for shame; as it was tbgeace of this pun-
ishment to do. In Hester Prynne’s instance, howeag&mnot unfre-
guently in other cases, her sentence bore thaslsbeld stand a
certain time upon the platform, but without undeéngothat gripe
about the neck and confinement of the head, theegmess to
which was the most devilish characteristic of thily engine.
Knowing well her part, she ascended a flight of dem steps, and
was thus displayed to the surrounding multitude alabut the
height of a man’s shoulders above the street.

Had there been a Papist among the crowd of Puyitensight
have seen in this beautiful woman, so picturesqueer attire and
mien, and with the infant at her bosom, an objesemind him of
the image of Divine Maternity, which so many illistus painters
have vied with one another to represent; somethinigh should
remind him, indeed, but only by contrast, of thatred image of
sinless motherhood, whose infant was to redeemvtrt. Here,
there was the taint of deepest sin in the mosesaguality of hu-



man life, working such effect, that the world wadyothe darker
for this woman’s beauty, and the more lost for itifant that she
had borne.

The scene was not without a mixture of awe, suchast al-
ways invest the spectacle of guilt and shame iellavi-creature,
before society shall have grown corrupt enoughntibes instead of
shuddering at it. The witnesses of Hester Pryndisgrace had not
yet passed beyond their simplicity. They were strough to look
upon her death, had that been the sentence, wighowirmur at its
severity, but had none of the heartlessness ohanagbcial state,
which would find only a theme for jest in an exhim like the
present. Even had there been a disposition tothe@mmatter into
ridicule, it must have been repressed and overpavBy the sol-
emn presence of men no less dignified than thergoveand sev-
eral of his counsellors, a judge, a general, ardnimisters of the
town, all of whom sat or stood in a balcony of theeting-house,
looking down upon the platform. When such persosageuld
constitute a part of the spectacle, without riskihg majesty, or
reverence of rank and office, it was safely to mferred that the
infliction of a legal sentence would have an eareesl effectual
meaning. Accordingly, the crowd was sombre and gyrahe un-
happy culprit sustained herself as best a womarmtmignder the
heavy weight of a thousand unrelenting eyes, atefeed upon
her, and concentrated at her bosom. It was almagerable to be
borne. Of an impulsive and passionate nature, site fortified
herself to encounter the stings and venomous stipablic con-
tumely, wreaking itself in every variety of insuliut there was a
quality so much more terrible in the solemn moodhef popular
mind, that she longed rather to behold all thogiel tountenances



contorted with scornful merriment, and herself digect. Had a
roar of laughter burst from the multitude — eacmpeach woman,
each little shrill-voiced child, contributing themdividual parts —
Hester Prynne might have repaid them all with tebénd disdain-
ful smile. But, under the leaden infliction whidhwias her doom to
endure, she felt, at moments, as if she must n&®mtisk out with
the full power of her lungs, and cast herself frtdme scaffold
down upon the ground, or else go mad at once.

Yet there were intervals when the whole scene, lichv she
was the most conspicuous object, seemed to varushlier eyes,
or, at least, glimmered indistinctly before theikela mass of im-
perfectly shaped and spectral images. Her mind eapdcially her
memory, was preternaturally active, and kept briggup other
scenes than this roughly hewn street of a littkentoon the edge of
the western wilderness: other faces than were logearpon her
from beneath the brims of those steeple-crowned. iR¢minis-
cences, the most trifling and immaterial, passagjesfancy and
school-days, sports, childish quarrels, and thie ldomestic traits
of her maiden years, came swarming back upon htrmingled
with recollections of whatever was gravest in hdrsequent life;
one picture precisely as vivid as another; aslifvalre of similar
importance, or all alike a play. Possibly, it wasiastinctive de-
vice of her spirit to relieve itself by the exhibit of these phan-
tasmagoric forms, from the cruel weight and hardregsthe real-
ity.

Be that as it might, the scaffold of the pillory sva point of
view that revealed to Hester Prynne the entirekta@long which
she had been treading, since her happy infancydBig on that
miserable eminence, she saw again her native gjllagOld Eng-



land, and her paternal home: a decayed house pftpae, with a
poverty-stricken aspect, but retaining a half epéited shield of
arms over the portal, in token of antique gentilye saw her fa-
ther's face, with its bold brow, and reverend whiteard that
flowed over the old-fashioned Elizabethan ruff; hesther’s, too,
with the look of heedful and anxious love whiclalivays wore in
her remembrance, and which, even since her deathsa often
laid the impediment of a gentle remonstrance in dearghter’s
pathway. She saw her own face, glowing with girls&auty, and
illuminating all the interior of the dusky mirron iwhich she had
been wont to gaze at it. There she beheld anothertenance, of a
man well stricken in years, a pale, thin, schale-Vhisage, with
eyes dim and bleared by the lamp-light that hagdeskethem to
pore over many ponderous books. Yet those sameeblemptics
had a strange, penetrating power, when it was theirer's pur-
pose to read the human soul. This figure of thdysaind the clois-
ter, as Hester Prynne’s womanly fancy failed notdoall, was
slightly deformed, with the left shoulder a triffegher than the
right. Next rose before her in memory’s picturelgsl, the intri-
cate and narrow thoroughfares, the tall, grey hauthe huge ca-
thedrals, and the public edifices, ancient in datd quaint in ar-
chitecture, of a continental city; where new lifadhawaited her,
still in connexion with the misshapen scholar: a tiée, but feed-
ing itself on time-worn materials, like a tuft ofegn moss on a
crumbling wall. Lastly, in lieu of these shiftingenes, came back
the rude market-place of the Puritan, settlemernth ll the
townspeople assembled, and levelling their stegards at Hester
Prynne — yes, at herself — who stood on the schtibthe pillory,



an infant on her arm, and the letter A, in scafeattastically em-
broidered with gold thread, upon her bosom.

Could it be true? She clutched the child so figr¢elher breast
that it sent forth a cry; she turned her eyes doavavat the scarlet
letter, and even touched it with her finger, touassherself that the
infant and the shame were real. Yes these wereehdties — all
else had vanished!



lll. The Recognition

From this intense consciousness of being the objesevere and
universal observation, the wearer of the scarl&trevas at length
relieved, by discerning, on the outskirts of theww, a figure
which irresistibly took possession of her thouglts.Indian in his
native garb was standing there; but the red mee wet so infre-
guent visitors of the English settlements that oh¢hem would
have attracted any notice from Hester Prynne dt autme; much
less would he have excluded all other objects dedd from her
mind. By the Indian’s side, and evidently sustagnancompanion-
ship with him, stood a white man, clad in a stradgarray of
civilized and savage costume.

He was small in stature, with a furrowed visagejciwhas yet
could hardly be termed aged. There was a remarkiataligence
in his features, as of a person who had so cudtivats mental part
that it could not fail to mould the physical toellsand become
manifest by unmistakable tokens. Although, by arsegly care-
less arrangement of his heterogeneous garb, herttehvoured to
conceal or abate the peculiarity, it was suffideetident to Hes-
ter Prynne that one of this man’s shoulders roghdri than the
other. Again, at the first instant of perceivingtlhin visage, and
the slight deformity of the figure, she pressed iméant to her
bosom with so convulsive a force that the poor batbered an-
other cry of pain. But the mother did not seemedarhit.



At his arrival in the market-place, and some tinreéobe she saw
him, the stranger had bent his eyes on Hester Bryhmas care-
lessly at first, like a man chiefly accustomeddoNl inward, and to
whom external matters are of little value and imijpaonless they
bear relation to something within his mind. Verysphowever,
his look became keen and penetrative. A writhingdrotwisted
itself across his features, like a snake glidingftswover them,
and making one little pause, with all its wreatltervolutions in
open sight. His face darkened with some powerfudtean, which,
nevertheless, he so instantaneously controlledrbgfort of his
will, that, save at a single moment, its expressiight have
passed for calmness. After a brief space, the dsiovugrew al-
most imperceptible, and finally subsided into tepths of his na-
ture. When he found the eyes of Hester Prynne rfadte®n his
own, and saw that she appeared to recognize hirslolndy and
calmly raised his finger, made a gesture with ithe air, and laid
it on his lips.

Then touching the shoulder of a townsman who stoear to
him, he addressed him in a formal and courteousieran

“l pray you, good Sir,” said he, “who is this wonfar and
wherefore is she here set up to public shame?”

“You must needs be a stranger in this region, ffjeanswered
the townsman, looking curiously at the questionat his savage
companion, “else you would surely have heard oftidss Hester
Prynne and her evil doings. She hath raised a geatdal, |
promise you, in godly Master Dimmesdale’s church.”

“You say truly,” replied the other; “I am a stramgand have
been a wanderer, sorely against my will. | have widt grievous



mishaps by sea and land, and have been long hélohitls among
the heathen-folk to the southward; and am now brbagher by
this Indian to be redeemed out of my captivity. Miplease you,
therefore, to tell me of Hester Prynne’s — haver tame rightly?
— of this woman’s offences, and what has broughtttieyonder
scaffold?”

“Truly, friend; and methinks it must gladden yousalt, after
your troubles and sojourn in the wilderness,” daiel townsman,
“to find yourself at length in a land where iniquis searched out
and punished in the sight of rulers and peopléeas in our godly
New England. Yonder woman, Sir, you must know, weswife
of a certain learned man, English by birth, but vitaal long ago
dwelt in Amsterdam, whence some good time agonewhs
minded to cross over and cast in his lot with ushef Massachu-
setts. To this purpose he sent his wife before hamaining him-
self to look after some necessary affairs. MarpgdySir, in some
two years, or less, that the woman has been a ewedre in Bos-
ton, no tidings have come of this learned gentlenmdaster
Prynne; and his young wife, look you, being lefther own mis-
guidance -~

“Ah! — aha! — | conceive you,” said the strangethna bitter
smile. “So learned a man as you speak of shoulé learned this
too in his books. And who, by your favour, Sir, mag/ the father
of yonder babe — it is some three or four montlts blshould
judge — which Mistress Prynne is holding in her s

“Of a truth, friend, that matter remaineth a rigdled the Daniel
who shall expound it is yet a-wanting,” answered tbwnsman.
“Madame Hester absolutely refuseth to speak, aadrthgistrates
have laid their heads together in vain. Peradvertug guilty one



stands looking on at this sad spectacle, unknowmaof, and for-
getting that God sees him.”

“The learned man,” observed the stranger with arotimile,
“should come himself to look into the mystery.”

“It behoves him well if he be still in life,” respded the towns-
man. “Now, good Sir, our Massachusetts magistraeyhinking
themselves that this woman is youthful and faid daubtless was
strongly tempted to her fall, and that, moreoverjsamost likely,
her husband may be at the bottom of the sea, theg hot been
bold to put in force the extremity of our rightedas against her.
The penalty thereof is death. But in their greatayend tender-
ness of heart they have doomed Mistress Prynnéata only a
space of three hours on the platform of the pill@yd then and
thereafter, for the remainder of her natural Identear a mark of
shame upon her bosom.”

“A wise sentence,” remarked the stranger, graviebwing his
head. “Thus she will be a living sermon against aimtil the ig-
nominious letter be engraved upon her tombstonekdtme, nev-
ertheless, that the partner of her iniquity shaud at least, stand
on the scaffold by her side. But he will be knowrhe- will be
known! — he will be known!”

He bowed courteously to the communicative townsnaarg
whispering a few words to his Indian attendantytbeth made
their way through the crowd.

While this passed, Hester Prynne had been stamdiriger ped-
estal, still with a fixed gaze towards the strangeo fixed a gaze
that, at moments of intense absorption, all ottgeais in the visi-
ble world seemed to vanish, leaving only him and Bech an in-



terview, perhaps, would have been more terrible thaen to meet
him as she now did, with the hot mid-day sun bwgrdown upon
her face, and lighting up its shame; with the stadken of in-
famy on her breast; with the sin-born infant in laems; with a
whole people, drawn forth as to a festival, stam@mghe features
that should have been seen only in the quiet glefthe fireside,

in the happy shadow of a home, or beneath a mgtresil at

church. Dreadful as it was, she was conscious giedter in the
presence of these thousand witnesses. It was letstand thus,
with so many betwixt him and her, than to greet Fage to face —
they two alone. She fled for refuge, as it wereht public expo-
sure, and dreaded the moment when its protectionldtbe with-

drawn from her. Involved in these thoughts, shecgdp heard a
voice behind her until it had repeated her nameentimain once, in
a loud and solemn tone, audible to the whole nualét

“Hearken unto me, Hester Prynne!” said the voice.

It has already been noticed that directly over phatform on
which Hester Prynne stood was a kind of balconypan gallery,
appended to the meeting-house. It was the placesehgroclama-
tions were wont to be made, amidst an assemblagieeomagis-
tracy, with all the ceremonial that attended suciblip obser-
vances in those days. Here, to witness the sceidhwile are de-
scribing, sat Governor Bellingham himself with fosergeants
about his chair, bearing halberds, as a guard wbino He wore a
dark feather in his hat, a border of embroideryh@ncloak, and a
black velvet tunic beneath — a gentleman advantgeéars, with a
hard experience written in his wrinkles. He was ilidttted to be
the head and representative of a community whicedois origin
and progress, and its present state of developmento the im-



pulses of youth, but to the stern and temperedgeseof manhood
and the sombre sagacity of age; accomplishing sthpprecisely
because it imagined and hoped so little. The agh@nent charac-
ters by whom the chief ruler was surrounded wesgrdjuished by
a dignity of mien, belonging to a period when thenfs of author-
ity were felt to possess the sacredness of Divisgtutions. They
were, doubtless, good men, just and sage. Butpbtite whole
human family, it would not have been easy to setket same
number of wise and virtuous persons, who shoultesg capable
of sitting in judgment on an erring woman’s heargd disentan-
gling its mesh of good and evil, than the sagesgi aspect to-
wards whom Hester Prynne now turned her face. 8aead con-
scious, indeed, that whatever sympathy she migh¢@Xay in the
larger and warmer heart of the multitude; for, Iz lffted her eyes
towards the balcony, the unhappy woman grew pakktrembled.

The voice which had called her attention was tlighe rever-
end and famous John Wilson, the eldest clergymaBoston, a
great scholar, like most of his contemporariesh@ profession,
and withal a man of kind and genial spirit. Thistlattribute, how-
ever, had been less carefully developed than etlectual gifts,
and was, in truth, rather a matter of shame thdrceegratulation
with him. There he stood, with a border of grizzledks beneath
his skull-cap, while his grey eyes, accustomechoshaded light
of his study, were winking, like those of Hestarant, in the un-
adulterated sunshine. He looked like the darklyraved portraits
which we see prefixed to old volumes of sermongl had no
more right than one of those portraits would havstep forth, as
he now did, and meddle with a question of humaitt,goassion,
and anguish.



“Hester Prynne,” said the clergyman, “I have stniwegith my
young brother here, under whose preaching of thedWou have
been privileged to sit” — here Mr. Wilson laid Hisnd on the
shoulder of a pale young man beside him — “I haueghkt, | say,
to persuade this godly youth, that he should dedl you, here in
the face of Heaven, and before these wise andhtpmiders, and
in hearing of all the people, as touching the \@snand blackness
of your sin. Knowing your natural temper betterntHahe could
the better judge what arguments to use, whetheéeraferness or
terror, such as might prevail over your hardneskabstinacy, in-
somuch that you should no longer hide the nameimwf Wwho
tempted you to this grievous fall. But he opposesne — with a
young man'’s over-softness, albeit wise beyond besry — that it
were wronging the very nature of woman to force thelay open
her heart’'s secrets in such broad daylight, angdr@sence of so
great a multitude. Truly, as | sought to convinam,hthe shame
lay in the commission of the sin, and not in theveing of it forth.
What say you to it, once again, brother Dimmesdae®t it be
thou, or I, that shall deal with this poor sinnestail?”

There was a murmur among the dignified and revewl-
pants of the balcony; and Governor Bellingham gaxession to
its purport, speaking in an authoritative voicehalgh tempered
with respect towards the youthful clergyman whonatidressed:

“Good Master Dimmesdale,” said he, “the responisjbdf this
woman'’s soul lies greatly with you. It behoves ytherefore, to
exhort her to repentance and to confession, a®a@ pnd conse-
guence thereof.”

The directness of this appeal drew the eyes ofvtin@e crowd
upon the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale — young clergyméduo, had



come from one of the great English universitiesnding all the
learning of the age into our wild forest land. Hi®quence and
religious fervour had already given the earnegstigh eminence in
his profession. He was a person of very strikingeas with a
white, lofty, and impending brow; large, brown, an@holy eyes,
and a mouth which, unless when he forcibly commess was
apt to be tremulous, expressing both nervous sétysdnd a vast
power of self restraint. Notwithstanding his higative gifts and
scholar-like attainments, there was an air abastythung minister
— an apprehensive, a startled, a half-frightene# foeas of a being
who felt himself quite astray, and at a loss in pla¢hway of hu-
man existence, and could only be at ease in soolesga of his
own. Therefore, so far as his duties would permmttrod in the
shadowy by-paths, and thus kept himself simple emtlike,
coming forth, when occasion was, with a freshnasd, fragrance,
and dewy purity of thought, which, as many peojgliel,saffected
them like the speech of an angel.

Such was the young man whom the Reverend Mr. Wiésah
the Governor had introduced so openly to the pulditice, bid-
ding him speak, in the hearing of all men, to thaistery of a
woman'’s soul, so sacred even in its pollution. Triggng nature of
his position drove the blood from his cheek, anddenais lips
tremulous.

“Speak to the woman, my brother,” said Mr. Wilséh.is of
moment to her soul, and, therefore, as the worshi@bvernor
says, momentous to thine own, in whose chargeisieExhort her
to confess the truth!”

The Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale bent his head, in tspeayer,
as it seemed, and then came forward.



“Hester Prynne,” said he, leaning over the balcang looking
down steadfastly into her eyes, “thou hearest wiiatgood man
says, and seest the accountability under whichdda If thou fee-
lest it to be for thy soul’s peace, and that thgthda punishment
will thereby be made more effectual to salvatiocharge thee to
speak out the name of thy fellow-sinner and felkyiterer! Be
not silent from any mistaken pity and tendernesshfm, for, be-
lieve me, Hester, though he were to step down faolnigh place,
and stand there beside thee, on thy pedestal ofieshget better
were it so than to hide a guilty heart through. [ii¢hat can thy si-
lence do for him, except it tempt him — yea, contpel, as it were
— to add hypocrisy to sin? Heaven hath granted #imeepen ig-
nominy, that thereby thou mayest work out an opemmiph over
the evil within thee and the sorrow without. Talkeet how thou
deniest to him — who, perchance, hath not the gauta grasp it
for himself — the bitter, but wholesome, cup tlsahow presented
to thy lips!”

The young pastor’s voice was tremulously sweeh, iieep, and
broken. The feeling that it so evidently manifestedher than the
direct purport of the words, caused it to vibrat¢him all hearts,
and brought the listeners into one accord of syhmpé&Even the
poor baby at Hester's bosom was affected by theesaftuence,
for it directed its hitherto vacant gaze towards. Bimmesdale,
and held up its little arms with a half-pleasedf-paintive mur-
mur. So powerful seemed the minister's appeal thatpeople
could not believe but that Hester Prynne would kpeat the
guilty name, or else that the guilty one himselivinatever high or
lowly place he stood, would be drawn forth by awand and in-
evitable necessity, and compelled to ascend tHéokta



Hester shook her head.

“Woman, transgress not beyond the limits of Heavenércy!”
cried the Reverend Mr. Wilson, more harshly thafoilge “That
little babe hath been gifted with a voice, to setand confirm the
counsel which thou hast heard. Speak out the ndimat! and thy
repentance, may avail to take the scarlet lettethgfbreast.”

“Never,” replied Hester Prynne, looking, not at Mvilson, but
into the deep and troubled eyes of the youngegyitean. “It is
too deeply branded. Ye cannot take it off. And wdotllat | might
endure his agony as well as mine!”

“Speak, woman!” said another voice, coldly and rdterpro-
ceeding from the crowd about the scaffold, “Spesald give your
child a father!”

“I will not speak!” answered Hester, turning pake @eath, but
responding to this voice, which she too surely gaceed. “And
my child must seek a heavenly father; she shalenémow an
earthly one!”

“She will not speak!” murmured Mr. Dimmesdale, wiegning
over the balcony, with his hand upon his heart, hadited the
result of his appeal. He now drew back with a lsagpiration.
“Wondrous strength and generosity of a woman'’s th&ire will
not speak!”

Discerning the impracticable state of the poor gtifpmind, the
elder clergyman, who had carefully prepared himi&elthe occa-
sion, addressed to the multitude a discourse onisirall its
branches, but with continual reference to the ignaoas letter. So
forcibly did he dwell upon this symbol, for the mcar more dur-
ing which his periods were rolling over the peopleeads, that it



assumed new terrors in their imagination, and sdemelerive its
scarlet hue from the flames of the infernal pit.stée Prynne,
meanwhile, kept her place upon the pedestal of ehaith glazed
eyes, and an air of weary indifference. She hadédtrat morning
all that nature could endure; and as her temperawasinot of the
order that escapes from too intense suffering fywa@on, her spirit
could only shelter itself beneath a stony crustingensibility,

while the faculties of animal life remained entihe.this state, the
voice of the preacher thundered remorselessly,ubavailingly,

upon her ears. The infant, during the latter partd her ordeal,
pierced the air with its wailings and screams; stheve to hush it
mechanically, but seemed scarcely to sympathiske wgttrouble.

With the same hard demeanour, she was led backigonp and
vanished from the public gaze within its iron-cladpportal. It

was whispered by those who peered after her tieaschrlet letter
threw a lurid gleam along the dark passage-walfriterior.



V. The Interview

After her return to the prison, Hester Prynne wamil to be in a
state of nervous excitement, that demanded constaichfulness,
lest she should perpetrate violence on herseltioosome half-
frenzied mischief to the poor babe. As night appiheal, it proving
impossible to quell her insubordination by rebuketlreats of
punishment, Master Brackett, the jailer, thoughtdiintroduce a
physician. He described him as a man of skill ih Glristian
modes of physical science, and likewise familiathwvhatever the
savage people could teach in respect to medicirdshand roots
that grew in the forest. To say the truth, there waich need of
professional assistance, not merely for Hesterelferbut still
more urgently for the child — who, drawing its suistnce from the
maternal bosom, seemed to have drank in with ithelturmoil,
the anguish and despair, which pervaded the matlsgstem. It
now writhed in convulsions of pain, and was a foleitype, in its
little frame, of the moral agony which Hester Prgnmad borne
throughout the day.

Closely following the jailer into the dismal apadm, appeared
that individual, of singular aspect whose presendbe crowd had
been of such deep interest to the wearer of thdesdatter. He
was lodged in the prison, not as suspected of #ieywae, but as
the most convenient and suitable mode of disposfrigim, until
the magistrates should have conferred with theaimdiagamores
respecting his ransom. His name was announced agerR



Chillingworth. The jailer, after ushering him intbe room, re-
mained a moment, marvelling at the comparative tqihat fol-

lowed his entrance; for Hester Prynne had immelgidtiecome as
still as death, although the child continued to moa

“Prithee, friend, leave me alone with my patiersigid the prac-
titioner. “Trust me, good jailer, you shall brieflyave peace in
your house; and, | promise you, Mistress Prynnd bleeeafter be
more amenable to just authority than you may hawed her
heretofore.”

“Nay, if your worship can accomplish that,” answenfdaster
Brackett, “I shall own you for a man of skill, ineld Verily, the
woman hath been like a possessed one; and théelitle that |
should take in hand, to drive Satan out of her sitlpes.”

The stranger had entered the room with the charsiotequie-
tude of the profession to which he announced hinasebelong-
ing. Nor did his demeanour change when the withdraf the
prison keeper left him face to face with the womamose ab-
sorbed notice of him, in the crowd, had intimatedckse a rela-
tion between himself and her. His first care wagngito the child,
whose cries, indeed, as she lay writhing on thedlietbed, made
it of peremptory necessity to postpone all othesitess to the task
of soothing her. He examined the infant carefudlgd then pro-
ceeded to unclasp a leathern case, which he took iieneath his
dress. It appeared to contain medical preparatmme of which he
mingled with a cup of water.

“My old studies in alchemy,” observed he, “and noyosirn, for
above a year past, among a people well verseckikittuly prop-
erties of simples, have made a better physiciamefthan many



that claim the medical degree. Here, woman! Th&lakiyours —
she is none of mine — neither will she recognisevoige or aspect
as a father's. Administer this draught, therefoxgh thine own
hand.”

Hester repelled the offered medicine, at the same azing
with strongly marked apprehension into his face.otidst thou
avenge thyself on the innocent babe?” whispered she

“Foolish woman!” responded the physician, half ¢gldhalf
soothingly. “What should ail me to harm this misbign and
miserable babe? The medicine is potent for good,vegre it my
child — yea, mine own, as well as thine! | couldmtobetter for it.”

As she still hesitated, being, in fact, in no reedie state of
mind, he took the infant in his arms, and himsdihaistered the
draught. It soon proved its efficacy, and redeerttez leech’s
pledge. The moans of the little patient subsidési;convulsive
tossings gradually ceased; and in a few moments, the custom
of young children after relief from pain, it sanko a profound
and dewy slumber. The physician, as he had a igint to be
termed, next bestowed his attention on the motiveth calm and
intent scrutiny, he felt her pulse, looked into bges — a gaze that
made her heart shrink and shudder, because sadgraihd yet so
strange and cold — and, finally, satisfied with msestigation,
proceeded to mingle another draught.

“I know not Lethe nor Nepenthe,” remarked he; “bubave
learned many new secrets in the wilderness, aned iseone of
them — a recipe that an Indian taught me, in ratjoit some les-
sons of my own, that were as old as Paracelsuskiitilt may be
less soothing than a sinless conscience. That natagive thee.



But it will calm the swell and heaving of thy passi like oil
thrown on the waves of a tempestuous sea.”

He presented the cup to Hester, who received i witslow,
earnest look into his face; not precisely a looKeafr, yet full of
doubt and questioning as to what his purposes niightShe
looked also at her slumbering child.

“I have thought of death,” said she — “have wisHed it —
would even have prayed for it, were it fit thatlsas | should pray
for anything. Yet, if death be in this cup, | bieee think again, ere
thou beholdest me quaff it. See! it is even nowwtips.”

“Drink, then,” replied he, still with the same cotebmposure.
“Dost thou know me so little, Hester Prynne? Are purposes
wont to be so shallow? Even if | imagine a schefmeeageance,
what could | do better for my object than to le¢dHive — than to
give thee medicines against all harm and perilfef+4 so that this
burning shame may still blaze upon thy bosom?” Aspoke, he
laid his long fore-finger on the scarlet letter, igfh forthwith
seemed to scorch into Hester's breast, as if ithhesh red hot. He
noticed her involuntary gesture, and smiled. “Littegrefore, and
bear about thy doom with thee, in the eyes of nmehveomen — in
the eyes of him whom thou didst call thy husband the eyes of
yonder child! And, that thou mayest live, take thiit draught.”

Without further expostulation or delay, Hester Pryrdrained
the cup, and, at the motion of the man of skilhted herself on the
bed, where the child was sleeping; while he dregv dhly chair
which the room afforded, and took his own seatdesesier. She
could not but tremble at these preparations; ferfsk that — hav-
ing now done all that humanity, or principle, drso it were, a re-



fined cruelty, impelled him to do for the relief physical suffer-
ing — he was next to treat with her as the man whbenhad most
deeply and irreparably injured.

“Hester,” said he, “I ask not wherefore, nor howtuthast fallen
into the pit, or say, rather, thou hast ascendethéopedestal of
infamy on which | found thee. The reason is nottéaseek. It was
my folly, and thy weakness. | — a man of thougktie-book-worm
of great libraries — a man already in decay, hagivgn my best
years to feed the hungry dream of knowledge — waladt | to do
with youth and beauty like thine own? Misshapemfnmy birth-
hour, how could | delude myself with the idea timtllectual gifts
might veil physical deformity in a young girl’s feasy? Men call
me wise. If sages were ever wise in their own b&Hauight have
foreseen all this. | might have known that, asrheaut of the vast
and dismal forest, and entered this settlementwisGan men, the
very first object to meet my eyes would be thysidister Prynne,
standing up, a statue of ignominy, before the pedgay, from the
moment when we came down the old church-stepshieged mar-
ried pair, | might have beheld the bale-fire ofttkaarlet letter
blazing at the end of our path!”

“Thou knowest,” said Hester — for, depressed asvea® she
could not endure this last quiet stab at the tabeher shame —
“thou knowest that | was frank with thee. | felt have, nor
feigned any.”

“True,” replied he. “It was my folly! | have said. iBut, up to
that epoch of my life, | had lived in vain. The Wwbhad been so
cheerless! My heart was a habitation large enough nfiany
guests, but lonely and chill, and without a houselfice. | longed
to kindle one! It seemed not so wild a dream —asdd was, and



sombre as | was, and misshapen as | was — thairtie bliss,
which is scattered far and wide, for all mankind gather up,
might yet be mine. And so, Hester, | drew thee mipheart, into
its innermost chamber, and sought to warm theehbywarmth
which thy presence made there!”

“I have greatly wronged thee,” murmured Hester.

“We have wronged each other,” answered he. “Mins e
first wrong, when | betrayed thy budding youth irstdalse and
unnatural relation with my decay. Therefore, asasm mvho has not
thought and philosophised in vain, | seek no vengeaplot no
evil against thee. Between thee and me, the seailgshfairly bal-
anced. But, Hester, the man lives who has wrongedoth! Who
is he?”

“Ask me not!” replied Hester Prynne, looking firmlgto his
face. “That thou shalt never know!”

“Never, sayest thou?” rejoined he, with a smileafk and self-
relying intelligence. “Never know him! Believe mdgster, there
are few things whether in the outward world, oratoertain depth,
in the invisible sphere of thought — few thingsded from the
man who devotes himself earnestly and unreservedtiie solu-
tion of a mystery. Thou mayest cover up thy seftosh the prying
multitude. Thou mayest conceal it, too, from thenisters and
magistrates, even as thou didst this day, when doaght to
wrench the name out of thy heart, and give theartmer on thy
pedestal. But, as for me, | come to the inquesh wither senses
than they possess. | shall seek this man, as | sawght truth in
books: as | have sought gold in alchemy. Theresgnapathy that
will make me conscious of him. | shall see him toden| shall feel



myself shudder, suddenly and unawares. Soonerter;, lze must
needs be mine.”

The eyes of the wrinkled scholar glowed so intgnsglon her,
that Hester Prynne clasped her hand over her rdradding lest
he should read the secret there at once.

“Thou wilt not reveal his name? Not the less henige,” re-
sumed he, with a look of confidence, as if destugye at one with
him. “He bears no letter of infamy wrought into lgarment, as
thou dost, but | shall read it on his heart. Yeirfaot for him!
Think not that | shall interfere with Heaven’s owrethod of retri-
bution, or, to my own loss, betray him to the grgdehuman law.
Neither do thou imagine that I shall contrive aughainst his life;
no, nor against his fame, if as | judge, he be a ofdair repute.
Let him live! Let him hide himself in outward honouf he may!
Not the less he shall be mine!”

“Thy acts are like mercy,” said Hester, bewildeasd appalled;
“but thy words interpret thee as a terror!”

“One thing, thou that wast my wife, | would enjaipon thee,”
continued the scholar. “Thou hast kept the sedrétyoparamour.
Keep, likewise, mine! There are none in this lahat tknow me.
Breathe not to any human soul that thou didst eairme hus-
band! Here, on this wild outskirt of the earthhaB pitch my tent;
for, elsewhere a wanderer, and isolated from humgarests, |
find here a woman, a man, a child, amongst whom ragself
there exist the closest ligaments. No matter whetlidove or
hate: no matter whether of right or wrong! Thou #mide, Hester
Prynne, belong to me. My home is where thou artwanere he is.
But betray me not!”



“Wherefore dost thou desire it?” inquired Hestérjirkking, she
hardly knew why, from this secret bond. “Why nohaance thy-
self openly, and cast me off at once?”

“It may be,” he replied, “because | will not enctemthe dis-
honour that besmirches the husband of a faithlessam. It may
be for other reasons. Enough, it is my purposeveodnd die un-
known. Let, therefore, thy husband be to the waddne already
dead, and of whom no tidings shall ever come. Raisegne not,
by word, by sign, by look! Breathe not the secadipve all, to the
man thou wottest of. Shouldst thou fail me in thbsware! His
fame, his position, his life will be in my handse\Bare!”

“I will keep thy secret, as | have his,” said Heste
“Swear it!” rejoined he.
And she took the oath.

“And now, Mistress Prynne,” said old Roger Chilkgrth, as
he was hereafter to be named, “I leave thee ala@oee with thy
infant and the scarlet letter! How is it, Hester@tibthy sentence
bind thee to wear the token in thy sleep? Art thoti afraid of
nightmares and hideous dreams?”

“Why dost thou smile so at me?” inquired Hesteyuhied at the
expression of his eyes. “Art thou like the Black riMthhat haunts
the forest round about us? Hast thou enticed neeanbond that
will prove the ruin of my soul?”

“Not thy soul,” he answered, with another smile.o}Nnot
thine!”



V. Hester at Her Needle

Hester Prynne’s term of confinement was now at ad. éler
prison-door was thrown open, and she came forth thé sun-
shine, which, falling on all alike, seemed, to bk and morbid
heart, as if meant for no other purpose than teakthe scarlet
letter on her breast. Perhaps there was a moreaaeaie in her
first unattended footsteps from the threshold & frison than
even in the procession and spectacle that have testribed,
where she was made the common infamy, at whiclmahkind
was summoned to point its finger. Then, she wapatipd by an
unnatural tension of the nerves, and by all thelmtive energy of
her character, which enabled her to convert theesg®o a kind of
lurid triumph. It was, moreover, a separate andlated event, to
occur but once in her lifetime, and to meet whitkerefore, reck-
less of economy, she might call up the vital sttertpat would
have sufficed for many quiet years. The very laat tondemned
her — a giant of stern features but with vigoustpport, as well as
to annihilate, in his iron arm — had held her uptigh the terrible
ordeal of her ignominy. But now, with this unatteddwvalk from
her prison door, began the daily custom; and shst mither sus-
tain and carry it forward by the ordinary resouroéker nature, or
sink beneath it. She could no longer borrow fromftiture to help
her through the present grief. Tomorrow would britsgown trial
with it; so would the next day, and so would th&tneach its own
trial, and yet the very same that was now so uralitg grievous
to be borne. The days of the far-off future wouwd onward, still



with the same burden for her to take up, and bkexgawith her,

but never to fling down; for the accumulating degrsd added
years would pile up their misery upon the heap bénse.

Throughout them all, giving up her individualityhes would be-
come the general symbol at which the preacher ardlist might

point, and in which they might vivify and embodeihimages of
woman’s frailty and sinful passion. Thus the youagd pure
would be taught to look at her, with the scarlételeflaming on

her breast — at her, the child of honourable parenat her, the
mother of a babe that would hereafter be a womah ker, who
had once been innocent — as the figure, the bbedyeality of sin.
And over her grave, the infamy that she must ctrtyer would

be her only monument.

It may seem marvellous that, with the world befloee — kept by
no restrictive clause of her condemnation withie limits of the
Puritan settlement, so remote and so obscure -tdresturn to her
birth-place, or to any other European land, andethéde her char-
acter and identity under a new exterior, as coraplets if emerg-
ing into another state of being — and having dteopasses of the
dark, inscrutable forest open to her, where thelves of her na-
ture might assimilate itself with a people whosstoms and life
were alien from the law that had condemned her may seem
marvellous that this woman should still call thége her home,
where, and where only, she must needs be the fygleame. But
there is a fatality, a feeling so irresistible andvitable that it has
the force of doom, which almost invariably comgalsnan beings
to linger around and haunt, ghost-like, the spoemtsome great
and marked event has given the colour to theitirife; and, still
the more irresistibly, the darker the tinge thatdsms it. Her sin,



her ignominy, were the roots which she had strati the soll. It

was as if a new birth, with stronger assimilatitimen the first, had
converted the forest-land, still so uncongeniakvery other pil-
grim and wanderer, into Hester Prynne’s wild aneldy, but life-

long home. All other scenes of earth — even thidage of rural

England, where happy infancy and stainless maidshiseemed
yet to be in her mother’s keeping, like garmentsgitilong ago —
were foreign to her, in comparison. The chain tt@aind her here
was of iron links, and galling to her inmost sdulit could never
be broken.

It might be, too — doubtless it was so, although Isial the secret
from herself, and grew pale whenever it struggledad her heart,
like a serpent from its hole — it might be that tweo feeling kept
her within the scene and pathway that had beeratd. fThere
dwelt, there trode, the feet of one with whom skerded herself
connected in a union that, unrecognised on earthyldvbring
them together before the bar of final judgment, aradke that their
marriage-altar, for a joint futurity of endlessriletition. Over and
over again, the tempter of souls had thrust thes idpon Hester’s
contemplation, and laughed at the passionate aspedse joy
with which she seized, and then strove to castoinfher. She
barely looked the idea in the face, and hastenéautd in its dun-
geon. What she compelled herself to believe — wia]ly, she
reasoned upon as her motive for continuing a resioleNew Eng-
land — was half a truth, and half a self-delusidare, she said to
herself had been the scene of her guilt, and heoeld be the
scene of her earthly punishment; and so, perchahedprture of
her daily shame would at length purge her soul,\wak out an-



other purity than that which she had lost: moratskte, because
the result of martyrdom.

Hester Prynne, therefore, did not flee. On the louss of the
town, within the verge of the peninsula, but notliose vicinity to
any other habitation, there was a small thatchdthge. It had
been built by an earlier settler, and abandonedause the soll
about it was too sterile for cultivation, while itemparative re-
moteness put it out of the sphere of that sociaviac which al-
ready marked the habits of the emigrants. It stondhe shore,
looking across a basin of the sea at the forestreal hills, to-
wards the west. A clump of scrubby trees, suchl@seagrew on
the peninsula, did not so much conceal the cottage view, as
seem to denote that here was some object whichdwfairl have
been, or at least ought to be, concealed. In itile lonesome
dwelling, with some slender means that she posdeasd by the
licence of the magistrates, who still kept an isgarial watch
over her, Hester established herself, with heminéhild. A mystic
shadow of suspicion immediately attached itselfhi spot. Chil-
dren, too young to comprehend wherefore this wostauld be
shut out from the sphere of human charities, warlkekp nigh
enough to behold her plying her needle at the gettaindow, or
standing in the doorway, or labouring in her litgigrden, or com-
ing forth along the pathway that led townward, atidcerning the
scarlet letter on her breast, would scamper offi witstrange con-
tagious fear.

Lonely as was Hester’s situation, and without arnfd on earth
who dared to show himself, she, however, incurredrisk of
want. She possessed an art that sufficed, evenlamcathat af-
forded comparatively little scope for its exercise,supply food



for her thriving infant and herself. It was the, dhten, as now, al-
most the only one within a woman’s grasp — of needbrk. She
bore on her breast, in the curiously embroideréériea specimen
of her delicate and imaginative skill, of which tth@mes of a court
might gladly have availed themselves, to add tbleer and more
spiritual adornment of human ingenuity to theirrfed of silk and
gold. Here, indeed, in the sable simplicity thateyally character-
ised the Puritanic modes of dress, there mighthbi@feequent call
for the finer productions of her handiwork. Yet thste of the age,
demanding whatever was elaborate in compositiongiefkind,
did not fail to extend its influence over our st@nogenitors, who
had cast behind them so many fashions which it rigam harder
to dispense with.

Public ceremonies, such as ordinations, the irdgtaf of mag-
istrates, and all that could give majesty to themfo in which a
new government manifested itself to the peopleegwas a matter
of policy, marked by a stately and well-conductedemonial, and
a sombre, but yet a studied magnificence. Deefs,ryfinfully
wrought bands, and gorgeously embroidered glovese vall
deemed necessary to the official state of men asspitine reins of
power, and were readily allowed to individuals diignl by rank
or wealth, even while sumptuary laws forbade these similar
extravagances to the plebeian order. In the arfdynerals, too —
whether for the apparel of the dead body, or tifyypy manifold
emblematic devices of sable cloth and snowy lawe,sorrow of
the survivors — there was a frequent and charatitedemand for
such labour as Hester Prynne could supply. Balsnlin for ba-
bies then wore robes of state — afforded still a@opossibility of
toil and emolument.



By degrees, not very slowly, her handiwork becarhatwvould
now be termed the fashion. Whether from commisamator a
woman of so miserable a destiny; or from the modoidosity that
gives a fictitious value even to common or wortkldsngs; or by
whatever other intangible circumstance was themas, suffi-
cient to bestow, on some persons, what others rsiggk in vain;
or because Hester really filled a gap which mukentise have
remained vacant; it is certain that she had readyfairly requited
employment for as many hours as she saw fit to mceuth her
needle. Vanity, it may be, chose to mortify itsel, putting on, for
cérémonials of pomp and state, the garments thdt been
wrought by her sinful hands. Her needle-work wasnhsan the ruff
of the Governor; military men wore it on their dsaand the min-
ister on his band; it decked the baby’s little capyas shut up, to
be mildewed and moulder away, in the coffins ofdead. But it is
not recorded that, in a single instance, her skik called in to
embroider the white veil which was to cover theepblushes of a
bride. The exception indicated the ever relentlegour with
which society frowned upon her sin.

Hester sought not to acquire anything beyond aistéoge, of
the plainest and most ascetic description, fordierand a simple
abundance for her child. Her own dress was of dagsest materi-
als and the most sombre hue, with only that onaroemt — the
scarlet letter — which it was her doom to wear. Thid’s attire,
on the other hand, was distinguished by a fancidul,we may
rather say, a fantastic ingenuity, which servedeed, to heighten
the airy charm that early began to develop itselthie little girl,
but which appeared to have also a deeper meaniegn®y speak
further of it hereafter. Except for that small exgieure in the



decoration of her infant, Hester bestowed all hepesfluous

means in charity, on wretches less miserable teasel, and who
not unfrequently insulted the hand that fed theracMof the time,

which she might readily have applied to the bettiéorts of her

art, she employed in making coarse garments forpthe. It is

probable that there was an idea of penance imibde of occupa-
tion, and that she offered up a real sacrificenpbyment in devot-
ing so many hours to such rude handiwork. She i nature a
rich, voluptuous, Oriental characteristic — a takie the gor-

geously beautiful, which, save in the exquisitedoiciions of her
needle, found nothing else, in all the possib8ité her life, to ex-
ercise itself upon. Women derive a pleasure, ingeimgnsible to
the other sex, from the delicate toil of the needle Hester

Prynne it might have been a mode of expressing, taackfore

soothing, the passion of her life. Like all otheyg, she rejected it
as sin. This morbid meddling of conscience withimmaterial

matter betokened, it is to be feared, no genuimkesteadfast peni-
tence, but something doubtful, something that mightdeeply
wrong beneath.

In this manner, Hester Prynne came to have a parérform in
the world. With her native energy of character ear@ capacity, it
could not entirely cast her off, although it hat@aenark upon her,
more intolerable to a woman’s heart than that whicdnded the
brow of Cain. In all her intercourse with sociehgwever, there
was nothing that made her feel as if she belongetd Every ges-
ture, every word, and even the silence of thosé wihom she
came in contact, implied, and often expressed, ghatwas ban-
ished, and as much alone as if she inhabited anstteere, or
communicated with the common nature by other orgaissenses



than the rest of human kind. She stood apart frartahinterests,
yet close beside them, like a ghost that revisies familiar fire-

side, and can no longer make itself seen or feltnore smile with

the household joy, nor mourn with the kindred serror, should

it succeed in manifesting its forbidden sympathwalening only

terror and horrible repugnance. These emotionigat) and its bit-

terest scorn besides, seemed to be the sole ptmabshe retained
in the universal heart. It was not an age of delicand her posi-
tion, although she understood it well, and wasitifeldanger of

forgetting it, was often brought before her vivielfgoerception,

like a new anguish, by the rudest touch upon tihedeest spot.
The poor, as we have already said, whom she saugtio be the
objects of her bounty, often reviled the hand that stretched
forth to succour them. Dames of elevated rank,wlike, whose
doors she entered in the way of her occupationge vaecustomed
to distil drops of bitterness into her heart; sames through that
alchemy of quiet malice, by which women can con@dubtle

poison from ordinary trifles; and sometimes, alspa coarser ex-
pression, that fell upon the sufferer’'s defenceles=ast like a
rough blow upon an ulcerated wound. Hester hadddetderself

long and well; and she never responded to theaekattsave by a
flush of crimson that rose irrepressibly over hatepcheek, and
again subsided into the depths of her bosom. Slsepatient — a
martyr, indeed but she forebore to pray for eneméd, in spite

of her forgiving aspirations, the words of the klag should stub-
bornly twist themselves into a curse.

Continually, and in a thousand other ways, did fele$ the in-
numerable throbs of anguish that had been so cglynoontrived
for her by the undying, the ever-active sentencthefPuritan tri-



bunal. Clergymen paused in the streets, to adevesss of exhor-
tation, that brought a crowd, with its mingled gimd frown,
around the poor, sinful woman. If she entered adahurusting to
share the Sabbath smile of the Universal Fathevag often her
mishap to find herself the text of the discourdee §rew to have a
dread of children; for they had imbibed from the@rents a vague
idea of something horrible in this dreary womardiglyg silently
through the town, with never any companion but onky child.
Therefore, first allowing her to pass, they purshedat a distance
with shrill cries, and the utterances of a word thad no distinct
purport to their own minds, but was none the lesslie to her, as
proceeding from lips that babbled it unconsciouslyseemed to
argue so wide a diffusion of her shame, that alimreeknew of it; it
could have caused her no deeper pang had the leavies trees
whispered the dark story among themselves — hadsuinemer
breeze murmured about it — had the wintry blasekbd it aloud!
Another peculiar torture was felt in the gaze afeav eye. When
strangers looked curiously at the scarlet letter mone ever failed
to do so — they branded it afresh in Hester’s ssalthat, often-
times, she could scarcely refrain, yet always didain, from cov-
ering the symbol with her hand. But then, again,aacustomed
eye had likewise its own anguish to inflict. Itsotstare of famili-
arity was intolerable. From first to last, in shdtfester Prynne had
always this dreadful agony in feeling a human gyenuthe token;
the spot never grew callous; it seemed, on theraontto grow
more sensitive with daily torture.

But sometimes, once in many days, or perchance amym
months, she felt an eye — a human eye — upon ti@mipious
brand, that seemed to give a momentary relieff laali of her ag-



ony were shared. The next instant, back it all edshgain, with
still a deeper throb of pain; for, in that brieterval, she had
sinned anew. (Had Hester sinned alone?)

Her imagination was somewhat affected, and, hadiskea of a
softer moral and intellectual fibre would have betiti more so,
by the strange and solitary anguish of her life Ikivig to and fro,
with those lonely footsteps, in the little worldtlviwhich she was
outwardly connected, it now and then appeared stdde- if alto-
gether fancy, it was nevertheless too potent tebisted — she felt
or fancied, then, that the scarlet letter had ersibler with a new
sense. She shuddered to believe, yet could notdedikgving, that
it gave her a sympathetic knowledge of the hiddenirs other
hearts. She was terror-stricken by the revelatibas were thus
made. What were they? Could they be other thanirbieious
whispers of the bad angel, who would fain have ysated the
struggling woman, as yet only half his victim, ttiae outward
guise of purity was but a lie, and that, if trutkere everywhere to
be shown, a scarlet letter would blaze forth on yratosom be-
sides Hester Prynne’s? Or, must she receive timbigeations — so
obscure, yet so distinct — as truth? In all heremable experience,
there was nothing else so awful and so loathsontbissense. It
perplexed, as well as shocked her, by the irre¥armpportune-
ness of the occasions that brought it into vivitlaec Sometimes
the red infamy upon her breast would give a syngiathhrob, as
she passed near a venerable minister or magistretenodel of
piety and justice, to whom that age of antique rewee looked up,
as to a mortal man in fellowship with angels. “Whatl thing is at
hand?” would Hester say to herself. Lifting heructant eyes,
there would be nothing human within the scope efwisave the



form of this earthly saint! Again a mystic sisteokowould contu-
maciously assert itself, as she met the sanctifiedn of some
matron, who, according to the rumour of all tongunesl kept cold
snow within her bosom throughout life. That unsuhseow in the
matron’s bosom, and the burning shame on Hestemery — what
had the two in common? Or, once more, the eletdtnd would
give her warning — “Behold Hester, here is a congdh and,
looking up, she would detect the eyes of a younglemaglancing
at the scarlet letter, shyly and aside, and quiekigrted, with a
faint, chill crimson in her cheeks as if her puntgre somewhat
sullied by that momentary glance. O Fiend, whodisn@an was
that fatal symbol, wouldst thou leave nothing, vileetin youth or
age, for this poor sinner to revere? — such lodsitf is ever one
of the saddest results of sin. Be it accepted moaf that all was
not corrupt in this poor victim of her own frailtgnd man’s hard
law, that Hester Prynne yet struggled to beliewe tho fellow-
mortal was guilty like herself.

The wvulgar, who, in those dreary old times, wengagk con-
tributing a grotesque horror to what interestedrtheaginations,
had a story about the scarlet letter which we migatily work up
into a terrific legend. They averred that the symlgas not mere
scarlet cloth, tinged in an earthly dye-pot, buswed-hot with in-
fernal fire, and could be seen glowing all alightemever Hester
Prynne walked abroad in the night-time. And we nmestds say it
seared Hester's bosom so deeply, that perhaps tha&semore
truth in the rumour than our modern incredulity nieyinclined to
admit.



VI. Pearl

We have as yet hardly spoken of the infant; the licreature,
whose innocent life had sprung, by the inscrutaideree of
Providence, a lovely and immortal flower, out oé tlank luxuri-

ance of a guilty passion. How strange it seemeatidcsad woman,
as she watched the growth, and the beauty thateeeaery day
more brilliant, and the intelligence that threw gsivering sun-
shine over the tiny features of this child! Her Peafor so had
Hester called her; not as a name expressive oa$@ect, which
had nothing of the calm, white, unimpassioned &gtat would be
indicated by the comparison. But she named theniriRearl,” as
being of great price — purchased with all she hdwrmother’s
only treasure! How strange, indeed! Man had marlbid

woman'’s sin by a scarlet letter, which had suclepoand disas-
trous efficacy that no human sympathy could reaeh bave it
were sinful like herself. God, as a direct consegeeof the sin
which man thus punished, had given her a lovelydciwhose

place was on that same dishonoured bosom, to cbhee@arent
for ever with the race and descent of mortals, ande finally a
blessed soul in heaven! Yet these thoughts affddesder Prynne
less with hope than apprehension. She knew thatdeed had
been evil; she could have no faith, therefore, itsatesult would
be good. Day after day she looked fearfully inte tthild’s ex-

panding nature, ever dreading to detect some datkvéld peculi-

arity that should correspond with the guiltinessvtuch she owed
her being.



Certainly there was no physical defect. By its petrfshape, its
vigour, and its natural dexterity in the use ofitdluntried limbs,
the infant was worthy to have been brought fortlEden: worthy
to have been left there to be the plaything ofahgels after the
world’s first parents were driven out. The childdhenative grace
which does not invariably co-exist with faultlessalty; its attire,
however simple, always impressed the beholder #swere the
very garb that precisely became it best. But liRkearl was not
clad in rustic weeds. Her mother, with a morbidgase that may
be better understood hereafter, had bought thesidssues that
could be procured, and allowed her imaginative Itgats full play
in the arrangement and decoration of the dresséshwthe child
wore before the public eye. So magnificent wasdtmall figure
when thus arrayed, and such was the splendour af’®@wn
proper beauty, shining through the gorgeous robeshvmight
have extinguished a paler loveliness, that thers ara absolute
circle of radiance around her on the darksome getfbor. And
yet a russet gown, torn and soiled with the childd@e play, made
a picture of her just as perfect. Pearl’s asped wibued with a
spell of infinite variety; in this one child themeere many children,
comprehending the full scope between the wild-floyweettiness
of a peasant-baby, and the pomp, in little, of @fiant princess.
Throughout all, however, there was a trait of pagsia certain
depth of hue, which she never lost; and if in ahy@r changes,
she had grown fainter or paler, she would haveezktsbe herself
— it would have been no longer Pearl!

This outward mutability indicated, and did not méhan fairly
express, the various properties of her inner Her nature ap-
peared to possess depth, too, as well as variety: br else Hes-



ter's fears deceived her — it lacked reference adaptation to the
world into which she was born. The child could hetmade ame-
nable to rules. In giving her existence a greathaa been broken;
and the result was a being whose elements werapeiteautiful

and brilliant, but all in disorder, or with an ordeeculiar to them-
selves, amidst which the point of variety and ageanent was dif-
ficult or impossible to be discovered. Hester coatdy account
for the child’s character — and even then most gggand imper-

fectly — by recalling what she herself had beenmduthat momen-
tous period while Pearl was imbibing her soul frtdme spiritual

world, and her bodily frame from its material ofrtba The

mother’'s impassioned state had been the mediunughravhich

were transmitted to the unborn infant the rayssfrioral life; and,
however white and clear originally, they had takiem deep stains
of crimson and gold, the fiery lustre, the blacladgbw, and the
untempered light of the intervening substance. &balN, the war-
fare of Hester’'s spirit at that epoch was perpetiat Pearl. She
could recognize her wild, desperate, defiant mabe,flightiness

of her temper, and even some of the very cloudehap gloom

and despondency that had brooded in her heart. Weeg now

illuminated by the morning radiance of a young akildisposi-

tion, but, later in the day of earthly existencagtm be prolific of

the storm and whirlwind.

The discipline of the family in those days was d&iamore rigid
kind than now. The frown, the harsh rebuke, thgueat applica-
tion of the rod, enjoined by Scriptural authorityere used, not
merely in the way of punishment for actual offenckst as a
wholesome regimen for the growth and promotion Ibthildish
virtues. Hester Prynne, nevertheless, the lovingheroof this one



child, ran little risk of erring on the side of urelseverity. Mind-
ful, however, of her own errors and misfortunes shrly sought
to impose a tender but strict control over the nbfsammortality

that was committed to her charge. But the task b&gnd her
skill. After testing both smiles and frowns, andyng that neither
mode of treatment possessed any calculable infeyddester was
ultimately compelled to stand aside and permit ¢héd to be

swayed by her own impulses. Physical compulsioresiraint was
effectual, of course, while it lasted. As to anfietkind of disci-
pline, whether addressed to her mind or heare Rearl might or
might not be within its reach, in accordance whb taprice that
ruled the moment. Her mother, while Pearl was peh#ant, grew
acquainted with a certain peculiar look, that wdriher when it
would be labour thrown away to insist, persuadplead.

It was a look so intelligent, yet inexplicable, ypense, some-
times so malicious, but generally accompanied bvild flow of
spirits, that Hester could not help questioningsath moments
whether Pearl was a human child. She seemed rathairy sprite,
which, after playing its fantastic sports for dlditwhile upon the
cottage floor, would flit away with a mocking smil&/henever
that look appeared in her wild, bright, deeply klagyes, it in-
vested her with a strange remoteness and intaitgibilwas as if
she were hovering in the air, and might vanishe bBkglimmering
light that comes we know not whence and goes wewknot
whither. Beholding it, Hester was constrained tshrtowards the
child — to pursue the little elf in the flight wiicshe invariably be-
gan — to snatch her to her bosom with a close pressmd earnest
kisses — not so much from overflowing love as tsuas herself
that Pearl was flesh and blood, and not utterlysieé. But Pearl’s



laugh, when she was caught, though full of merrin@sm music,
made her mother more doubtful than before.

Heart-smitten at this bewildering and baffling $pilat so often
came between herself and her sole treasure, wherhah bought
so dear, and who was all her world, Hester somstimgst into
passionate tears. Then, perhaps — for there wésreseeing how
it might affect her — Pearl would frown, and clerar little fist,
and harden her small features into a stern, unsynggag look of
discontent. Not seldom she would laugh anew, anddothan be-
fore, like a thing incapable and unintelligent ainlan sorrow. Or
— but this more rarely happened — she would be uead with
rage of grief and sob out her love for her motinebrioken words,
and seem intent on proving that she had a hedrstdmking it. Yet
Hester was hardly safe in confiding herself to thasty tender-
ness: it passed as suddenly as it came. Broodiegathvthese mat-
ters, the mother felt like one who has evoked atsput, by some
irregularity in the process of conjuration, hadef@ito win the
master-word that should control this new and incahensible
intelligence. Her only real comfort was when thddhay in the
placidity of sleep. Then she was sure of her, @stet! hours of
quiet, sad, delicious happiness; until — perhaghk tiat perverse
expression glimmering from beneath her opening-dittle Pearl
awoke!

How soon — with what strange rapidity, indeed dehiP arrive
at an age that was capable of social intercours@nake the
mother’s ever-ready smile and nonsense-words! Aed tvhat a
happiness would it have been could Hester Prynme haard her
clear, bird-like voice mingling with the uproar ofher childish
voices, and have distinguished and unravelled kar darling’s



tones, amid all the entangled outcry of a groupsmdrtive chil-
dren. But this could never be. Pearl was a boroastitof the in-
fantile world. An imp of evil, emblem and produdtsn, she had
no right among christened infants. Nothing was nrerearkable
than the instinct, as it seemed, with which thédcbomprehended
her loneliness: the destiny that had drawn an labie circle
round about her: the whole peculiarity, in shofther position in
respect to other children. Never since her reldéase prison had
Hester met the public gaze without her. In all Wwatks about the
town, Pearl, too, was there: first as the baberimsaand after-
wards as the little girl, small companion of herthes, holding a
forefinger with her whole grasp, and tripping alaatgthe rate of
three or four footsteps to one of Hester’s. She gwachildren of
the settlement on the grassy margin of the stogett the domestic
thresholds, disporting themselves in such grimitashas the Pu-
ritanic nurture would permit; playing at going tdwech, per-
chance, or at scourging Quakers; or taking scalps sham fight
with the Indians, or scaring one another with feeak imitative
witchcraft. Pearl saw, and gazed intently, but neeaight to make
acquaintance. If spoken to, she would not speakatjahe chil-
dren gathered about her, as they sometimes didl, Weald grow
positively terrible in her puny wrath, snatchingsipnes to fling at
them, with shrill, incoherent exclamations, thatdeder mother
tremble, because they had so much the sound ofch’svianath-
emas in some unknown tongue.

The truth was, that the little Puritans, beinglof tnost intoler-
ant brood that ever lived, had got a vague idesoafething out-
landish, unearthly, or at variance with ordinarghi@ans, in the
mother and child, and therefore scorned them iir thearts, and



not unfrequently reviled them with their tonguesaP felt the sen-
timent, and requited it with the bitterest hatrédttcan be sup-
posed to rankle in a childish bosom. These outlsredika fierce

temper had a kind of value, and even comfort fer riother; be-
cause there was at least an intelligible earnestnethe mood, in-
stead of the fitful caprice that so often thwarkent in the child’s

manifestations. It appalled her, neverthelessjdcetdn here, again,
a shadowy reflection of the evil that had existetherself. All this

enmity and passion had Pearl inherited, by inab&naght, out of

Hester’'s heart. Mother and daughter stood togetihéhe same
circle of seclusion from human society; and in tfaure of the
child seemed to be perpetuated those unquiet etsntleat had
distracted Hester Prynne before Pearl’s birth,Had since begun
to be soothed away by the softening influences atemity.

At home, within and around her mother’s cottagegrP@anted
not a wide and various circle of acquaintance. $pell of life
went forth from her ever-creative spirit, and conmicated itself
to a thousand objects, as a torch kindles a flainersver it may
be applied. The unlikeliest materials — a stickhuach of rags, a
flower — were the puppets of Pearl’s witchcraftd awithout un-
dergoing any outward change, became spirituallyptedato what-
ever drama occupied the stage of her inner workt. dthe baby-
voice served a multitude of imaginary personagkksand young,
to talk withal. The pine-trees, aged, black, anérsa, and fling-
ing groans and other melancholy utterances on itbezb, needed
little transformation to figure as Puritan eldetise ugliest weeds
of the garden were their children, whom Pearl srdotgn and up-
rooted most unmercifully. It was wonderful, the tvaariety of
forms into which she threw her intellect, with nontinuity, in-



deed, but darting up and dancing, always in a stapeeternatural
activity — soon sinking down, as if exhausted byraoid and fe-
verish a tide of life — and succeeded by other ehag a similar
wild energy. It was like nothing so much as themasmagoric
play of the northern lights. In the mere exercitée fancy, how-
ever, and the sportiveness of a growing mind, thaght be a lit-

tle more than was observable in other childrenrafhb faculties;

except as Pearl, in the dearth of human playmateas, thrown

more upon the visionary throng which she creatée. Jingularity
lay in the hostile feelings with which the childgezded all these
offsprings of her own heart and mind. She neveateck a friend,
but seemed always to be sowing broadcast the dsadeeth,

whence sprung a harvest of armed enemies, agaimsinwshe
rushed to battle. It was inexpressibly sad — thbatwdepth of sor-
row to a mother, who felt in her own heart the eatdo observe,
in one so young, this constant recognition of areegk world, and
so fierce a training of the energies that were #kengood her
cause in the contest that must ensue.

Gazing at Pearl, Hester Prynne often dropped hek woon her
knees, and cried out with an agony which she wéaitdhave hid-
den, but which made utterance for itself betwixeexgh and a
groan — “O Father in Heaven — if Thou art still fgther — what is
this being which | have brought into the world?”dARearl, over-
hearing the ejaculation, or aware through some raobtile chan-
nel, of those throbs of anguish, would turn helidsand beautiful
little face upon her mother, smile with sprite-likeelligence, and
resume her play.

One peculiarity of the child’s deportment remaies$ tp be told.
The very first thing which she had noticed in hf¥, lwas — what?



— not the mother’s smile, responding to it, as othebies do, by
that faint, embryo smile of the little mouth, remwmmed so doubt-
fully afterwards, and with such fond discussion thiee it were

indeed a smile. By no means! But that first objgfictvhich Pearl
seemed to become aware was — shall we say it? scéket letter
on Hester's bosom! One day, as her mother stoopedtbe cra-
dle, the infant’'s eyes had been caught by the génmg of the

gold embroidery about the letter; and putting uplitiee hand she
grasped at it, smiling, not doubtfully, but withdacided gleam,
that gave her face the look of a much older childen, gasping
for breath, did Hester Prynne clutch the fatal mkiastinctively

endeavouring to tear it away, so infinite was theure inflicted

by the intelligent touch of Pearl’'s baby-hand. Agaas if her
mother’'s agonised gesture were meant only to mp&g $or her,

did little Pearl look into her eyes, and smile. frthat epoch, ex-
cept when the child was asleep, Hester had neltes faoment’s
safety: not a moment’'s calm enjoyment of her. Weékis true,

would sometimes elapse, during which Pearl's gamghtmever

once be fixed upon the scarlet letter; but thergirggit would

come at unawares, like the stroke of sudden daathalways with
that peculiar smile and odd expression of the eyes.

Once this freakish, elvish cast came into the thiéyes while
Hester was looking at her own image in them, asherstare fond
of doing; and suddenly for women in solitude, anthwroubled
hearts, are pestered with unaccountable delusimmgasicied that
she beheld, not her own miniature portrait, buttla@oface in the
small black mirror of Pearl's eye. It was a fadendl-like, full of
smiling malice, yet bearing the semblance of festuhat she had
known full well, though seldom with a smile, andveewith mal-



ice in them. It was as if an evil spirit possesgedchild, and had
just then peeped forth in mockery. Many a time rafeeds had
Hester been tortured, though less vividly, by thms illusion.

In the afternoon of a certain summer’s day, afeasrPgrew big
enough to run about, she amused herself with gathéandfuls
of wild flowers, and flinging them, one by one, l&r mother’s
bosom; dancing up and down like a little elf whesreshe hit the
scarlet letter. Hester’s first motion had been doer her bosom
with her clasped hands. But whether from prideesignation, or a
feeling that her penance might best be wroughbguhis unutter-
able pain, she resisted the impulse, and sat gratd, as death,
looking sadly into little Pearl’s wild eyes. Stdame the battery of
flowers, almost invariably hitting the mark, andvedng the
mother’s breast with hurts for which she could frr@balm in this
world, nor knew how to seek it in another. At ldstr shot being
all expended, the child stood still and gazed astéte with that
little laughing image of a fiend peeping out —whether it peeped
or no, her mother so imagined it — from the undeaste abyss of
her black eyes.

“Child, what art thou?” cried the mother.
“Oh, | am your little Pearl!” answered the child.

But while she said it, Pearl laughed, and begasatece up and
down with the humoursome gesticulation of a liitigp, whose
next freak might be to fly up the chimney.

“Art thou my child, in very truth?” asked Hester.

Nor did she put the question altogether idly, Wat, the mo-
ment, with a portion of genuine earnestness; fachsvas Pearl’s
wonderful intelligence, that her mother half doubtehether she



were not acquainted with the secret spell of hestemce, and
might not now reveal herself.

“Yes; | am little Pearl!” repeated the child, conting her an-
tics.

“Thou art not my child! Thou art no Pearl of minedaid the
mother half playfully; for it was often the caseaitla sportive im-
pulse came over her in the midst of her deepesersuj. “Tell
me, then, what thou art, and who sent thee hither?”

“Tell me, mother!” said the child, seriously, comiap to Hes-
ter, and pressing herself close to her knees. Hoa tell me!”

“Thy Heavenly Father sent thee!” answered Hestgnri.

But she said it with a hesitation that did not @ectine acuteness
of the child. Whether moved only by her ordinaryakishness, or
because an evil spirit prompted her, she put ugsimadl forefinger
and touched the scarlet letter.

“He did not send me!” cried she, positively. “I kamo Heav-
enly Father!”

“Hush, Pearl, hush! Thou must not talk so!” answetbe
mother, suppressing a groan. “He sent us all iheoworld. He
sent even me, thy mother. Then, much more theeif @ot, thou
strange and elfish child, whence didst thou come?”

“Tell me! Tell me!” repeated Pearl, no longer sasly, but
laughing and capering about the floor. “It is thilkat must tell
me!”

But Hester could not resolve the query, being hersa dismal
labyrinth of doubt. She remembered — betwixt a srand a shud-
der — the talk of the neighbouring townspeople, wbkeeking



vainly elsewhere for the child’s paternity, and efying some of
her odd attributes, had given out that poor lfkarl was a demon
offspring: such as, ever since old Catholic tintes] occasionally
been seen on earth, through the agency of theineristsin, and
to promote some foul and wicked purpose. Luthecpating to
the scandal of his monkish enemies, was a brataif hellish
breed; nor was Pearl the only child to whom theugpicious ori-
gin was assigned among the New England Puritans.



VIl. The Governor’s Hall

Hester Prynne went one day to the mansion of GoveBelling-
ham, with a pair of gloves which she had fringed ambroidered
to his order, and which were to be worn on somatgrecasion of
state; for, though the chances of a popular eledtan caused this
former ruler to descend a step or two from the ésghank, he still
held an honourable and influential place amongctiienial mag-
istracy.

Another and far more important reason than thevesfi of a
pair of embroidered gloves, impelled Hester, a$ time, to seek
an interview with a personage of so much poweraatitity in the
affairs of the settlement. It had reached her #aasthere was a
design on the part of some of the leading inhatstacherishing
the more rigid order of principles in religion agdvernment, to
deprive her of her child. On the supposition theaf® as already
hinted, was of demon origin, these good peopleuno¢asonably
argued that a Christian interest in the motherid sequired them
to remove such a stumbling-block from her patrith# child, on
the other hand, were really capable of moral atidioeis growth,
and possessed the elements of ultimate salvatiem, surely, it
would enjoy all the fairer prospect of these adagas by being
transferred to wiser and better guardianship thastét Prynne’s.
Among those who promoted the design, Governor Bgiiam was
said to be one of the most busy. It may appeamutangand, in-
deed, not a little ludicrous, that an affair ofstkind, which in later



days would have been referred to no higher jurigdicthan that

of the select men of the town, should then haven lzeguestion
publicly discussed, and on which statesmen of emumetook

sides. At that epoch of pristine simplicity, howevenatters of

even slighter public interest, and of far lessimsic weight than

the welfare of Hester and her child, were strangeilyed up with

the deliberations of legislators and acts of statee period was
hardly, if at all, earlier than that of our stowhen a dispute con-
cerning the right of property in a pig not only sad a fierce and
bitter contest in the legislative body of the cglphut resulted in
an important modification of the framework itself the legisla-

ture.

Full of concern, therefore — but so conscious of dwen right
that it seemed scarcely an unequal match betwegputiblic on the
one side, and a lonely woman, backed by the syrigsati nature,
on the other — Hester Prynne set forth from heitasygl cottage.
Little Pearl, of course, was her companion. She neag of an age
to run lightly along by her mother’s side, and, stamtly in motion
from morn till sunset, could have accomplished acimionger
journey than that before her. Often, neverthelesse from ca-
price than necessity, she demanded to be takem anpns; but was
soon as imperious to be let down again, and friskedard before
Hester on the grassy pathway, with many a harntigsand tum-
ble. We have spoken of Pearl’s rich and luxuriaeadty — a
beauty that shone with deep and vivid tints, aHirgpmplexion,
eyes possessing intensity both of depth and glad,hair already
of a deep, glossy brown, and which, in after yeam)ld be nearly
akin to black. There was fire in her and throughbet: she
seemed the unpremeditated offshoot of a passionateent. Her



mother, in contriving the child’s garb, had allowt#ek gorgeous
tendencies of her imagination their full play, gmg her in a
crimson velvet tunic of a peculiar cut, abundamhgbroidered in
fantasies and flourishes of gold thread. So muoéngth of col-
ouring, which must have given a wan and pallid espe cheeks
of a fainter bloom, was admirably adapted to Ped€auty, and
made her the very brightest little jet of flame ttlewer danced
upon the earth.

But it was a remarkable attribute of this garb, amtked, of the
child’s whole appearance, that it irresistibly amevitably re-
minded the beholder of the token which Hester Peynvas
doomed to wear upon her bosom. It was the scaattdrlin an-
other form: the scarlet letter endowed with liféieTmother herself
— as if the red ignominy were so deeply scorched her brain
that all her conceptions assumed its form — hadfaly wrought
out the similitude, lavishing many hours of morlngdenuity to
create an analogy between the object of her affiecnd the em-
blem of her guilt and torture. But, in truth, Peasds the one as
well as the other; and only in consequence of ithantity had
Hester contrived so perfectly to represent thelscéatter in her
appearance.

As the two wayfarers came within the precinctshef town, the
children of the Puritans looked up from their play,or what
passed for play with those sombre little urchinsard spoke
gravely one to another.

“Behold, verily, there is the woman of the scahigter: and of a
truth, moreover, there is the likeness of the stddtter running
along by her side! Come, therefore, and let ugfimud at them!”



But Pearl, who was a dauntless child, after frognstamping
her foot, and shaking her little hand with a varief threatening
gestures, suddenly made a rush at the knot offf@nies, and put
them all to flight. She resembled, in her fiercespit of them, an
infant pestilence — the scarlet fever, or some $atfifledged an-
gel of judgment — whose mission was to punish the af the ris-
ing generation. She screamed and shouted, too,angirific vol-
ume of sound, which, doubtless, caused the hehttedugitives
to quake within them. The victory accomplished, rPesturned
quietly to her mother, and looked up, smiling, ihtr face.

Without further adventure, they reached the dwegllih Gover-
nor Bellingham. This was a large wooden houset buih fashion
of which there are specimens still extant in tlmeets of our older
towns now moss-grown, crumbling to decay, and nuflaly at
heart with the many sorrowful or joyful occurrencemmembered
or forgotten, that have happened and passed awdmynwheir
dusky chambers. Then, however, there was the fesshof the
passing year on its exterior, and the cheerfulngissming forth
from the sunny windows, of a human habitation, mwtach death
had never entered. It had, indeed, a very chegrgcasthe walls
being overspread with a kind of stucco, in whicdgments of bro-
ken glass were plentifully intermixed; so that, whbe sunshine
fell aslant-wise over the front of the edificeglittered and spar-
kled as if diamonds had been flung against it leydbuble hand-
ful. The brilliancy might have be fitted Aladdinjsalace rather
than the mansion of a grave old Puritan ruler.dsvurther deco-
rated with strange and seemingly cabalistic figumed diagrams,
suitable to the quaint taste of the age which heghldrawn in the



stucco, when newly laid on, and had now grown lzend durable,
for the admiration of after times.

Pearl, looking at this bright wonder of a housedmetp caper
and dance, and imperatively required that the wieadth of
sunshine should be stripped off its front, and giver to play
with.

“No, my little Pearl!” said her mother; “thou mugather thine
own sunshine. | have none to give thee!”

They approached the door, which was of an arched,fand
flanked on each side by a narrow tower or projectibthe edifice,
in both of which were lattice-windows, the wooddmutsers to
close over them at need. Lifting the iron hammaeit thung at the
portal, Hester Prynne gave a summons, which waseed by
one of the Governor’s bond servant — a free-borglisimman, but
now a seven years’ slave. During that term he wdsetthe prop-
erty of his master, and as much a commodity ofd&iargnd sale as
an ox, or a joint-stool. The serf wore the custongarb of serv-
ing-men at that period, and long before, in thetwdeditary halls
of England.

“Is the worshipful Governor Bellingham within?” ingied Hes-
ter.

“Yea, forsooth,” replied the bond-servant, starmgh wide-
open eyes at the scarlet letter, which, being a-cawer in the
country, he had never before seen. “Yea, his h@emorship is
within. But he hath a godly minister or two withrhiand likewise
a leech. Ye may not see his worship now.”

“Nevertheless, | will enter,” answered Hester Pgnand the
bond-servant, perhaps judging from the decisioheofair, and the



glittering symbol in her bosom, that she was a tglady in the
land, offered no opposition.

So the mother and little Pearl were admitted ihe hall of en-
trance. With many variations, suggested by theraattihis build-
ing materials, diversity of climate, and a differenode of social
life, Governor Bellingham had planned his new tetimn after the
residences of gentlemen of fair estate in his eatand. Here,
then, was a wide and reasonably lofty hall, extegpdhrough the
whole depth of the house, and forming a mediumenfegal com-
munication, more or less directly, with all the etlapartments. At
one extremity, this spacious room was lighted e/ whindows of
the two towers, which formed a small recess oreeitiide of the
portal. At the other end, though partly muffled dgurtain, it was
more powerfully illuminated by one of those embowedl win-
dows which we read of in old books, and which was/jgled with
a deep and cushioned seat. Here, on the cushipoa, flaio tome,
probably of the Chronicles of England, or otherhsgabstantial
literature; even as, in our own days, we scattieledi volumes on
the centre table, to be turned over by the casuestg The furni-
ture of the hall consisted of some ponderous chties backs of
which were elaborately carved with wreaths of oalkewers; and
likewise a table in the same taste, the whole beirttpe Elizabe-
than age, or perhaps earlier, and heirlooms, tearegf hither from
the Governor’s paternal home. On the table — ienakat the sen-
timent of old English hospitality had not been ledhind — stood a
large pewter tankard, at the bottom of which, hadtelr or Pearl
peeped into it, they might have seen the frothynamh of a recent
draught of ale.



On the wall hung a row of portraits, representing forefathers
of the Bellingham lineage, some with armour onrtheeasts, and
others with stately ruffs and robes of peace. Adlevcharacterised
by the sternness and severity which old portratggariably put
on, as if they were the ghosts, rather than theupas, of departed
worthies, and were gazing with harsh and intolecaiticism at the
pursuits and enjoyments of living men.

At about the centre of the oaken panels that litnedhall was
suspended a suit of mail, not, like the picturesaacestral relic,
but of the most modern date; for it had been martufad by a
skilful armourer in London, the same year in whigbvernor Bel-
lingham came over to New England. There was a bhisad-piece,
a cuirass, a gorget and greaves, with a pair ofhttgta and a
sword hanging beneath; all, and especially the éebnd breast-
plate, so highly burnished as to glow with whitdiaamce, and scat-
ter an illumination everywhere about upon the flobnis bright
panoply was not meant for mere idle show, but heehbworn by
the Governor on many a solemn muster and traineid, fand had
glittered, moreover, at the head of a regimenthi Pequod war.
For, though bred a lawyer, and accustomed to spéd&acon,
Coke, Noye, and Finch, as his professional asss;i#tte exigen-
cies of this new country had transformed GoverneliiBgham
into a soldier, as well as a statesman and ruler.

Little Pearl, who was as greatly pleased with theaging ar-
mour as she had been with the glittering frontispief the house,
spent some time looking into the polished mirrothaf breastplate.

“Mother,” cried she, “I see you here. Look! Look!”



Hester looked by way of humouring the child; and shw that,
owing to the peculiar effect of this convex mirrtre scarlet letter
was represented in exaggerated and gigantic piopsstso as to
be greatly the most prominent feature of her agreas. In truth,
she seemed absolutely hidden behind it. Pearl gdinpwards
also, at a similar picture in the head-piece; smilat her mother,
with the elfish intelligence that was so familiar expression on
her small physiognomy. That look of naughty merninevas
likewise reflected in the mirror, with so much katdaand intensity
of effect, that it made Hester Prynne feel as datld not be the
image of her own child, but of an imp who was segkio mould
itself into Pearl’s shape.

“Come along, Pearl,” said she, drawing her away€ and
look into this fair garden. It may be we shall dkvers there;
more beautiful ones than we find in the woods.”

Pearl accordingly ran to the bow-window, at theHer end of
the hall, and looked along the vista of a gardelkwarpeted with
closely-shaven grass, and bordered with some rndenamature
attempt at shrubbery. But the proprietor appeahezhdy to have
relinquished as hopeless, the effort to perpetoatihnis side of the
Atlantic, in a hard soil, and amid the close stitadgr subsistence,
the native English taste for ornamental garden@apbages grew
in plain sight; and a pumpkin-vine, rooted at soaistance, had
run across the intervening space, and depositeabite gigantic
products directly beneath the hall window, as iiMarn the Gov-
ernor that this great lump of vegetable gold wasias an orna-
ment as New England earth would offer him. Thereewe few
rose-bushes, however, and a number of apple-tpeebably the
descendants of those planted by the Reverend MckBlone, the



first settler of the peninsula; that half mytholoaji personage who
rides through our early annals, seated on the bbalbull.

Pearl, seeing the rose-bushes, began to cry fedaase, and
would not be pacified.

“Hush, child — hush!” said her mother, earnestio“not cry,
dear little Pearl! | hear voices in the garden. Gwvernor is com-
ing, and gentlemen along with him.”

In fact, adown the vista of the garden avenue, rab&n of per-
sons were seen approaching towards the house., Reautter
scorn of her mother’s attempt to quiet her, gaveldntch scream,
and then became silent, not from any notion of adrex, but be-
cause the quick and mobile curiosity of her dispasiwas excited
by the appearance of those new personages.



VIIl. The EIf-Child and the Minister

Governor Bellingham, in a loose gown and easy capch as eld-
erly gentlemen loved to endue themselves withheirtdomestic
privacy — walked foremost, and appeared to be stgwif his es-
tate, and expatiating on his projected improvemeértis wide cir-
cumference of an elaborate ruff, beneath his gezydj in the an-
tiquated fashion of King James'’s reign, causechbad to look not
a little like that of John the Baptist in a charg€he impression
made by his aspect, so rigid and severe, and lhitista with more
than autumnal age, was hardly in keeping with thgliances of
worldly enjoyment wherewith he had evidently dome dtmost to
surround himself. But it is an error to supposé tha great forefa-
thers — though accustomed to speak and think ofanhuexistence
as a state merely of trial and warfare, and thaugfeignedly pre-
pared to sacrifice goods and life at the behestuty — made it a
matter of conscience to reject such means of candoeven lux-
ury, as lay fairly within their grasp. This creedsvnever taught,
for instance, by the venerable pastor, John Wilsdmse beard,
white as a snow-drift, was seen over Governor Bgilam’s
shoulders, while its wearer suggested that peatpaaches might
yet be naturalised in the New England climate, #vat purple
grapes might possibly be compelled to flourish agfathe sunny
garden-wall. The old clergyman, nurtured at thé bosom of the
English Church, had a long established and legigntaste for all
good and comfortable things, and however stern hghtnshow
himself in the pulpit, or in his public reproof sfich transgressions



as that of Hester Prynne, still, the genial beneweé of his private
life had won him warmer affection than was accorttedny of his
professional contemporaries.

Behind the Governor and Mr. Wilson came two othaesys —
one, the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, whom the readsy re-
member as having taken a brief and reluctant patthe scene of
Hester Prynne’s disgrace; and, in close companipnstih him,
old Roger Chillingworth, a person of great skillghysic, who for
two or three years past had been settled in tha.ttwvas under-
stood that this learned man was the physician disasdriend of
the young minister, whose health had severely sedfef late by
his too unreserved self-sacrifice to the labourd duaties of the
pastoral relation.

The Governor, in advance of his visitors, ascenoleg or two
steps, and, throwing open the leaves of the graktwindow,
found himself close to little Pearl. The shadowtloé curtain fell
on Hester Prynne, and partially concealed her.

“What have we here?” said Governor Bellingham, lngkwith
surprise at the scarlet little figure before hinh.ptofess, | have
never seen the like since my days of vanity, in Kildg James’s
time, when | was wont to esteem it a high favoubécadmitted to
a court mask! There used to be a swarm of thes# apparitions
in holiday time, and we called them children of tterd of Mis-
rule. But how gat such a guest into my hall?”

“Ay, indeed!” cried good old Mr. Wilson. “What li& bird of
scarlet plumage may this be? Methinks | have sesnhsuch fig-
ures when the sun has been shining through a rpdityted win-
dow, and tracing out the golden and crimson imag@ess the



floor. But that was in the old land. Prithee, youmge, who art
thou, and what has ailed thy mother to bedizen ithéleis strange
fashion? Art thou a Christian child — ha? Dost knthy cate-
chism? Or art thou one of those naughty elfs areliwhom we
thought to have left behind us, with other relidsPapistry, in
merry old England?”

“I am mother’s child,” answered the scarlet visidand my
name is Pearl!”

“Pearl? — Ruby, rather — or Coral! — or Red Rosdha very
least, judging from thy hue!” responded the old ister, putting
forth his hand in a vain attempt to pat little Pear the cheek.
“But where is this mother of thine? Ah! | see,” ddded; and, turn-
ing to Governor Bellingham, whispered, “This is tkelfsame
child of whom we have held speech together; analdefmere the
unhappy woman, Hester Prynne, her mother!”

“Sayest thou so?” cried the Governor. “Nay, we rhigave
judged that such a child’s mother must needs bmades woman,
and a worthy type of her of Babylon! But she comés good
time, and we will look into this matter forthwith.”

Governor Bellingham stepped through the window thi hall,
followed by his three guests.

“Hester Prynne,” said he, fixing his naturally steegard on the
wearer of the scarlet letter, “there hath been muyobstion con-
cerning thee of late. The point hath been weightligcussed,
whether we, that are of authority and influencewatl discharge
our consciences by trusting an immortal soul, sagthere is in
yonder child, to the guidance of one who hath stechiand fallen
amid the pitfalls of this world. Speak thou, thélds own mother!



Were it not, thinkest thou, for thy little one’sriporal and eternal
welfare that she be taken out of thy charge, aad sbberly, and
disciplined strictly, and instructed in the trutb$ heaven and
earth? What canst thou do for the child in thigdRih

“l can teach my little Pearl what | have learneanirthis!” an-
swered Hester Prynne, laying her finger on thetokdn.

“Woman, it is thy badge of shame!” replied the steragistrate.
“It is because of the stain which that letter iradés that we would
transfer thy child to other hands.”

“Nevertheless,” said the mother, calmly, thoughwgng more
pale, “this badge hath taught me — it daily teaghes- it is teach-
ing me at this moment — lessons whereof my child/ tna the
wiser and better, albeit they can profit nothingryself.”

“We will judge warily,” said Bellingham, “and loowell what
we are about to do. Good Master Wilson, | pray y@mine this
Pearl — since that is her name — and see whetkdnath had such
Christian nurture as befits a child of her age.”

The old minister seated himself in an arm-chair enadle an ef-
fort to draw Pearl betwixt his knees. But the childaccustomed
to the touch or familiarity of any but her mothescaped through
the open window, and stood on the upper step, hgpkke a wild
tropical bird of rich plumage, ready to take flighto the upper
air. Mr. Wilson, not a little astonished at thiglmeak — for he was
a grandfatherly sort of personage, and usuallysa feaourite with
children — essayed, however, to proceed with tlaengxation.

“Pearl,” said he, with great solemnity, “thou mtzke heed to
instruction, that so, in due season, thou mayesat \Wwethy bosom



the pearl of great price. Canst thou tell me, myd¢clwho made
thee?”

Now Pearl knew well enough who made her, for HeBtgnne,
the daughter of a pious home, very soon after alér with the
child about her Heavenly Father, had begun to mfber of those
truths which the human spirit, at whatever stagenuhaturity,
imbibes with such eager interest. Pearl, therefos® large were
the attainments of her three years’ lifetime — dodve borne a
fair examination in the New England Primer, or fingt column of
the Westminster Catechisms, although unacquaintédtiae out-
ward form of either of those celebrated works. Batt perversity,
which all children have more or less of, and of ahlittle Pearl
had a tenfold portion, now, at the most inopportom@ment, took
thorough possession of her, and closed her lipsnpelled her to
speak words amiss. After putting her finger in hewuth, with
many ungracious refusals to answer good Mr. Wilsapiestion,
the child finally announced that she had not beeaderat all, but
had been plucked by her mother off the bush of wises that
grew by the prison-door.

This phantasy was probably suggested by the neainpity of
the Governor’'s red roses, as Pearl stood outsiddeofvindow,
together with her recollection of the prison rosesin which she
had passed in coming hither.

Old Roger Chillingworth, with a smile on his facghispered
something in the young clergyman’s ear. Hester ikryiooked at
the man of skill, and even then, with her fate maggn the bal-
ance, was startled to perceive what a change ha aver his
features — how much uglier they were, how his damkplexion
seemed to have grown duskier, and his figure massthrapen —



since the days when she had familiarly known hitme &et his
eyes for an instant, but was immediately constchtoggive all her
attention to the scene now going forward.

“This is awful!” cried the Governor, slowly recoveg from the
astonishment into which Pearl’s response had throkm “Here
is a child of three years old, and she cannotwiblb made her!
Without question, she is equally in the dark akdo soul, its pre-
sent depravity, and future destiny! Methinks, gemién, we need
inquire no further.”

Hester caught hold of Pearl, and drew her forcibly her arms,
confronting the old Puritan magistrate with almadterce expres-
sion. Alone in the world, cast off by it, and withis sole treasure
to keep her heart alive, she felt that she posdesskefeasible
rights against the world, and was ready to defdrant to the
death.

“God gave me the child!” cried she. “He gave heraguital of
all things else which ye had taken from me. Shayshappiness —
she is my torture, none the less! Pearl keeps meeihdife! Pearl
punishes me, too! See ye not, she is the scatlet,lenly capable
of being loved, and so endowed with a millionfolek tpower of
retribution for my sin? Ye shall not take her! livdie first!”

“My poor woman,” said the not unkind old ministé&he child
shall be well cared for — far better than thou taesfor it.”

“God gave her into my keeping!” repeated HestemRey rais-
ing her voice almost to a shriek. “I will not giler up!” And here
by a sudden impulse, she turned to the young aleagy Mr.
Dimmesdale, at whom, up to this moment, she hachedédardly
so much as once to direct her eyes. “Speak thom&dt cried she.



“Thou wast my pastor, and hadst charge of my samd, knowest
me better than these men can. | will not lose thilcSpeak for
me! Thou knowest — for thou hast sympathies whidts¢ men
lack — thou knowest what is in my heart, and whatamother’s
rights, and how much the stronger they are whehrttaher has
but her child and the scarlet letter! Look thouttd will not lose

the child! Look to it!”

At this wild and singular appeal, which indicatdthtt Hester
Prynne’s situation had provoked her to little l#smn madness, the
young minister at once came forward, pale, andihgltlis hand
over his heart, as was his custom whenever hislipdgunervous
temperament was thrown into agitation. He lookedv noore
careworn and emaciated than as we described hiheacene of
Hester’s public ignominy; and whether it were tagifg health, or
whatever the cause might be, his large dark eydsahaorld of
pain in their troubled and melancholy depth.

“There is truth in what she says,” began the mémjswith a
voice sweet, tremulous, but powerful, insomuch that hall re-
echoed and the hollow armour rang with it — “truttwhat Hester
says, and in the feeling which inspires her! Godedgaer the child,
and gave her, too, an instinctive knowledge omasure and re-
guirements — both seemingly so peculiar — whiclotier mortal
being can possess. And, moreover, is there noaatyof awful
sacredness in the relation between this mothetrasahild?”

“Ay — how is that, good Master Dimmesdale?” intgted the
Governor. “Make that plain, | pray you!”

“It must be even so,” resumed the minister. “Fbiveé deem it
otherwise, do we not thereby say that the Heavé&ialther, the



creator of all flesh, hath lightly recognised adieé sin, and made
of no account the distinction between unhallowest land holy

love? This child of its father’'s guilt and its metts shame has
come from the hand of God, to work in many waysruper heart,

who pleads so earnestly and with such bitternespiot the right

to keep her. It was meant for a blessing — forahe blessing of
her life! It was meant, doubtless, the mother Hefszth told us,

for a retribution, too; a torture to be felt at paan unthought-of
moment; a pang, a sting, an ever-recurring agenghe midst of a
troubled joy! Hath she not expressed this thouglthé garb of the
poor child, so forcibly reminding us of that redrdyol which sears
her bosom?”

“Well said again!” cried good Mr. Wilson. “| feargtie woman
had no better thought than to make a mountebahlkero¢hild!”

“Oh, not so! — not so!” continued Mr. Dimmesdal&he recog-
nises, believe me, the solemn miracle which God habught in
the existence of that child. And may she feel, toavhat, me-
thinks, is the very truth — that this boon was nteabove all
things else, to keep the mother’'s soul alive, angreserve her
from blacker depths of sin into which Satan migeedave sought
to plunge her! Therefore it is good for this posinful woman,
that she hath an infant immortality, a being capaifl eternal joy
or sorrow, confided to her care — to be trainedygher to right-
eousness, to remind her, at every moment, of Herbiat yet to
teach her, as if it were by the Creator’s sacredige, that, if she
bring the child to heaven, the child also will lgrits parents
thither! Herein is the sinful mother happier thae sinful father.
For Hester Prynne’s sake, then, and no less fomptwoe child’s
sake, let us leave them as Providence hath setengiihce them!”



“You speak, my friend, with a strange earnestnesajtl old
Roger Chillingworth, smiling at him.

“And there is a weighty import in what my young threr hath
spoken,” added the Rev. Mr. Wilson.

“What say you, worshipful Master Bellingham? Hatb hot
pleaded well for the poor woman?”

“Indeed hath he,” answered the magistrate; “anth laaiduced
such arguments, that we will even leave the madtert now
stands; so long, at least, as there shall be nbeiuscandal in the
woman. Care must be had nevertheless, to put iltetoldue and
stated examination in the catechism, at thy hamddaster Dim-
mesdale’s. Moreover, at a proper season, the giitman must take
heed that she go both to school and to meeting.”

The young minister, on ceasing to speak had witkra few
steps from the group, and stood with his face glrtconcealed in
the heavy folds of the window-curtain; while theadbw of his
figure, which the sunlight cast upon the floor, viiesmulous with
the vehemence of his appeal. Pearl, that wild &gty little elf
stole softly towards him, and taking his hand ia grasp of both
her own, laid her cheek against it; a caress seterand withal so
unobtrusive, that her mother, who was looking @ked herself —
“Is that my Pearl?” Yet she knew that there wa®lovthe child’s
heart, although it mostly revealed itself in passiand hardly
twice in her lifetime had been softened by suchtlgaess as now.
The minister — for, save the long-sought regard&z@han, noth-
ing is sweeter than these marks of childish prefs¥e accorded
spontaneously by a spiritual instinct, and theefgeming to im-
ply in us something truly worthy to be loved — thanister looked



round, laid his hand on the child’s head, hesitaednstant, and
then kissed her brow. Little Pearl’s unwonted moddentiment
lasted no longer; she laughed, and went caperimghdbe hall so
airily, that old Mr. Wilson raised a question whatleven her tip-
toes touched the floor.

“The little baggage hath witchcraft in her, | predg’ said he to
Mr. Dimmesdale. “She needs no old woman'’s broorksticfly
withal!”

“A strange child!” remarked old Roger Chillingwortht is easy
to see the mother’s part in her. Would it be beyarnphilosopher’s
research, think ye, gentlemen, to analyse that’'shilature, and,
from it make a mould, to give a shrewd guess afatieer?”

“Nay; it would be sinful, in such a question, tdldav the clue of
profane philosophy,” said Mr. Wilson. “Better tostaand pray
upon it; and still better, it may be, to leave thgstery as we find
it, unless Providence reveal it of its own accorbereby, every
good Christian man hath a title to show a fathkirisiness towards
the poor, deserted babe.”

The affair being so satisfactorily concluded, Hestg/nne, with
Pearl, departed from the house. As they descergedteps, it is
averred that the lattice of a chamber-window waswh open,
and forth into the sunny day was thrust the faceMadtress
Hibbins, Governor Bellingham’s bitter-tempered aistand the
same who, a few years later, was executed as h.witc

“Hist, hist!” said she, while her ill-omened phygimmy
seemed to cast a shadow over the cheerful newrdhs diouse.
“Wilt thou go with us to-night? There will be a mgicompany in



the forest; and | well-nigh promised the Black Miat comely
Hester Prynne should make one.”

“Make my excuse to him, so please you!” answerestétewith
a triumphant smile. “I must tarry at home, and kegpch over my
little Pearl. Had they taken her from me, | wouldlingly have
gone with thee into the forest, and signed my namihe Black
Man’s book too, and that with mine own blood!”

“We shall have thee there anon!” said the witchy/ddowning,
as she drew back her head.

But here — if we suppose this interview betwixt tvess Hibbins
and Hester Prynne to be authentic, and not a parablas already
an illustration of the young minister’s argumenaiagt sundering
the relation of a fallen mother to the offspringhafr frailty. Even
thus early had the child saved her from Satan’sesna



IX. The Leech

Under the appellation of Roger Chillingworth, tleader will re-
member, was hidden another name, which its formearer had
resolved should never more be spoken. It has ated, how, in
the crowd that witnessed Hester Prynne’s ignommiexposure,
stood a man, elderly, travel-worn, who, just enmgggfrom the
perilous wilderness, beheld the woman, in whom dyged to find
embodied the warmth and cheerfulness of home sas & type of
sin before the people. Her matronly fame was troddeder all
men’s feet. Infamy was babbling around her in thblioc market-
place. For her kindred, should the tidings eveclehem, and for
the companions of her unspotted life, there renthimgthing but
the contagion of her dishonour; which would not faibe distrib-
uted in strict accordance and proportion with thtemacy and sa-
credness of their previous relationship. Then whygirce the
choice was with himself — should the individual,osk connexion
with the fallen woman had been the most intimate sacred of
them all, come forward to vindicate his claim toiaheritance so
little desirable? He resolved not to be pilloriegsidle her on her
pedestal of shame. Unknown to all but Hester Pryand possess-
ing the lock and key of her silence, he chose thdvaw his name
from the roll of mankind, and, as regarded his ferities and in-
terest, to vanish out of life as completely asafihdeed lay at the
bottom of the ocean, whither rumour had long agwsigmed him.
This purpose once effected, new interests would ediately



spring up, and likewise a new purpose; dark, titus, if not guilty,
but of force enough to engage the full strengthisffaculties.

In pursuance of this resolve, he took up his regiden the Puri-
tan town as Roger Chillingworth, without other aduction than
the learning and intelligence of which he possessede than a
common measure. As his studies, at a previous gpefidis life,
had made him extensively acquainted with the médiciance of
the day, it was as a physician that he presentaedéif and as such
was cordially received. Skilful men, of the mediaad chirurgical
profession, were of rare occurrence in the coldimey seldom, it
would appear, partook of the religious zeal thaulght other emi-
grants across the Atlantic. In their researches ifie human
frame, it may be that the higher and more subtelfees of such
men were materialised, and that they lost thetspirview of exis-
tence amid the intricacies of that wondrous medmniwhich
seemed to involve art enough to comprise all @ Within itself.
At all events, the health of the good town of Basteo far as
medicine had aught to do with it, had hitherto liairthe guardian-
ship of an aged deacon and apothecary, whose gmetyodly de-
portment were stronger testimonials in his favtnaantany that he
could have produced in the shape of a diploma. dritg surgeon
was one who combined the occasional exercise ¢frtblale art
with the daily and habitual flourish of a razor. $och a profes-
sional body Roger Chillingworth was a brilliant acsjtion. He
soon manifested his familiarity with the ponder@un imposing
machinery of antique physic; in which every remedytained a
multitude of far-fetched and heterogeneous ingradjeas elabo-
rately compounded as if the proposed result had beeElixir of
Life. In his Indian captivity, moreover, he had mzi much



knowledge of the properties of native herbs andstooor did he
conceal from his patients that these simple meesgirNature’s
boon to the untutored savage, had quite as lagl@i@ of his own
confidence as the European Pharmacopoeia, whichmany
learned doctors had spent centuries in elaborating.

This learned stranger was exemplary as regardddaat the
outward forms of a religious life; and early aftés arrival, had
chosen for his spiritual guide the Reverend Mr. Diesdale. The
young divine, whose scholar-like renown still liviedOxford, was
considered by his more fervent admirers as ligths Ithan a heav-
enly ordained apostle, destined, should he live labhdur for the
ordinary term of life, to do as great deeds, fa tlow feeble New
England Church, as the early Fathers had achiexetthé infancy
of the Christian faith. About this period, howevérg health of
Mr. Dimmesdale had evidently begun to fail. By thdsest ac-
quainted with his habits, the paleness of the youmgister’s
cheek was accounted for by his too earnest devatistudy, his
scrupulous fulfilment of parochial duty, and mohar all, to the
fasts and vigils of which he made a frequent pcactin order to
keep the grossness of this earthly state from ahoggnd obscur-
ing his spiritual lamp. Some declared, that if NDimmesdale
were really going to die, it was cause enough thatworld was
not worthy to be any longer trodden by his feet.httaself, on the
other hand, with characteristic humility, avowed belief that if
Providence should see fit to remove him, it woudddecause of
his own unworthiness to perform its humblest missiere on
earth. With all this difference of opinion as te tbause of his de-
cline, there could be no question of the fact. idren grew emaci-
ated; his voice, though still rich and sweet, hacegain melan-



choly prophecy of decay in it; he was often obseéyeam any slight
alarm or other sudden accident, to put his hand lmgeheart with
first a flush and then a paleness, indicative af.pa

Such was the young clergyman’s condition, and suiiment the
prospect that his dawning light would be extingadshall un-
timely, when Roger Chillingworth made his adventtite town.
His first entry on the scene, few people could wdilence, drop-
ping down as it were out of the sky or startingnirthe nether
earth, had an aspect of mystery, which was easityhtened to the
miraculous. He was now known to be a man of skillyas ob-
served that he gathered herbs and the blossomsldflawers,
and dug up roots and plucked off twigs from thesftitrees like
one acquainted with hidden virtues in what was efaks to com-
mon eyes. He was heard to speak of Sir Kenelm Dagialy other
famous men — whose scientific attainments werecestd hardly
less than supernatural — as having been his camdspts or asso-
ciates. Why, with such rank in the learned worldd the come
hither? What, could he, whose sphere was in giigascbe seek-
ing in the wilderness? In answer to this queryumour gained
ground — and however absurd, was entertained by s@ry sen-
sible people — that Heaven had wrought an absohitacle, by
transporting an eminent Doctor of Physic from ar@er univer-
sity bodily through the air and setting him dowrtte door of Mr.
Dimmesdale’s study! Individuals of wiser faith, getl, who knew
that Heaven promotes its purposes without aiminghatstage-
effect of what is called miraculous interpositiavere inclined to
see a providential hand in Roger Chillingworth’sagportune ar-
rival.



This idea was countenanced by the strong interésthathe
physician ever manifested in the young clergymam;attached
himself to him as a parishioner, and sought toavinendly regard
and confidence from his naturally reserved sengibiHe ex-
pressed great alarm at his pastor’s state of hdalthwas anxious
to attempt the cure, and, if early undertaken, seenot despon-
dent of a favourable result. The elders, the desctire motherly
dames, and the young and fair maidens of Mr. Dintalkess
flock, were alike importunate that he should maiad of the phy-
sician’s frankly offered skill. Mr. Dimmesdale géntepelled their
entreaties.

“I need no medicine,” said he.

But how could the young minister say so, when, \®iRry suc-
cessive Sabbath, his cheek was paler and thinndrhi voice
more tremulous than before — when it had now becarcenstant
habit, rather than a casual gesture, to pressamd bver his heart?
Was he weary of his labours? Did he wish to die@séhguestions
were solemnly propounded to Mr. Dimmesdale by tdereminis-
ters of Boston, and the deacons of his church, whase their
own phrase, “dealt with him,” on the sin of rejegtithe aid which
Providence so manifestly held out. He listenedilense, and fi-
nally promised to confer with the physician.

“Were it God’s will,” said the Reverend Mr. Dimmedd, when,
in fulfilment of this pledge, he requested old Rogghilling-
worth’s professional advice, “I could be well camt¢hat my la-
bours, and my sorrows, and my sins, and my palrgjld shortly
end with me, and what is earthly of them be buredy grave,
and the spiritual go with me to my eternal staté¢her than that
you should put your skill to the proof in my behalf



“Ah,” replied Roger Chillingworth, with that quietss, which,
whether imposed or natural, marked all his depantm is thus
that a young clergyman is apt to speak. Youthfuhmet having
taken a deep root, give up their hold of life seilgh And saintly
men, who walk with God on earth, would fain be awaywalk
with him on the golden pavements of the New Jeeusal

“Nay,” rejoined the young minister, putting his loaio his heart,
with a flush of pain flitting over his brow, “wetevorthier to walk
there, | could be better content to toil here.”

“Good men ever interpret themselves too meanlyd g phy-
sician.

In this manner, the mysterious old Roger Chillingtndoecame
the medical adviser of the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdasenot only
the disease interested the physician, but he wasgly moved to
look into the character and qualities of the pdtidmese two men,
so different in age, came gradually to spend muudle together.
For the sake of the minister’'s health, and to endbé leech to
gather plants with healing balm in them, they témig walks on
the sea-shore, or in the forest; mingling variousk& with the
splash and murmur of the waves, and the solemn -amtigdem
among the tree-tops. Often, likewise, one was thesgof the
other in his place of study and retirement. Theas & fascination
for the minister in the company of the man of sceenn whom he
recognised an intellectual cultivation of no moderaepth or
scope; together with a range and freedom of idibas$,he would
have vainly looked for among the members of his gwofession.
In truth, he was startled, if not shocked, to fihi$ attribute in the
physician. Mr. Dimmesdale was a true priest, a telegionist,
with the reverential sentiment largely developed] an order of



mind that impelled itself powerfully along the tkaof a creed, and
wore its passage continually deeper with the laggsgme. In no
state of society would he have been what is callathn of liberal
views; it would always be essential to his peade¢bthe pressure
of a faith about him, supporting, while it confinbdn within its
iron framework. Not the less, however, though wathremulous
enjoyment, did he feel the occasional relief ofkiag at the uni-
verse through the medium of another kind of int¢llidan those
with which he habitually held converse. It wasfaswindow were
thrown open, admitting a freer atmosphere intodlose and sti-
fled study, where his life was wasting itself awamid lamp-light,
or obstructed day-beams, and the musty fragrarecé,densual or
moral, that exhales from books. But the air wasftesh and chill
to be long breathed with comfort. So the ministerd the physi-
cian with him, withdrew again within the limits ofhat their
Church defined as orthodox.

Thus Roger Chillingworth scrutinised his patientedally, both
as he saw him in his ordinary life, keeping an atomed pathway
in the range of thoughts familiar to him, and asappeared when
thrown amidst other moral scenery, the novelty dficlh might
call out something new to the surface of his chara¢ie deemed
it essential, it would seem, to know the man, beftempting to
do him good. Wherever there is a heart and anlactelthe dis-
eases of the physical frame are tinged with thaulgeties of
these. In Arthur Dimmesdale, thought and imagimaticere so
active, and sensibility so intense, that the bodifyrmity would
be likely to have its groundwork there. So Rogeilldgworth —
the man of skill, the kind and friendly physicianstrove to go
deep into his patient’'s bosom, delving among hisggules, prying



into his recollections, and probing everything wih cautious
touch, like a treasure-seeker in a dark cavern. $esrets can es-
cape an investigator, who has opportunity and tedon undertake
such a quest, and skill to follow it up. A man bemdd with a se-
cret should especially avoid the intimacy of higbian. If the
latter possess native sagacity, and a namelessttsomenore, —
let us call it intuition; if he show no intrusiveg&ism, nor dis-
agreeable prominent characteristics of his ownhdf have the
power, which must be born with him, to bring hisndhinto such
affinity with his patient’s, that this last shalhawares have spoken
what he imagines himself only to have thoughtudlsrevelations
be received without tumult, and acknowledged nobften by an
uttered sympathy as by silence, an inarticulatathreand here and
there a word to indicate that all is understoodo ithese qualifica-
tions of a confidant be joined the advantages défdrby his rec-
ognised character as a physician; — then, at sameatable mo-
ment, will the soul of the sufferer be dissolveald dlow forth in a
dark but transparent stream, bringing all its mysseinto the day-
light.

Roger Chillingworth possessed all, or most, of #t&ibutes
above enumerated. Nevertheless, time went on;caddimtimacy,
as we have said, grew up between these two cudtvatinds,
which had as wide a field as the whole sphere ofdmuthought
and study to meet upon; they discussed every taipathics and
religion, of public affairs, and private charactirey talked much,
on both sides, of matters that seemed personletadelves; and
yet no secret, such as the physician fancied mast #nhere, ever
stole out of the minister's consciousness intocbisipanion’s ear.
The latter had his suspicions, indeed, that evenntiture of Mr.



Dimmesdale’s bodily disease had never fairly beevealed to
him. It was a strange reserve!

After a time, at a hint from Roger Chillingworttnet friends of
Mr. Dimmesdale effected an arrangement by whichtiee were
lodged in the same house; so that every ebb anddidhe minis-
ter’s life-tide might pass under the eye of hisiang and attached
physician. There was much joy throughout the towmenv this
greatly desirable object was attained. It was helde the best
possible measure for the young clergyman’s welfardess, in-
deed, as often urged by such as felt authorisel® &0, he had se-
lected some one of the many blooming damsels,tspily de-
voted to him, to become his devoted wife. Thiselattep, how-
ever, there was no present prospect that Arthumi@sdale would
be prevailed upon to take; he rejected all suggestof the kind,
as if priestly celibacy were one of his articlesGdfurch discipline.
Doomed by his own choice, therefore, as Mr. Dimmaésdo evi-
dently was, to eat his unsavoury morsel alwaysather’s board,
and endure the life-long chill which must be hiswho seeks to
warm himself only at another’s fireside, it trulgesned that this
sagacious, experienced, benevolent old physiciéh,hs concord
of paternal and reverential love for the young pastias the very
man, of all mankind, to be constantly within reaclnis voice.

The new abode of the two friends was with a pioigow, of
good social rank, who dwelt in a house coverindgtpneearly the
site on which the venerable structure of King’'s @#ahas since
been built. It had the graveyard, originally Isdatnson’s home-
field, on one side, and so was well adapted to walkerious re-
flections, suited to their respective employmemishoth minister
and man of physic. The motherly care of the goabwi assigned



to Mr. Dimmesdale a front apartment, with a sunryasure, and
heavy window-curtains, to create a noontide shaddwn desir-
able. The walls were hung round with tapestry, saide from the
Gobelin looms, and, at all events, representingSitrgptural story
of David and Bathsheba, and Nathan the Prophetplours still

unfaded, but which made the fair woman of the sadnest as
grimly picturesque as the woe-denouncing seer. Hieee pale
clergyman piled up his library, rich with parchmdoiund folios
of the Fathers, and the lore of Rabbis, and monérsidition, of
which the Protestant divines, even while they itifand decried
that class of writers, were yet constrained ofteravail them-
selves. On the other side of the house, old Rodmltirigworth

arranged his study and laboratory: not such as déemoman of
science would reckon even tolerably complete, bovigded with a
distilling apparatus and the means of compoundinggsl and
chemicals, which the practised alchemist knew Wwel to turn to
purpose. With such commodiousness of situationsethevo
learned persons sat themselves down, each in misdomain, yet
familiarly passing from one apartment to the otla@g bestowing
a mutual and not incurious inspection into one la@Its business.

And the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale’s best disceyfirends,
as we have intimated, very reasonably imagined ttieathand of
Providence had done all this for the purpose —Umgsian so many
public and domestic and secret prayers — of regjaihe young
minister to health. But, it must now be said, arothortion of the
community had latterly begun to take its own viefathe relation
betwixt Mr. Dimmesdale and the mysterious old pbigsi. When
an uninstructed multitude attempts to see witheiss, it is ex-
ceedingly apt to be deceived. When, however, infits judg-



ment, as it usually does, on the intuitions ofgteat and warm
heart, the conclusions thus attained are oftenrsfognd and so
unerring as to possess the character of truth sapeally re-

vealed. The people, in the case of which we sps@akd justify its

prejudice against Roger Chillingworth by no factogument wor-
thy of serious refutation. There was an aged haafigtnan, it is
true, who had been a citizen of London at the pleoicSir Thomas
Overbury’s murder, now some thirty years agonejdstified to

having seen the physician, under some other naimehwhe nar-
rator of the story had now forgotten, in companthvidr. Forman,
the famous old conjurer, who was implicated in dffair of Over-

bury. Two or three individuals hinted that the nwdrskill, during

his Indian captivity, had enlarged his medicaliatteents by join-

ing in the incantations of the savage priests, wkece universally
acknowledged to be powerful enchanters, often pmifig seem-
ingly miraculous cures by their skill in the blaak. A large num-
ber — and many of these were persons of such s#rese and
practical observation that their opinions would édnvdneen valuable
in other matters — affirmed that Roger Chillingvndstaspect had
undergone a remarkable change while he had dwetwn, and

especially since his abode with Mr. Dimmesdale fisst, his ex-

pression had been calm, meditative, scholar-likewNhere was
something ugly and evil in his face, which they Imad previously
noticed, and which grew still the more obviousighsthe oftener
they looked upon him. According to the vulgar idemwe fire in his

laboratory had been brought from the lower regi@msl was fed
with infernal fuel; and so, as might be expected, Wisage was
getting sooty with the smoke.



To sum up the matter, it grew to be a widely diéfdiopinion
that the Rev. Arthur Dimmesdale, like many othersprages of
special sanctity, in all ages of the Christian wpfvas haunted
either by Satan himself or Satan’s emissary, inguse of old
Roger Chillingworth. This diabolical agent had Dieine permis-
sion, for a season, to burrow into the clergymantsnacy, and
plot against his soul. No sensible man, it was essgd, could
doubt on which side the victory would turn. The jpleolooked,
with an unshaken hope, to see the minister conté fart of the
conflict transfigured with the glory which he woulshquestiona-
bly win. Meanwhile, nevertheless, it was sad tmkhof the per-
chance mortal agony through which he must strugmhards his
triumph.

Alas! to judge from the gloom and terror in the tthepf the poor
minister’s eyes, the battle was a sore one, andithery anything
but secure.



X. The Leech and His Patient

Old Roger Chillingworth, throughout life, had beesm in tem-

perament, kindly, though not of warm affectionst buver, and in
all his relations with the world, a pure and uptighman. He had
begun an investigation, as he imagined, with thergeand equal
integrity of a judge, desirous only of truth, evanif the question
involved no more than the air-drawn lines and feguof a geomet-
rical problem, instead of human passions, and wsonfjcted on

himself. But, as he proceeded, a terrible fas@mnata kind of

fierce, though still calm, necessity, seized the mlan within its

gripe, and never set him free again until he hadedall its bid-

ding. He now dug into the poor clergyman’s heaki la miner

searching for gold; or, rather, like a sexton dajvinto a grave,
possibly in quest of a jewel that had been burethe dead man’s
bosom, but likely to find nothing save mortalitydanorruption.

Alas, for his own soul, if these were what he salgh

Sometimes a light glimmered out of the physiciayes, burn-
ing blue and ominous, like the reflection of a faca, or, let us
say, like one of those gleams of ghastly fire tteted from Bun-
yan’s awful doorway in the hillside, and quiveradtbe pilgrim’s
face. The soil where this dark miner was working lparchance
shown indications that encouraged him.

“This man,” said he, at one such moment, to himselire as
they deem him — all spiritual as he seems — hatérited a strong



animal nature from his father or his mother. Ledigsa little fur-
ther in the direction of this vein!”

Then after long search into the minister’s dimrilate and turn-
ing over many precious materials, in the shapeigif hspirations
for the welfare of his race, warm love of soulsrepgentiments,
natural piety, strengthened by thought and studyg, iluminated
by revelation — all of which invaluable gold waghegs no better
than rubbish to the seeker — he would turn badgadiraged, and
begin his quest towards another point. He gropedgahs stealth-
ily, with as cautious a tread, and as wary an oldlas a thief en-
tering a chamber where a man lies only half asteep it may be,
broad awake — with purpose to steal the very treastnich this
man guards as the apple of his eye. In spite opresneditated
carefulness, the floor would now and then creak; d¢mrments
would rustle; the shadow of his presence, in aifloién proximity,
would be thrown across his victim. In other worlis, Dimmes-
dale, whose sensibility of nerve often produceddtiect of spiri-
tual intuition, would become vaguely aware that stiimg inimi-
cal to his peace had thrust itself into relationhwiim. But Old
Roger Chillingworth, too, had perceptions that walmost intui-
tive; and when the minister threw his startled etgards him,
there the physician sat; his kind, watchful, syrhsag, but never
intrusive friend.

Yet Mr. Dimmesdale would perhaps have seen thiwidhdal's
character more perfectly, if a certain morbidndssyhich sick
hearts are liable, had not rendered him suspiciéul mankind.
Trusting no man as his friend, he could not recogiis enemy
when the latter actually appeared. He therefolkekspt up a fa-
miliar intercourse with him, daily receiving thedgbhysician in his



study, or visiting the laboratory, and, for recreats sake, watch-
ing the processes by which weeds were converteddnigs of
potency.

One day, leaning his forehead on his hand, andlbtsv on the
sill of the open window, that looked towards thevg-yard, he
talked with Roger Chillingworth, while the old maras examin-
ing a bundle of unsightly plants.

“Where,” asked he, with a look askance at themr-tfavas the
clergyman’s peculiarity that he seldom, now-a-dai@oked
straight forth at any object, whether human or imate, “where,
my kind doctor, did you gather those herbs, witlchsa dark,
flabby leaf?”

“Even in the graveyard here at hand,” answeredpthssician,
continuing his employment. “They are new to meouirfd them
growing on a grave, which bore no tombstone, nerothemorial
of the dead man, save these ugly weeds, that leken tupon
themselves to keep him in remembrance. They gretwwobunis
heart, and typify, it may be, some hideous sedrat was buried
with him, and which he had done better to confessd his life-
time.”

“Perchance,” said Mr. Dimmesdale, “he earnestlyrddst, but
could not.”

“And wherefore?” rejoined the physician.

“Wherefore not; since all the powers of nature sallearnestly

for the confession of sin, that these black weealgsprung up
out of a buried heart, to make manifest, an outspakime?”

“That, good sir, is but a phantasy of yours,” reglthe minister.
“There can be, if | forbode aright, no power, shairthe Divine



mercy, to disclose, whether by uttered words, oype or em-
blem, the secrets that may be buried in the huneanthThe heart,
making itself guilty of such secrets, must perfonoéd them, until
the day when all hidden things shall be revealeak. Nave | so
read or interpreted Holy Writ, as to understand tha disclosure
of human thoughts and deeds, then to be madetesded as a
part of the retribution. That, surely, were a shallview of it. No;
these revelations, unless | greatly err, are mesmely to promote
the intellectual satisfaction of all intelligentibgs, who will stand
waiting, on that day, to see the dark problem af tie made
plain. A knowledge of men’s hearts will be needfmlthe com-
pletest solution of that problem. And, | conceiveraover, that the
hearts holding such miserable secrets as you spleakill yield
them up, at that last day, not with reluctance,\bitih a joy unut-
terable.”

“Then why not reveal it here?” asked Roger Chiliogth,
glancing quietly aside at the minister. “Why shoalat the guilty
ones sooner avail themselves of this unutteraldées®d”

“They mostly do,” said the clergyman, griping hatcis breast,
as if afflicted with an importunate throb of pafiMany, many a
poor soul hath given its confidence to me, not aniythe death-
bed, but while strong in life, and fair in reputeti And ever, after
such an outpouring, oh, what a relief have | wiseelsin those sin-
ful brethren! even as in one who at last draws &iegafter a long
stifing with his own polluted breath. How can ié lmtherwise?
Why should a wretched man — guilty, we will saypairder — pre-
fer to keep the dead corpse buried in his own heatther than
fling it forth at once, and let the universe talagecof it!”



“Yet some men bury their secrets thus,” observedcddm phy-
sician.

“True; there are such men,” answered Mr. Dimmesda&et
not to suggest more obvious reasons, it may bethiegt are kept
silent by the very constitution of their nature.-©can we not sup-
pose it? — guilty as they may be, retaining, né\adess, a zeal for
God’s glory and man’s welfare, they shrink frompligg/ing them-
selves black and filthy in the view of men; becaubvencefor-
ward, no good can be achieved by them; no evihefgast be re-
deemed by better service. So, to their own unuitertorment,
they go about among their fellow-creatures, lookuge as new-
fallen snow, while their hearts are all speckled apotted with
iniquity of which they cannot rid themselves.”

“These men deceive themselves,” said Roger Chillorth,
with somewhat more emphasis than usual, and makiisgight
gesture with his forefinger. “They fear to take ting shame that
rightfully belongs to them. Their love for man, itheeal for God'’s
service — these holy impulses may or may not cberigheir
hearts with the evil inmates to which their guiétshunbarred the
door, and which must needs propagate a hellisikdhwéin them.
But, if they seek to glorify God, let them not lifeavenward their
unclean hands! If they would serve their fellowmietnthem do it
by making manifest the power and reality of conscg in con-
straining them to penitential self-abasement! Wadbll have me
to believe, O wise and pious friend, that a falsewscan be better
— can be more for God’s glory, or man’ welfare artfGod’s own
truth? Trust me, such men deceive themselves!”

“It may be so,” said the young clergyman, indiffethg, as waiv-
ing a discussion that he considered irrelevantnseasonable. He



had a ready faculty, indeed, of escaping from apyctthat agi-
tated his too sensitive and nervous temperamefiBut; now, |
would ask of my well-skilled physician, whether,good sooth, he
deems me to have profited by his kindly care of theak frame of
mine?”

Before Roger Chillingworth could answer, they hetirel clear,
wild laughter of a young child’s voice, proceediingm the adja-
cent burial-ground. Looking instinctively from tlopen window —
for it was summer-time — the minister beheld Hegtgmne and
little Pearl passing along the footpath that tragdrthe enclosure.
Pearl looked as beautiful as the day, but was enadrihose moods
of perverse merriment which, whenever they occursegmed to
remove her entirely out of the sphere of sympathiilonan con-
tact. She now skipped irreverently from one gravartother; until
coming to the broad, flat, armorial tombstone oleparted worthy
— perhaps of Isaac Johnson himself — she begaarcedupon it.
In reply to her mother's command and entreaty shat would be-
have more decorously, little Pearl paused to gather prickly
burrs from a tall burdock which grew beside the horfaking a
handful of these, she arranged them along the tifeéke scarlet
letter that decorated the maternal bosom, to wkiehburrs, as
their nature was, tenaciously adhered. Hester didptuck them
off.

Roger Chillingworth had by this time approached wiadow
and smiled grimly down.

“There is no law, nor reverence for authority, egard for hu-
man ordinances or opinions, right or wrong, mixgdwith that
child’s composition,” remarked he, as much to hifnas to his
companion. “I saw her, the other day, bespatteGbeernor him-



self with water at the cattle-trough in Spring LaiWhat, in
heaven’s name, is she? Is the imp altogether &lath she affec-
tions? Hath she any discoverable principle of b&ing

“None, save the freedom of a broken law,” answéfedDim-
mesdale, in a quiet way, as if he had been disoggie point
within himself, “Whether capable of good, | knowtfio

The child probably overheard their voices, for,Kiog up to the
window with a bright, but naughty smile of mirthcaimtelligence,
she threw one of the prickly burrs at the Rev. Mimmesdale.
The sensitive clergyman shrank, with nervous dréad) the light
missile. Detecting his emotion, Pearl clapped e hands in the
most extravagant ecstacy. Hester Prynne, likeviad,involuntar-
ily looked up, and all these four persons, old godng, regarded
one another in silence, till the child laughed dloand shouted —
“Come away, mother! Come away, or yonder old blada will
catch you! He hath got hold of the minister alreagme away,
mother or he will catch you! But he cannot catttheliPearl!”

So she drew her mother away, skipping, dancing, fasking
fantastically among the hillocks of the dead peplke a creature
that had nothing in common with a bygone and bugederation,
nor owned herself akin to it. It was as if she badn made afresh
out of new elements, and must perforce be permttieldve her
own life, and be a law unto herself without herestdcities being
reckoned to her for a crime.

“There goes a woman,” resumed Roger Chillingwostier a
pause, “who, be her demerits what they may, hatie raf that
mystery of hidden sinfulness which you deem sovgus to be



borne. Is Hester Prynne the less miserable, think for that scar-
let letter on her breast?”

“l do verily believe it,” answered the clergymaimNeévertheless,
| cannot answer for her. There was a look of paihar face which
| would gladly have been spared the sight of. Billt methinks, it
must needs be better for the sufferer to be frestov his pain, as
this poor woman Hester is, than to cover it upigheart.”

There was another pause, and the physician begam nex-
amine and arrange the plants which he had gathered.

“You inquired of me, a little time agone,” said la length, “my
judgment as touching your health.”

“l did,” answered the clergyman, “and would gladéarn it.
Speak frankly, | pray you, be it for life or dedth.

“Freely then, and plainly,” said the physician|ldiusy with his
plants, but keeping a wary eye on Mr. Dimmesdalee ‘disorder
is a strange one; not so much in itself nor as ardly manifested,
—in so far, at least as the symptoms have bedrofan to my ob-
servation. Looking daily at you, my good sir, andtehing the to-
kens of your aspect now for months gone by, | shoelem you a
man sore sick, it may be, yet not so sick but #minstructed and
watchful physician might well hope to cure you. Blknow not
what to say, the disease is what | seem to knotkn@w it not.”

“You speak in riddles, learned sir,” said the palaister, glanc-
ing aside out of the window.

“Then, to speak more plainly,” continued the phigi¢ “and |
crave pardon, sir, should it seem to require parétorthis needful
plainness of my speech. Let me ask as your friaadhne having
charge, under Providence, of your life and physall being,



hath all the operations of this disorder been ydaid open and
recounted to me?”

“How can you question it?” asked the minister. ‘@writ were
child’s play to call in a physician and then hitle sore!”

“You would tell me, then, that | know all?” said &
Chillingworth, deliberately, and fixing an eye, dint with intense
and concentrated intelligence, on the ministerce fdBe it so! But
again! He to whom only the outward and physical ieviaid open,
knoweth, oftentimes, but half the evil which hecaled upon to
cure. A bodily disease, which we look upon as wrasld entire
within itself, may, after all, be but a symptomsaime ailment in
the spiritual part. Your pardon once again, goodisimy speech
give the shadow of offence. You, sir, of all menowh| have
known, are he whose body is the closest conjoiaad, imbued,
and identified, so to speak, with the spirit whéngéds the instru-
ment.”

“Then | need ask no further,” said the clergymammewhat
hastily rising from his chair. “You deal not, | ®kt, in medicine
for the soul!”

“Thus, a sickness,” continued Roger Chillingwobing on, in
an unaltered tone, without heeding the interruptiout standing
up and confronting the emaciated and white-cheakéulster,
with his low, dark, and misshapen figure, — “a BiE$s, a sore
place, if we may so call it, in your spirit hathrmadiately its ap-
propriate manifestation in your bodily frame. Wouwldu, there-
fore, that your physician heal the bodily evil? Howay this be
unless you first lay open to him the wound or tleulm your
soul?”



“No, not to thee! not to an earthly physician!” exti Mr. Dim-
mesdale, passionately, and turning his eyes, fudl laright, and
with a kind of fierceness, on old Roger Chillingtvor“Not to
thee! But, if it be the soul’s disease, then dorhmit myself to the
one Physician of the soul! He, if it stand with Kigod pleasure,
can cure, or he can Kill. Let Him do with me asHiss justice and
wisdom, He shall see good. But who art thou, thadlatest in this
matter? that dares thrust himself between the marffand his
God?”

With a frantic gesture he rushed out of the room.

“It is as well to have made this step,” said RogGérllingworth
to himself, looking after the minister, with a geasmile. “There is
nothing lost. We shall be friends again anon. Baé, ::.ow, how
passion takes hold upon this man, and hurriethdutrof himself!
As with one passion so with another. He hath dowddthing ere
now, this pious Master Dimmesdale, in the hot massf his
heart.”

It proved not difficult to re-establish the intimaof the two
companions, on the same footing and in the samedeg hereto-
fore. The young clergyman, after a few hours ofamry, was sen-
sible that the disorder of his nerves had hurrigd imto an un-
seemly outbreak of temper, which there had beehimgptin the
physician’s words to excuse or palliate. He maegllindeed, at
the violence with which he had thrust back the lotdiman, when
merely proffering the advice which it was his dtmybestow, and
which the minister himself had expressly soughttiWhese re-
morseful feelings, he lost no time in making thepdast apologies,
and besought his friend still to continue the cahéch, if not suc-
cessful in restoring him to health, had, in alllbility, been the



means of prolonging his feeble existence to thatrh&oger
Chillingworth readily assented, and went on wite hiedical su-
pervision of the minister; doing his best for him.all good faith,
but always quitting the patient’s apartment, atdlose of the pro-
fessional interview, with a mysterious and puzzedle upon his
lips. This expression was invisible in Mr. Dimmelsd® presence,
but grew strongly evident as the physician crossedhreshold.

“A rare case,” he muttered. “| must needs look @eepto it. A
strange sympathy betwixt soul and body! Were iydaf the art’s
sake, | must search this matter to the bottom.”

It came to pass, not long after the scene abowrded, that the
Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, noon-day, and entirelywamas, fell
into a deep, deep slumber, sitting in his chaithvai large black-
letter volume open before him on the table. It mheste been a
work of vast ability in the somniferous school @édature. The
profound depth of the minister's repose was theemmemarkable,
inasmuch as he was one of those persons whoseattiaprily is
as light as fitful, and as easily scared away, simall bird hopping
on a twig. To such an unwonted remoteness, howéaat, his
spirit now withdrawn into itself that he stirred tnim his chair
when old Roger Chillingworth, without any extraordiy precau-
tion, came into the room. The physician advanceecty in front
of his patient, laid his hand upon his bosom, dndst aside the
vestment, that hitherto had always covered it dx@m the profes-
sional eye.

Then, indeed, Mr. Dimmesdale shuddered, and slighitred.
After a brief pause, the physician turned away.



But with what a wild look of wonder, joy, and horrdNith
what a ghastly rapture, as it were, too mightyecekpressed only
by the eye and features, and therefore burstinty finrough the
whole ugliness of his figure, and making itself eveotously
manifest by the extravagant gestures with whichhinew up his
arms towards the ceiling, and stamped his foot uperiloor! Had
a man seen old Roger Chillingworth, at that monoémis ecstasy,
he would have had no need to ask how Satan componiself
when a precious human soul is lost to heaven, am mto his
kingdom.

But what distinguished the physician’s ecstasy ffaatan’s was
the trait of wonder in it!



XI. The Interior of a Heart

After the incident last described, the intercourséveen the cler-
gyman and the physician, though externally the samas really
of another character than it had previously bedre ihtellect of
Roger Chillingworth had now a sufficiently plaintpaefore it. It
was not, indeed, precisely that which he had laidfor himself to
tread. Calm, gentle, passionless, as he appeaese, was yet, we
fear, a quiet depth of malice, hitherto latent, &ctive now, in this
unfortunate old man, which led him to imagine a enottimate
revenge than any mortal had ever wreaked upon amenTo
make himself the one trusted friend, to whom shdaddconfided
all the fear, the remorse, the agony, the inefldatepentance, the
backward rush of sinful thoughts, expelled in vai!that guilty
sorrow, hidden from the world, whose great heartild/dhave pit-
ied and forgiven, to be revealed to him, the Rsile to him, the
Unforgiving! All that dark treasure to be lavished the very man,
to whom nothing else could so adequately pay the devenge-
ance!

The clergyman’s shy and sensitive reserve had bOatkés
scheme. Roger Chillingworth, however, was inclitedbe hardly,
if at all, less satisfied with the aspect of aawhich Providence
— using the avenger and his victim for its own [@s$gs, and, per-
chance, pardoning, where it seemed most to punisad-substi-
tuted for his black devices. A revelation, he caalichost say, had
been granted to him. It mattered little for hisemitj whether celes-



tial or from what other region. By its aid, in #lle subsequent re-
lations betwixt him and Mr. Dimmesdale, not mertig external
presence, but the very inmost soul of the lattegnsed to be
brought out before his eyes, so that he could sedecamprehend
its every movement. He became, thenceforth, ngkeatator only,
but a chief actor in the poor minister’'s interioond. He could
play upon him as he chose. Would he arouse him avittrob of
agony? The victim was for ever on the rack; it meednly to
know the spring that controlled the engine: andpihgsician knew
it well. Would he startle him with sudden fear? sighe waving of
a magician’s wand, up rose a grisly phantom — e @ thousand
phantoms — in many shapes, of death, or more astfaine, all
flocking round about the clergyman, and pointinghwtheir fin-
gers at his breast!

All this was accomplished with a subtlety so petfebat the
minister, though he had constantly a dim perceptibaome evil
influence watching over him, could never gain awlsalge of its
actual nature. True, he looked doubtfully, feayfult even, at
times, with horror and the bitterness of hatred tha deformed
figure of the old physician. His gestures, his ,gais grizzled
beard, his slightest and most indifferent acts, by fashion of
his garments, were odious in the clergyman’s siglken implic-
itly to be relied on of a deeper antipathy in thedst of the latter
than he was willing to acknowledge to himself. Fas,it was im-
possible to assign a reason for such distrust bBhdreence, so Mr.
Dimmesdale, conscious that the poison of one mosbt was
infecting his heart’s entire substance, attribuadidhis presenti-
ments to no other cause. He took himself to taski® bad sym-
pathies in reference to Roger Chillingworth, dismelgd the lesson



that he should have drawn from them, and did hs$ teeroot them
out. Unable to accomplish this, he neverthelessa asatter of
principle, continued his habits of social familtgriwith the old
man, and thus gave him constant opportunities éofepting the
purpose to which — poor forlorn creature that hes,wand more
wretched than his victim — the avenger had devbiedelf.

While thus suffering under bodily disease, and gthand tor-
tured by some black trouble of the soul, and gieger to the
machinations of his deadliest enemy, the ReverendDMnmes-
dale had achieved a brilliant popularity in hisredcoffice. He
won it indeed, in great part, by his sorrows. Hitellectual gifts,
his moral perceptions, his power of experiencindg esmmunicat-
ing emotion, were kept in a state of preternatadivity by the
prick and anguish of his daily life. His fame, tigbustill on its
upward slope, already overshadowed the soberetatégms of his
fellow-clergymen, eminent as several of them wdrkere are
scholars among them, who had spent more yearsquiragy ab-
struse lore, connected with the divine professtban Mr. Dim-
mesdale had lived; and who might well, therefore,nfiore pro-
foundly versed in such solid and valuable attainehan their
youthful brother. There were men, too, of a sturdexture of
mind than his, and endowed with a far greater sbarghrewd,
hard iron, or granite understanding; which, dulyhghed with a
fair proportion of doctrinal ingredient, constitata highly respect-
able, efficacious, and unamiable variety of thericé species.
There were others again, true saintly fathers, eHhasulties had
been elaborated by weary toil among their booksd, lan patient
thought, and etherealised, moreover, by spiritaahmunications
with the better world, into which their purity ofd had almost in-



troduced these holy personages, with their garmeitaortality

still clinging to them. All that they lacked wadet gift that de-
scended upon the chosen disciples at Pentecosgngues of
flame; symbolising, it would seem, not the powespéech in for-
eign and unknown languages, but that of addresgiagwhole

human brotherhood in the heart’'s native languadpesé fathers,
otherwise so apostolic, lacked Heaven’s last angstaattestation
of their office, the Tongue of Flame. They wouldvéavainly

sought — had they ever dreamed of seeking — teeegphe highest
truths through the humblest medium of familiar weoethd images.
Their voices came down, afar and indistinctly, frahe upper
heights where they habitually dwelt.

Not improbably, it was to this latter class of ntbat Mr. Dim-
mesdale, by many of his traits of character, ndifubeelonged. To
the high mountain peaks of faith and sanctity heuldichave
climbed, had not the tendency been thwarted byotinden, what-
ever it might be, of crime or anguish, beneath Whicwas his
doom to totter. It kept him down on a level witle tlowest; him,
the man of ethereal attributes, whose voice theslangight else
have listened to and answered! But this very buritiemas that
gave him sympathies so intimate with the sinfultbeohood of
mankind; so that his heart vibrated in unison withirs, and re-
ceived their pain into itself and sent its own thod pain through a
thousand other hearts, in gushes of sad, persuakkigaence. Of-
tenest persuasive, but sometimes terrible! The lpdogw not the
power that moved them thus. They deemed the yolengyman a
miracle of holiness. They fancied him the mouthepieof
Heaven’s messages of wisdom, and rebuke, and llovieeir eyes,
the very ground on which he trod was sanctifiece Vingins of his



church grew pale around him, victims of a passmimsbued with

religious sentiment, that they imagined it to bkraligion, and

brought it openly, in their white bosoms, as thmost acceptable
sacrifice before the altar. The aged members oflbik, behold-

ing Mr. Dimmesdale’s frame so feeble, while theyravéhem-

selves so rugged in their infirmity, believed the would go

heavenward before them, and enjoined it upon ttfaldren that

their old bones should be buried close to theimgppastor’s holy
grave. And all this time, perchance, when poor BDimmesdale

was thinking of his grave, he questioned with hifinatether the

grass would ever grow on it, because an accursed thust there
be buried!

It is inconceivable, the agony with which this gableneration
tortured him. It was his genuine impulse to adtee ttuth, and to
reckon all things shadow-like, and utterly devoid veeight or
value, that had not its divine essence as thewlitkin their life.
Then what was he? — a substance? — or the dimrhadit shad-
ows? He longed to speak out from his own pulpthatfull height
of his voice, and tell the people what he waswhpm you behold
in these black garments of the priesthood — |, wbcend the sa
cred desk, and turn my pale face heavenward, talkpog myself
to hold communion in your behalf with the Most Hig@mnis-
cience — |, in whose daily life you discern thedn of Enoch —
I, whose footsteps, as you suppose, leave a glearg my earthly
track, whereby the Pilgrims that shall come aftez may be
guided to the regions of the blest — I, who have the hand of
baptism upon your children — I, who have breathwsal parting
prayer over your dying friends, to whom the Ameaorsted faintly



from a world which they had quitted — I, your pastehom you so
reverence and trust, am utterly a pollution anie'a |

More than once, Mr. Dimmesdale had gone into tHpifpwvith
a purpose never to come down its steps until heldhwave spo-
ken words like the above. More than once he hadretk his
throat, and drawn in the long, deep, and tremulmesth, which,
when sent forth again, would come burdened withblaek secret
of his soul. More than once — nay, more than a rechtimes — he
had actually spoken! Spoken! But how? He had taddhearers
that he was altogether vile, a viler companion led vilest, the
worst of sinners, an abomination, a thing of unimalgle iniquity,
and that the only wonder was that they did notlgeewretched
body shrivelled up before their eyes by the burnirgth of the
Almighty! Could there be plainer speech than ttgGuld not the
people start up in their seats, by a simultaneoymiise, and tear
him down out of the pulpit which he defiled? Not saleed! They
heard it all, and did but reverence him the morbkeyr little
guessed what deadly purport lurked in those selfiemning
words. “The godly youth!” said they among themsslvV&he saint
on earth! Alas! if he discern such sinfulness & ¢wn white soul,
what horrid spectacle would he behold in thine arati The min-
ister well knew — subtle, but remorseful hypoctitat he was! —
the light in which his vague confession would bewed. He had
striven to put a cheat upon himself by making thewal of a
guilty conscience, but had gained only one othey and a self-
acknowledged shame, without the momentary relidfeohg self-
deceived. He had spoken the very truth, and tramsfd it into the
veriest falsehood. And yet, by the constitutionh@d nature, he



loved the truth, and loathed the lie, as few meer @id. There-
fore, above all things else, he loathed his midersdif!

His inward trouble drove him to practices more at@dance
with the old, corrupted faith of Rome than with thetter light of
the church in which he had been born and bred. inDvmmes-
dale’s secret closet, under lock and key, there wakloody
scourge. Oftentimes, this Protestant and Puritaimelihad plied it
on his own shoulders, laughing bitterly at himgee while, and
smiting so much the more pitilessly because of ltiitéér laugh. It
was his custom, too, as it has been that of mangrqtious Puri-
tans, to fast — not however, like them, in ordeptoify the body,
and render it the fitter medium of celestial illuration — but rig-
orously, and until his knees trembled beneath l@man act of
penance. He kept vigils, likewise, night after njgfkometimes in
utter darkness, sometimes with a glimmering lamupg aome-
times, viewing his own face in a looking-glass,thg most power-
ful light which he could throw upon it. He thus ifgpd the con-
stant introspection wherewith he tortured, but douobt purify
himself. In these lengthened vigils, his brain ofteeled, and vi-
sions seemed to flit before him; perhaps seen @dalhtand by a
faint light of their own, in the remote dimnesstbé chamber, or
more vividly and close beside him, within the lamdkdglass. Now
it was a herd of diabolic shapes, that grinned mwogdked at the
pale minister, and beckoned him away with them; @ogroup of
shining angels, who flew upward heavily, as sortaden, but
grew more ethereal as they rose. Now came the fdeads of his
youth, and his white-bearded father, with a sak#-frown, and
his mother turning her face away as she passedGhgst of a
mother — thinnest fantasy of a mother — methinke sight yet



have thrown a pitying glance towards her son! Aod/nthrough

the chamber which these spectral thoughts had readghastly,

glided Hester Prynne leading along little Pearlhan scarlet garb,
and pointing her forefinger, first at the scarkdtér on her bosom,
and then at the clergyman’s own breast.

None of these visions ever quite deluded him. At smoment,
by an effort of his will, he could discern substsd¢hrough their
misty lack of substance, and convince himself thay were not
solid in their nature, like yonder table of carvesk, or that big,
square, leather-bound and brazen-clasped volundevioity. But,
for all that, they were, in one sense, the truedtraost substantial
things which the poor minister now dealt with. dtthe unspeak-
able misery of a life so false as his, that it Istélae pith and sub-
stance out of whatever realities there are arowdand which
were meant by Heaven to be the spirit’s joy andimant. To the
untrue man, the whole universe is false — it isalpable — it
shrinks to nothing within his grasp. And he himselto far as he
shows himself in a false light, becomes a shadaw,imleed,
ceases to exist. The only truth that continuedite §Ir. Dimmes-
dale a real existence on this earth was the angni$lis inmost
soul, and the undissembled expression of it inasigect. Had he
once found power to smile, and wear a face of gaibkere would
have been no such man!

On one of those ugly nights, which we have faihitlyted at, but
forborne to picture forth, the minister startedhirbis chair. A new
thought had struck him. There might be a momen¢acp in it.
Attiring himself with as much care as if it had hder public wor-
ship, and precisely in the same manner, he stdty stown the
staircase, undid the door, and issued forth.



XII. The Minister’s Vigil

Walking in the shadow of a dream, as it were, agrthgps actually
under the influence of a species of somnambulism,Dimmes-
dale reached the spot where, now so long sincégHBsynne had
lived through her first hours of public ignominyhd same plat-
form or scaffold, black and weather-stained wita sorm or sun-
shine of seven long years, and foot-worn, too, whié tread of
many culprits who had since ascended it, remaitaaddsg be-
neath the balcony of the meeting-house. The mmigént up the
steps.

It was an obscure night in early May. An unvaried pf cloud
muffled the whole expanse of sky from zenith toitam. If the
same multitude which had stood as eye-witnessete viester
Prynne sustained her punishment could now have sie@®moned
forth, they would have discerned no face abovepthdorm nor
hardly the outline of a human shape, in the dadgy gif the mid-
night. But the town was all asleep. There was md pé discov-
ery. The minister might stand there, if it so peghdim, until
morning should redden in the east, without othgk than that the
dank and chill night air would creep into his frgraad stiffen his
joints with rheumatism, and clog his throat withaceh and cough;
thereby defrauding the expectant audience of ta-omgs prayer
and sermon. No eye could see him, save that evieefulaone
which had seen him in his closet, wielding the dp®courge.
Why, then, had he come hither? Was it but the nmycké peni-



tence? A mockery, indeed, but in which his sodiletli with itself!

A mockery at which angels blushed and wept, whigads re-
joiced with jeering laughter! He had been drivethéi by the im-
pulse of that Remorse which dogged him everywhamd, whose
own sister and closely linked companion was thatv&dice
which invariably drew him back, with her tremuloggpe, just
when the other impulse had hurried him to the veriga disclo-
sure. Poor, miserable man! what right had infirntilkg his to bur-
den itself with crime? Crime is for the iron-nery&tho have their
choice either to endure it, or, if it press toodhaio exert their
fierce and savage strength for a good purpose flangdit off at

once! This feeble and most sensitive of spiritddao neither, yet
continually did one thing or another, which intarted, in the
same inextricable knot, the agony of heaven-defguitj and vain
repentance.

And thus, while standing on the scaffold, in th&nvshow of
expiation, Mr. Dimmesdale was overcome with a gtearor of
mind, as if the universe were gazing at a scasketrt on his naked
breast, right over his heart. On that spot, in ¢euyh, there was,
and there had long been, the gnawing and poisciooads of bod-
ily pain. Without any effort of his will, or powepn restrain him-
self, he shrieked aloud: an outcry that went pegathmrough the
night, and was beaten back from one house to anathd rever-
berated from the hills in the background; as ibenpany of devils,
detecting so much misery and terror in it, had magéaything of
the sound, and were bandying it to and fro.

“It is done!” muttered the minister, covering hiecé with his
hands. “The whole town will awake and hurry fordimd find me
here!”



But it was not so. The shriek had perhaps sounddd avfar
greater power, to his own startled ears, thantitadly possessed.
The town did not awake; or, if it did, the drowdyraberers mis-
took the cry either for something frightful in aedm, or for the
noise of witches, whose voices, at that period ewdten heard to
pass over the settlements or lonely cottages,esrtide with Sa-
tan through the air. The clergyman, therefore, ingano symp-
toms of disturbance, uncovered his eyes and loakedt him. At
one of the chamber-windows of Governor Bellinghamansion,
which stood at some distance, on the line of amattreet, he be-
held the appearance of the old magistrate himsidf & lamp in
his hand a white night-cap on his head, and a Valmite gown en-
veloping his figure. He looked like a ghost evoketseasonably
from the grave. The cry had evidently startled h#n.another
window of the same house, moreover appeared oldréds
Hibbins, the Governor’s sister, also with a lamhjck even thus
far off revealed the expression of her sour andahtented face.
She thrust forth her head from the lattice, anckéabanxiously
upward. Beyond the shadow of a doubt, this veneraliich-lady
had heard Mr. Dimmesdale’s outcry, and interpretedvith its
multitudinous echoes and reverberations, as thenatla of the
fiends and night-hags, with whom she was well kndernrmake
excursions in the forest.

Detecting the gleam of Governor Bellingham’s lartipe old
lady quickly extinguished her own, and vanishedsdfdy, she
went up among the clouds. The minister saw nothuriper of her
motions. The magistrate, after a wary observatioth® darkness
— into which, nevertheless, he could see but litikther than he
might into a mill-stone — retired from the window.



The minister grew comparatively calm. His eyes, éesv, were
soon greeted by a little glimmering light, which fiest a long way
off was approaching up the street. It threw a gledmecognition,
on here a post, and there a garden fence, andahatéced win-
dow-pane, and there a pump, with its full troughvater, and here
again an arched door of oak, with an iron knoced a rough log
for the door-step. The Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale chaié these
minute particulars, even while firmly convinced tttlae doom of
his existence was stealing onward, in the footstepsh he now
heard; and that the gleam of the lantern woulddpbn him in a
few moments more, and reveal his long-hidden se8sethe light
drew nearer, he beheld, within its illuminated leirchis brother
clergyman — or, to speak more accurately, his peidmal father,
as well as highly valued friend — the Reverend Wilson, who,
as Mr. Dimmesdale now conjectured, had been pragiribe bed-
side of some dying man. And so he had. The goodnotdster
came freshly from the death-chamber of Governortlvap, who
had passed from earth to heaven within that veryr.hdnd now
surrounded, like the saint-like personage of oltlees, with a ra-
diant halo, that glorified him amid this gloomy higof sin — as if
the departed Governor had left him an inheritarfceioglory, or
as if he had caught upon himself the distant shinime celestial
city, while looking thitherward to see the triumplgilgrim pass
within its gates — now, in short, good Father Whlseas moving
homeward, aiding his footsteps with a lighted lamt&he glim-
mer of this luminary suggested the above conceitdrt Dimmes-
dale, who smiled — nay, almost laughed at themd-than won-
dered if he was going mad.



As the Reverend Mr. Wilson passed beside the ddafttosely
muffling his Geneva cloak about him with one armg dolding
the lantern before his breast with the other, theister could
hardly restrain himself from speaking —

“A good evening to you, venerable Father Wilson.m@oup
hither, | pray you, and pass a pleasant hour wagh' m

Good Heavens! Had Mr. Dimmesdale actually spokem?oRe
instant he believed that these words had passelipkisBut they
were uttered only within his imagination. The veaide Father
Wilson continued to step slowly onward, lookingefatly at the
muddy pathway before his feet, and never once rigrhis head
towards the guilty platform. When the light of thémmering lan-
tern had faded quite away, the minister discovebgdthe faint-
ness which came over him, that the last few momleatsbeen a
crisis of terrible anxiety, although his mind hadde an involun-
tary effort to relieve itself by a kind of luridg}fulness.

Shortly afterwards, the like grisly sense of thenlbwous again
stole in among the solemn phantoms of his thoulgkt.felt his
limbs growing stiff with the unaccustomed chillisesf the night,
and doubted whether he should be able to descenstéps of the
scaffold. Morning would break and find him theréeTneighbour-
hood would begin to rouse itself. The earliestrriseming forth in
the dim twilight, would perceive a vaguely-defingglre aloft on
the place of shame; and half-crazed betwixt alanch @uriosity,
would go knocking from door to door, summoningtai people
to behold the ghost — as he needs must think ftseme defunct
transgressor. A dusky tumult would flap its wingsni one house
to another. Then — the morning light still waxingosger — old
patriarchs would rise up in great haste, each snflannel gown,



and matronly dames, without pausing to put off rtmeght-gear.
The whole tribe of decorous personages, who hadrriearetofore
been seen with a single hair of their heads awnylevstart into
public view with the disorder of a nightmare inith@spects. Old
Governor Bellingham would come grimly forth, withshKing
James’ ruff fastened askew, and Mistress Hibbirts, some twigs
of the forest clinging to her skirts, and lookirgueer than ever, as
having hardly got a wink of sleep after her nigiger and good
Father Wilson too, after spending half the nigha aeeath-bed, and
liking ill to be disturbed, thus early, out of hiseams about the
glorified saints. Hither, likewise, would come thklers and dea-
cons of Mr. Dimmesdale’s church, and the youngimggvho so
idolized their minister, and had made a shrine Hon in their
white bosoms, which now, by-the-bye, in their huaryd confu-
sion, they would scantly have given themselves timeover with
their kerchiefs. All people, in a word, would costembling over
their thresholds, and turning up their amazed amrdoh-stricken
visages around the scaffold. Whom would they distleere, with
the red eastern light upon his brow? Whom, butRbeerend Ar-
thur Dimmesdale, half-frozen to death, overwhelméith shame,
and standing where Hester Prynne had stood!

Carried away by the grotesque horror of this petaihe minis-
ter, unawares, and to his own infinite alarm, burgi a great peal
of laughter. It was immediately responded to bight| airy, child-
ish laugh, in which, with a thrill of the heart dtbhe knew not
whether of exquisite pain, or pleasure as acute rebognised the
tones of little Pearl.

“Pearl! Little Pearl!” cried he, after a moment'syse; then,
suppressing his voice — “Hester! Hester Prynne! yane there?”



“Yes; it is Hester Prynne!” she replied, in a tafesurprise; and
the minister heard her footsteps approaching froenside-walk,
along which she had been passing. “It is |, andittly Pearl.”

“Whence come you, Hester?” asked the minister. “i\dent
you hither?”

“I have been watching at a death-bed,” answereded&synne
“at Governor Winthrop’s death-bed, and have takennheasure
for a robe, and am now going homeward to my dwgflin

“Come up hither, Hester, thou and little Pearl,idsthe Rever-
end Mr. Dimmesdale. “Ye have both been here betaue,| was
not with you. Come up hither once again, and wé stdand all
three together.”

She silently ascended the steps, and stood onatferm, hold-
ing little Pearl by the hand. The minister felt the child’s other
hand, and took it. The moment that he did so, tltaree what
seemed a tumultuous rush of new life, other linthis own pour-
ing like a torrent into his heart, and hurryingaingh all his veins,
as if the mother and the child were communicatingirt vital
warmth to his half-torpid system. The three formeed electric
chain.

“Minister!” whispered little Pearl.

“What wouldst thou say, child?” asked Mr. Dimmesdal

“Wilt thou stand here with mother and me, to-morraaon-
tide?” inquired Pearl.

“Nay; not so, my little Pearl,” answered the miarstfor, with
the new energy of the moment, all the dread of ipudstposure,
that had so long been the anguish of his life, fedrned upon
him; and he was already trembling at the conjumctiowhich —



with a strange joy, nevertheless — he now foundskifim- “not so,
my child. I shall, indeed, stand with thy mothedahee one other
day, but not to-morrow.”

Pearl laughed, and attempted to pull away her h&od.the
minister held it fast.

“A moment longer, my child!” said he.

“But wilt thou promise,” asked Pearl, “to take mward, and
mother’s hand, to-morrow noontide?”

“Not then, Pearl,” said the minister; “but anothere.”
“And what other time?” persisted the child.

“At the great judgment day,” whispered the ministand,
strangely enough, the sense that he was a profiesdmacher of
the truth impelled him to answer the child so. “mhand there,
before the judgment-seat, thy mother, and thou, lamdst stand
together. But the daylight of this world shall see our meeting!”

Pearl laughed again.

But before Mr. Dimmesdale had done speaking, & bigdamed
far and wide over all the muffled sky. It was ddabs$ caused by
one of those meteors, which the night-watcher napfsen ob-
serve burning out to waste, in the vacant regionthe atmos-
phere. So powerful was its radiance, that it thghtyilluminated
the dense medium of cloud betwixt the sky and edrtte great
vault brightened, like the dome of an immense lainghowed the
familiar scene of the street with the distinctnessnid-day, but
also with the awfulness that is always impartefhatuiliar objects
by an unaccustomed light. The wooden houses, \ir jutting
storeys and quaint gable-peaks; the doorstepshardhblds with
the early grass springing up about them; the gapiiais, black



with freshly-turned earth; the wheel-track, litl@rn, and even in
the market-place margined with green on either sidal were

visible, but with a singularity of aspect that seehto give another
moral interpretation to the things of this worlgththey had ever
borne before. And there stood the minister, with land over his
heart; and Hester Prynne, with the embroidereeérlgfimmering

on her bosom; and little Pearl, herself a symbiot] #the connect-
ing link between those two. They stood in the nobthat strange
and solemn splendour, as if it were the light thdb reveal all se-
crets, and the daybreak that shall unite all wHorzeto one an-
other.

There was witchcraft in little Pearl’s eyes; and faee, as she
glanced upward at the minister, wore that naughtyieswhich
made its expression frequently so elvish. She weatwdher hand
from Mr. Dimmesdale’s, and pointed across the strBat he
clasped both his hands over his breast, and casyeis towards
the zenith.

Nothing was more common, in those days, than terpnét all
meteoric appearances, and other natural phenorhahadcurred
with less regularity than the rise and set of snd moon, as so
many revelations from a supernatural source. Thudlazing
spear, a sword of flame, a bow, or a sheaf of asregen in the
midnight sky, prefigured Indian warfare. Pestilemees known to
have been foreboded by a shower of crimson lighe &@ubt
whether any marked event, for good or evil, evdelbdlew Eng-
land, from its settlement down to revolutionaryesnof which the
inhabitants had not been previously warned by sspeetacle of
its nature. Not seldom, it had been seen by mdksgu Oftener,
however, its credibility rested on the faith of sordonely eye-



witness, who beheld the wonder through the colqurenifying,

and distorted medium of his imagination, and shapedbre dis-

tinctly in his after-thought. It was, indeed, a estjc idea that the
destiny of nations should be revealed, in thesealldwéroglyphics,

on the cope of heaven. A scroll so wide might reideemed too
expensive for Providence to write a people’s dograru The be-
lief was a favourite one with our forefathers, atolkening that
their infant commonwealth was under a celestialrdjaaship of

peculiar intimacy and strictness. But what shall sag, when an
individual discovers a revelation addressed to alh@one, on the
same vast sheet of record. In such a case, it ool be the
symptom of a highly disordered mental state, whemae, ren-
dered morbidly self-contemplative by long, intens@d secret
pain, had extended his egotism over the whole esgai nature,
until the firmament itself should appear no momnth fitting page
for his soul’s history and fate.

We impute it, therefore, solely to the diseaseigndwn eye and
heart that the minister, looking upward to the #tenbeheld there
the appearance of an immense letter — the lettem#arked out in
lines of dull red light. Not but the meteor may ahown itself at
that point, burning duskily through a veil of clquout with no
such shape as his guilty imagination gave it, bigast, with so
little definiteness, that another’s guilt might kageen another
symbol in it.

There was a singular circumstance that characteiMye Dim-
mesdale’s psychological state at this moment. #dl time that he
gazed upward to the zenith, he was, neverthelesteqbly aware
that little Pearl was pointing her finger toward&d dRoger
Chillingworth, who stood at no great distance frdm scaffold.



The minister appeared to see him, with the samecgléhat dis-
cerned the miraculous letter. To his feature aalltother objects,
the meteoric light imparted a new expression; anight well be

that the physician was not careful then, as aithkr times, to hide
the malevolence with which he looked upon his mctCertainly,

if the meteor kindled up the sky, and discloseddhgh, with an
awfulness that admonished Hester Prynne and thigyotan of

the day of judgment, then might Roger Chillingwohnidwve passed
with them for the arch-fiend, standing there withsmile and

scowl, to claim his own. So vivid was the expressiar so intense
the minister’s perception of it, that it seemed &tiremain painted
on the darkness after the meteor had vanished,amitbffect as if
the street and all things else were at once aaduil

“Who is that man, Hester?” gasped Mr. Dimmesdaleracome
with terror. “I shiver at him! Dost thou know theam? | hate him,
Hester!”

She remembered her oath, and was silent.

“l tell thee, my soul shivers at him!” muttered tineinister
again. “Who is he? Who is he? Canst thou do notfangne? |
have a nameless horror of the man!”

“Minister,” said little Pearl, “I can tell thee wHue is!”

“Quickly, then, child!” said the minister, bendiihgs ear close to
her lips. “Quickly, and as low as thou canst whispe

Pearl mumbled something into his ear that sounideléed, like
human language, but was only such gibberish adrelilmay be
heard amusing themselves with by the hour togetkteall events,
if it involved any secret information in regard td Roger
Chillingworth, it was in a tongue unknown to theidite clergy-



man, and did but increase the bewilderment of hisdmrhe el-
vish child then laughed aloud.

“Dost thou mock me now?” said the minister.

“Thou wast not bold! — thou wast not true!” answeketbe child.
“Thou wouldst not promise to take my hand, and radshhand,
to-morrow noon-tide!”

“Worthy sir,” answered the physician, who had nalwanced to
the foot of the platform — “pious Master Dimmesdadan this be
you? Well, well, indeed! We men of study, whosedseare in our
books, have need to be straitly looked after! Wasadr in our wak-
ing moments, and walk in our sleep. Come, goodasid, my dear
friend, | pray you let me lead you home!”

“How knewest thou that | was here?” asked the nenjidear-
fully.

“Verily, and in good faith,” answered Roger Chifjworth, “I
knew nothing of the matter. | had spent the begiget of the night
at the bedside of the worshipful Governor Winthrdping what
my poor skill might to give him ease. He, going letn a better
world, 1, likewise, was on my way homeward, wheims thght
shone out. Come with me, | beseech you, Reverenelse you
will be poorly able to do Sabbath duty to-morrovhaA see now
how they trouble the brain — these books! — thesekél You
should study less, good sir, and take a littleipestor these night
whimsies will grow upon you.”

“I will go home with you,” said Mr. Dimmesdale.

With a chill despondency, like one awakening, alveless,
from an ugly dream, he yielded himself to the pbigsi, and was
led away.



The next day, however, being the Sabbath, he peelaahdis-
course which was held to be the richest and mosegal, and the
most replete with heavenly influences, that hadr gueceeded
from his lips. Souls, it is said, more souls thare,owere brought
to the truth by the efficacy of that sermon, andi@d within them-
selves to cherish a holy gratitude towards Mr. Desdale
throughout the long hereafter. But as he came dthenpulpit
steps, the grey-bearded sexton met him, holding bfack glove,
which the minister recognised as his own.

“It was found,” said the Sexton, “this morning dretscaffold
where evil-doers are set up to public shame. S#iapped it there,
| take it, intending a scurrilous jest against yoewerence. But,
indeed, he was blind and foolish, as he ever andya is. A pure
hand needs no glove to cover it!”

“Thank you, my good friend,” said the minister, \ggby, but
startled at heart; for so confused was his remenaerahat he had
almost brought himself to look at the events of plast night as
visionary.

“Yes, it seems to be my glove, indeed!”

“And, since Satan saw fit to steal it, your reveemust needs
handle him without gloves henceforward,” remarkied old sex-
ton, grimly smiling. “But did your reverence hedrtbe portent
that was seen last night? a great red letter irsklye- the letter A,
which we interpret to stand for Angel. For, as gaod Governor
Winthrop was made an angel this past night, it d@sbtless held
fit that there should be some notice thereof!”

“No,” answered the minister; “I had not heard of it



XIlI. Another View of Hester

In her late singular interview with Mr. Dimmesdatégster Prynne
was shocked at the condition to which she founddkegyman

reduced. His nerve seemed absolutely destroyedmidral force

was abased into more than childish weakness. Wefjeal helpless
on the ground, even while his intellectual facdltretained their
pristine strength, or had perhaps acquired a mabetgy, which
disease only could have given them. With her kndgéeof a train
of circumstances hidden from all others, she coaldily infer

that, besides the legitimate action of his own came, a terrible
machinery had been brought to bear, and was stdtating, on
Mr. Dimmesdale’s well-being and repose. Knowing tihiés poor

fallen man had once been, her whole soul was mbydte shud-
dering terror with which he had appealed to hehe outcast
woman — for support against his instinctively disa@d enemy.
She decided, moreover, that he had a right to tmeost aid. Little

accustomed, in her long seclusion from societymeasure her
ideas of right and wrong by any standard extemmdddrself, Hes-
ter saw — or seemed to see — that there lay amsgpldy upon her
in reference to the clergyman, which she ownedotother, nor to
the whole world besides. The links that united toethe rest of
humankind — links of flowers, or silk, or gold, whatever the ma-
terial — had all been broken. Here was the irok i mutual

crime, which neither he nor she could break. Likeotner ties, it

brought along with it its obligations.



Hester Prynne did not now occupy precisely the sposition
in which we beheld her during the earlier periotikar ignominy.
Years had come and gone. Pearl was now seven gkhrsier
mother, with the scarlet letter on her breasttegiitg in its fantas-
tic embroidery, had long been a familiar objecthte townspeople.
As is apt to be the case when a person standshaarnyi promi-
nence before the community, and, at the same tirtexferes nei-
ther with public nor individual interests and conience, a species
of general regard had ultimately grown up in refeeeto Hester
Prynne. It is to the credit of human nature thatept where its
selfishness is brought into play, it loves moraligahan it hates.
Hatred, by a gradual and quiet process, will evetrdnsformed to
love, unless the change be impeded by a continaally irritation
of the original feeling of hostility. In this mattef Hester Prynne
there was neither irritation nor irksomeness. Sheenbattled with
the public, but submitted uncomplainingly to itsratousage; she
made no claim upon it in requital for what she stédtl; she did not
weigh upon its sympathies. Then, also, the blarsgesity of her
life during all these years in which she had beenapart to in-
famy was reckoned largely in her favour. With nothinow to
lose, in the sight of mankind, and with no hopel aeemingly no
wish, of gaining anything, it could only be a gemiregard for
virtue that had brought back the poor wanderetstpaths.

It was perceived, too, that while Hester neverfpuward even
the humblest title to share in the world’s priviésg— further than
to breathe the common air and earn daily breaditfle Pearl and
herself by the faithful labour of her hands — sheswuick to ac-
knowledge her sisterhood with the race of man whenbenefits
were to be conferred. None so ready as she toafikier little sub-



stance to every demand of poverty, even thouglbitiver-hearted
pauper threw back a gibe in requital of the foodulght regularly
to his door, or the garments wrought for him by fimgers that
could have embroidered a monarch’s robe. None Baleeoted
as Hester when pestilence stalked through the towall seasons
of calamity, indeed, whether general or of indiatiy the outcast
of society at once found her place. She came, s1\atguest, but as
a rightful inmate, into the household that was dagd by trouble,
as if its gloomy twilight were a medium in whichestvas entitled
to hold intercourse with her fellow-creature. Thglenmered the
embroidered letter, with comfort in its unearthbyr Elsewhere
the token of sin, it was the taper of the sick chamlt had even
thrown its gleam, in the sufferer's bard extremégross the verge
of time. It had shown him where to set his foot,levthe light of
earth was fast becoming dim, and ere the lightutdrity could
reach him. In such emergencies Hester's nature ethoiself
warm and rich — a well-spring of human tenderneséailing to
every real demand, and inexhaustible by the lardést breast,
with its badge of shame, was but the softer pilfomthe head that
needed one. She was self-ordained a Sister of Mercyve may
rather say, the world’s heavy hand had so ordaedwhen nei-
ther the world nor she looked forward to this restihe letter was
the symbol of her calling. Such helpfulness wastbin her — so
much power to do, and power to sympathise — thatynpeeople
refused to interpret the scarlet A by its origis@nification. They
said that it meant Abel, so strong was Hester Rrymwith a
woman'’s strength.

It was only the darkened house that could contan When
sunshine came again, she was not there. Her shhddwaded



across the threshold. The helpful inmate had degavtithout one
backward glance to gather up the meed of gratitfidey were in

the hearts of those whom she had served so zealddskting

them in the street, she never raised her headcc@veetheir greet-
ing. If they were resolute to accost her, she tad finger on the
scarlet letter, and passed on. This might be phdéwas so like
humility, that it produced all the softening infhee of the latter
guality on the public mind. The public is despatidts temper; it

is capable of denying common justice when too siesly de-

manded as a right; but quite as frequently it awandre than jus-
tice, when the appeal is made, as despots lovave ih made, en-
tirely to its generosity. Interpreting Hester Prgisndeportment as
an appeal of this nature, society was inclinedhtowsits former

victim a more benign countenance than she cardzk ttavoured

with, or, perchance, than she deserved.

The rulers, and the wise and learned men of thenuomty,
were longer in acknowledging the influence of Hesteyood
gualities than the people. The prejudices whichy thleared in
common with the latter were fortified in themselgg an iron
frame-work of reasoning, that made it a far toughabour to expel
them. Day by day, nevertheless, their sour and riginkles were
relaxing into something which, in the due courseyedrs, might
grow to be an expression of almost benevolences Tthwas with
the men of rank, on whom their eminent position asgd the
guardianship of the public morals. Individuals invate life,
meanwhile, had quite forgiven Hester Prynne for fingity; nay,
more, they had begun to look upon the scarletrletsethe token,
not of that one sin for which she had borne so langd dreary a
penance, but of her many good deeds since. “Do sgmi that



woman with the embroidered badge?” they would sasttangers.
“It is our Hester — the town’s own Hester — whaseskind to the
poor, so helpful to the sick, so comfortable to dffficted!” Then,
it is true, the propensity of human nature to tiedl very worst of
itself, when embodied in the person of another, ld/aonstrain
them to whisper the black scandal of bygone ydavgs none the
less a fact, however, that in the eyes of the veen who spoke
thus, the scarlet letter had the effect of thesmsa nun’s bosom.
It imparted to the wearer a kind of sacrednesschvknabled her
to walk securely amid all peril. Had she fallen angdhieves, it
would have kept her safe. It was reported, ancebetl by many,
that an Indian had drawn his arrow against the éadgd that the
missile struck it, and fell harmless to the ground.

The effect of the symbol — or rather, of the positin respect to
society that was indicated by it — on the mind a@fstér Prynne
herself was powerful and peculiar. All the lightdagraceful foli-
age of her character had been withered up by #ddshot brand,
and had long ago fallen away, leaving a bare amghhautline,
which might have been repulsive had she possessatis or
companions to be repelled by it. Even the attracess of her per-
son had undergone a similar change. It might bdypawing to
the studied austerity of her dress, and parthh&lack of demon-
stration in her manners. It was a sad transformatioo, that her
rich and luxuriant hair had either been cut off,waas so com-
pletely hidden by a cap, that not a shining lockitoéver once
gushed into the sunshine. It was due in part tthake causes, but
still more to something else, that there seemduktno longer any-
thing in Hester’s face for Love to dwell upon; nothin Hester's
form, though majestic and statue like, that Passiounld ever



dream of clasping in its embrace; nothing in Hesteosom to
make it ever again the pillow of Affection. Somériaute had de-
parted from her, the permanence of which had besengial to
keep her a woman. Such is frequently the fate,samth the stern
development, of the feminine character and persdmen the

woman has encountered, and lived through, an expeziof pecu-
liar severity. If she be all tenderness, she w#l. df she survive,
the tenderness will either be crushed out of her, and the out-
ward semblance is the same — crushed so deeplhéntbeart that
it can never show itself more. The latter is peshtqe truest the-
ory. She who has once been a woman, and ceasedsmo, Inight
at any moment become a woman again, if there wahg the

magic touch to effect the transformation. We slsaké whether
Hester Prynne were ever afterwards so touched antassfig-

ured.

Much of the marble coldness of Hester’'s impressiais to be
attributed to the circumstance that her life hacheéd, in a great
measure, from passion and feeling to thought. Stgndione in
the world — alone, as to any dependence on soaaty/with little
Pearl to be guided and protected — alone, and espeif retriev-
ing her position, even had she not scorned to dendti desirable —
she cast away the fragment of a broken chain. Tdr&lis law was
no law for her mind. It was an age in which the hanntellect,
newly emancipated, had taken a more active anddarwiange
than for many centuries before. Men of the swordl dnerthrown
nobles and kings. Men bolder than these had owevtihand rear-
ranged — not actually, but within the sphere obtlgewhich was
their most real abode — the whole system of angmeejudice,
wherewith was linked much of ancient principle. téesPrynne



imbibed this spirit. She assumed a freedom of dp#on, then
common enough on the other side of the Atlantid, vielich our
forefathers, had they known it, would have heldo&oa deadlier
crime than that stigmatised by the scarlet letiemer lonesome
cottage, by the seashore, thoughts visited her asiclared to enter
no other dwelling in New England; shadowy guegtst tvould
have been as perilous as demons to their entartaioeld they
have been seen so much as knocking at her door.

It is remarkable that persons who speculate the bmadly of-
ten conform with the most perfect quietude to tkiemmal regula-
tions of society. The thought suffices them, withiowesting itself
in the flesh and blood of action. So it seemeddoniith Hester.
Yet, had little Pearl never come to her from thiits@al world, it
might have been far otherwise. Then she might lcawege down to
us in history, hand in hand with Ann Hutchinsonjfas foundress
of a religious sect. She might, in one of her phabave been a
prophetess. She might, and not improbably wouldge heuffered
death from the stern tribunals of the period, ftberapting to un-
dermine the foundations of the Puritan establishimiut, in the
education of her child, the mother’'s enthusiasnthaiught had
something to wreak itself upon. Providence, in pleeson of this
little girl, had assigned to Hester’s charge, tleengand blossom
of womanhood, to be cherished and developed arhimstof dif-
ficulties. Everything was against her. The worldswestile. The
child’s own nature had something wrong in it whmntinually
betokened that she had been born amiss — the reffuef her
mother’'s lawless passion — and often impelled Hesteask, in
bitterness of heart, whether it were for ill or gabat the poor lit-
tle creature had been born at all.



Indeed, the same dark question often rose intonfied with
reference to the whole race of womanhood. Was engst worth
accepting even to the happiest among them? As ouedteher
own individual existence, she had long ago decidethe nega-
tive, and dismissed the point as settled. A tengémspeculation,
though it may keep women quiet, as it does manmagtes her
sad. She discerns, it may be, such a hopelesbé&dske her. As a
first step, the whole system of society is to k@ own and built
up anew. Then the very nature of the opposite seks long he-
reditary habit, which has become like nature, ivé¢oessentially
modified before woman can be allowed to assume whkains a
fair and suitable position. Finally, all other difflties being obvi-
ated, woman cannot take advantage of these praignireforms
until she herself shall have undergone a still tigghchange, in
which, perhaps, the ethereal essence, wherein ahéddr truest
life, will be found to have evaporated. A woman eregvercomes
these problems by any exercise of thought. Theynateto be
solved, or only in one way. If her heart chancedme uppermost,
they vanish. Thus Hester Prynne, whose heart hetdt®regular
and healthy throb, wandered without a clue in thek dabyrinth of
mind; now turned aside by an insurmountable preejpghow start-
ing back from a deep chasm. There was wild andtlyhssenery
all around her, and a home and comfort nowherdaimdgs a fear-
ful doubt strove to possess her soul, whether rewmt better to
send Pearl at once to Heaven, and go herself to fudarity as
Eternal Justice should provide.

The scarlet letter had not done its office. Nowwawer, her in-
terview with the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, on thghhiof his
vigil, had given her a new theme of reflection, dredd up to her



an object that appeared worthy of any exertionsautifice for its

attainment. She had witnessed the intense misargabe which

the minister struggled, or, to speak more accurateld ceased to
struggle. She saw that he stood on the verge afciynf he had
not already stepped across it. It was impossibleldabt that,

whatever painful efficacy there might be in thersesting of re-

morse, a deadlier venom had been infused into thbyhand that
proffered relief. A secret enemy had been contiguay his side,

under the semblance of a friend and helper, andakatded him-

self of the opportunities thus afforded for tampgrith the deli-

cate springs of Mr. Dimmesdale’s nature. Hestetdcaot but ask
herself whether there had not originally been aectebf truth,

courage, and loyalty on her own part, in allowihg tinister to

be thrown into a position where so much evil wabddoreboded
and nothing auspicious to be hoped. Her only jgstiion lay in

the fact that she had been able to discern no meathoescuing

him from a blacker ruin than had overwhelmed hérsetept by

acquiescing in Roger Chillingworth’s scheme of disg. Under

that impulse she had made her choice, and had rthasat now

appeared, the more wretched alternative of the ®fe deter-
mined to redeem her error so far as it might yetpbssible.

Strengthened by years of hard and solemn trial fedhéerself no

longer so inadequate to cope with Roger Chillingtvas on that
night, abased by sin and half-maddened by the igmpthat was

still new, when they had talked together in thesqmichamber.
She had climbed her way since then to a highertpdine old

man, on the other hand, had brought himself neareer level, or,

perhaps, below it, by the revenge which he hadpstddor.



In fine, Hester Prynne resolved to meet her formesband, and
do what might be in her power for the rescue of vlwim on
whom he had so evidently set his gripe. The ocoasms not long
to seek. One afternoon, walking with Pearl in @redtpart of the
peninsula, she beheld the old physician with a é&task one arm
and a staff in the other hand, stooping along tioergd in quest of
roots and herbs to concoct his medicine withal.



XIV. Hester and the Physician

Hester bade little Pearl run down to the marginthaf water, and
play with the shells and tangled sea-weed, un#l sihould have
talked awhile with yonder gatherer of herbs. So ¢héd flew
away like a bird, and, making bare her small whetet went pat-
tering along the moist margin of the sea. Here thede she came
to a full stop, and peeped curiously into a poeft, by the retiring
tide as a mirror for Pearl to see her face in.lFpgeped at her, out
of the pool, with dark, glistening curls around head, and an elf-
smile in her eyes, the image of a little maid wh@earl, having no
other playmate, invited to take her hand and ruaca with her.
But the visionary little maid on her part, beckong@wise, as if
to say — “This is a better place; come thou inte plool.” And
Pearl, stepping in mid-leg deep, beheld her owrtentdet at the
bottom; while, out of a still lower depth, came tileam of a kind
of fragmentary smile, floating to and fro in thatated water.

Meanwhile her mother had accosted the physicianwvduld
speak a word with you,” said she — “a word thatoswns us
much.”

“Aha! and is it Mistress Hester that has a word dtd Roger
Chillingworth?” answered he, raising himself froms Istooping
posture. “With all my heart! Why, mistress, | hemod tidings of
you on all hands! No longer ago than yester-eveagistrate, a
wise and godly man, was discoursing of your affaisstress
Hester, and whispered me that there had been goesincerning



you in the council. It was debated whether or nith wafety to the
commonweal, yonder scarlet letter might be takéryadr bosom.
On my life, Hester, | made my intreaty to the wapfll magis-
trate that it might be done forthwith.”

“It lies not in the pleasure of the magistratestdke off the
badge,” calmly replied Hester. “Were | worthy to dpait of it, it
would fall away of its own nature, or be transfodriato some-
thing that should speak a different purport.”

“Nay, then, wear it, if it suit you better,” rejad he, “A woman
must needs follow her own fancy touching the ad@minof her
person. The letter is gaily embroidered, and shogtg bravely on
your bosom!”

All this while Hester had been looking steadilytla¢ old man,
and was shocked, as well as wonder-smitten, tcediswhat a
change had been wrought upon him within the pasirsgears. It
was not so much that he had grown older; for thahghtraces of
advancing life were visible he bore his age welld &eemed to
retain a wiry vigour and alertness. But the forragpect of an in-
tellectual and studious man, calm and quiet, whiels what she
best remembered in him, had altogether vanishedl,baen suc-
ceeded by an eager, searching, almost fierce ayefudly guarded
look. It seemed to be his wish and purpose to ntaskexpression
with a smile, but the latter played him false, dilckered over his
visage so derisively that the spectator could seélackness all
the better for it. Ever and anon, too, there cargkaee of red light
out of his eyes, as if the old man’s soul were io& dnd kept on
smouldering duskily within his breast, until by secasual puff of
passion it was blown into a momentary flame. Tlisdpressed as



speedily as possible, and strove to look as if ingtlof the kind
had happened.

In a word, old Roger Chillingworth was a strikingigence of
man’s faculty of transforming himself into a devflhe will only,
for a reasonable space of time, undertake a dedfiise. This un-
happy person had effected such a transformatiotelbgting him-
self for seven years to the constant analysis loéat full of tor-
ture, and deriving his enjoyment thence, and adtlietjto those
fiery tortures which he analysed and gloated over.

The scarlet letter burned on Hester Prynne’s boddene was
another ruin, the responsibility of which came lyambme to her.

“What see you in my face,” asked the physicianattyou look
at it so earnestly?”

“Something that would make me weep, if there warg ®ars
bitter enough for it,” answered she. “But let isphlt is of yonder
miserable man that | would speak.”

“And what of him?” cried Roger Chillingworth, eagjeras if he
loved the topic, and were glad of an opportunitgligxuss it with
the only person of whom he could make a confidat to hide
the truth, Mistress Hester, my thoughts happenrast to be busy
with the gentleman. So speak freely and | will makswer.”

“When we last spake together,” said Hester, “nowereyears
ago, it was your pleasure to extort a promise ofesg/ as touching
the former relation betwixt yourself and me. As tifie and good
fame of yonder man were in your hands there seemaeathoice to
me, save to be silent in accordance with your delfes it was not
without heavy misgivings that | thus bound mysédf;, having
cast off all duty towards other human beings, themained a



duty towards him, and something whispered me thedd betray-
ing it in pledging myself to keep your counsel. &irthat day no
man is so near to him as you. You tread behineVesy footstep.
You are beside him, sleeping and waking. You sehixkthoughts.
You burrow and rankle in his heart! Your clutchois his life, and
you cause him to die daily a living death, and & knows you
not. In permitting this | have surely acted a fagbset by the only
man to whom the power was left me to be true!”

“What choice had you?” asked Roger ChillingwortMy" fin-
ger, pointed at this man, would have hurled hinmfrbis pulpit
into a dungeon, thence, peradventure, to the galfow

“It had been better so!” said Hester Prynne.

“What evil have | done the man?” asked Roger Gigiiorth
again. “I tell thee, Hester Prynne, the richest tiest ever physi-
cian earned from monarch could not have bought sach as |
have wasted on this miserable priest! But for nayhas life would
have burned away in torments within the first twamags after the
perpetration of his crime and thine. For, Hestés, dpirit lacked
the strength that could have borne up, as thingleseath a bur-
den like thy scarlet letter. Oh, | could revealadly secret! But
enough. What art can do, | have exhausted on himat fie now
breathes and creeps about on earth is owing aletd

“Better he had died at once!” said Hester Prynne.

“Yea, woman, thou sayest truly!” cried old Rogerldgworth,
letting the lurid fire of his heart blaze out befdrer eyes. “Better
had he died at once! Never did mortal suffer wingd than has
suffered. And all, all, in the sight of his worsteeny! He has been
conscious of me. He has felt an influence dwellthgays upon



him like a curse. He knew, by some spiritual senger the Crea-
tor never made another being so sensitive as thesknew that no
friendly hand was pulling at his heartstrings, dnat an eye was
looking curiously into him, which sought only evdnd found it.
But he knew not that the eye and hand were mingh Ye super-
stition common to his brotherhood, he fancied himgieen over
to a fiend, to be tortured with frightful dreamsdadesperate
thoughts, the sting of remorse and despair of parde a foretaste
of what awaits him beyond the grave. But it was toastant
shadow of my presence, the closest propinquitjhefrhan whom
he had most vilely wronged, and who had grown tsteonly by
this perpetual poison of the direst revenge! Yedeed, he did not
err, there was a fiend at his elbow! A mortal maith once a hu-
man heart, has become a fiend for his especialeiat.in

The unfortunate physician, while uttering thesedsotfifted his
hands with a look of horror, as if he had behelthedrightful
shape, which he could not recognise, usurping ldeepf his own
image in a glass. It was one of those moments €lwdpmetimes
occur only at the interval of years — when a mantsal aspect is
faithfully revealed to his mind’s eye. Not improlyabe had never
before viewed himself as he did now.

“Hast thou not tortured him enough?” said Hestetjang the
old man’s look. “Has he not paid thee all?”

“No, no! He has but increased the debt!” answeted ghysi-
cian, and as he proceeded, his manner lost itsefiedharacteris-
tics, and subsided into gloom. “Dost thou rementbey Hester, as
| was nine years agone? Even then | was in therautf my days,
nor was it the early autumn. But all my life hacebemade up of
earnest, studious, thoughtful, quiet years, besdofaehfully for



the increase of mine own knowledge, and faithfulbg, though
this latter object was but casual to the otherithfidly for the ad-

vancement of human welfare. No life had been mewceful and
innocent than mine; few lives so rich with benetitmferred. Dost
thou remember me? Was | not, though you might dewnrcold,

nevertheless a man thoughtful for others, cravittig ffor himself

— kind, true, just and of constant, if not warmeatfons? Was | not
all this?”

“All this, and more,” said Hester.

“And what am | now?” demanded he, looking into feare, and
permitting the whole evil within him to be writtem his features.
“I have already told thee what | am — a fiend! Whade me so?”

“It was myself,” cried Hester, shuddering. “It wasnot less
than he. Why hast thou not avenged thyself on me?”

“I have left thee to the scarlet letter,” repliedder Chilling-
worth. “If that has not avenged me, | can do noatior

He laid his finger on it with a smile.
“It has avenged thee,” answered Hester Prynne.

“l judged no less,” said the physician. “And now attwouldst
thou with me touching this man?”

“I must reveal the secret,” answered Hester, firnilfe must
discern thee in thy true character. What may berdékalt | know
not. But this long debt of confidence, due from tménim, whose
bane and ruin | have been, shall at length be [@odfar as con-
cerns the overthrow or preservation of his fairéaand his earthly
state, and perchance his life, he is in my hands.d¢ | — whom
the scarlet letter has disciplined to truth, thouigbe the truth of
red-hot iron entering into the soul — nor do | gére such advan-



tage in his living any longer a life of ghastly eimpss, that | shall
stoop to implore thy mercy. Do with him as thoutWilhere is no
good for him, no good for me, no good for thee.réhs no good
for little Pearl. There is no path to guide us ofitthis dismal
maze.”

“Woman, | could well-nigh pity thee,” said Roger iihg-
worth, unable to restrain a thrill of admiratiorotdor there was a
guality almost majestic in the despair which shpregsed. “Thou
hadst great elements. Peradventure, hadst thoweanktr with a
better love than mine, this evil had not been.ty phee, for the
good that has been wasted in thy nature.”

“And | thee,” answered Hester Prynne, “for the édtthat has
transformed a wise and just man to a fiend! Wittutlyet purge it
out of thee, and be once more human? If not forshie, then
doubly for thine own! Forgive, and leave his furtihetribution to
the Power that claims it! | said, but now, thatréheould be no
good event for him, or thee, or me, who are heradeeng to-
gether in this gloomy maze of evil, and stumblirigeaery step
over the guilt wherewith we have strewn our pathisinot so!
There might be good for thee, and thee alone, shme hast been
deeply wronged and hast it at thy will to pardorilt\ttiou give up
that only privilege? Wilt thou reject that priceddsenefit?”

“Peace, Hester — peace!” replied the old man, wglbomy
sternness — “it is not granted me to pardon. | haveuch power
as thou tellest me of. My old faith, long forgott@omes back to
me, and explains all that we do, and all we suBgrthy first step
awry, thou didst plant the germ of evil; but sirtbat moment it
has all been a dark necessity. Ye that have wrongedre not sin-
ful, save in a kind of typical illusion; neither anfiend-like, who



have snatched a fiend’s office from his handss tiur fate. Let the
black flower blossom as it may! Now, go thy waysdaleal as
thou wilt with yonder man.”

He waved his hand, and betook himself again temployment
of gathering herbs.



XV. Hester and Peatrl

So Roger Chillingworth — a deformed old figure wihface that
haunted men’s memories longer than they liked k« teave of

Hester Prynne, and went stooping away along thth.elde gath-

ered here and there a herb, or grubbed up a raopainit into the

basket on his arm. His gray beard almost touchedjtbund as he
crept onward. Hester gazed after him a little wHid@king with a

half fantastic curiosity to see whether the tengeass of early
spring would not be blighted beneath him and shmevwtavering

track of his footsteps, sere and brown, acrosshieerful verdure.
She wondered what sort of herbs they were whiclolthenan was
so sedulous to gather. Would not the earth, quetten an evil

purpose by the sympathy of his eye, greet him \pitisonous
shrubs of species hitherto unknown, that wouldt starunder his
fingers? Or might it suffice him that every wholes® growth

should be converted into something deleterious raatignant at

his touch? Did the sun, which shone so brightlyrgwbere else,
really fall upon him? Or was there, as it rathersed, a circle of
ominous shadow moving along with his deformity Wigeer way

he turned himself? And whither was he now goingulde not

suddenly sink into the earth, leaving a barren hlagted spot,
where, in due course of time, would be seen deaujitshade,
dogwood, henbane, and whatever else of vegetalledmness the
climate could produce, all flourishing with hideduguriance? Or
would he spread bat’'s wings and flee away, loolsagnuch the
uglier the higher he rose towards heaven?



“Be it sin or no,” said Hester Prynne, bitterly, &8l she gazed
after him, “I hate the man!”

She upbraided herself for the sentiment, but caotdovercome
or lessen it. Attempting to do so, she thoughthafsé long-past
days in a distant land, when he used to emergeeatide from the
seclusion of his study and sit down in the firetigh their home,
and in the light of her nuptial smile. He neededask himself in
that smile, he said, in order that the chill ofrsany lonely hours
among his books might be taken off the scholarartheSuch
scenes had once appeared not otherwise than hlappyow, as
viewed through the dismal medium of her subseqlitmtthey
classed themselves among her ugliest remembragtes.mar-
velled how such scenes could have been! She medview she
could ever have been wrought upon to marry him! &memed it
her crime most to be repented of, that she had eveured and
reciprocated the lukewarm grasp of his hand, andshiéfered the
smile of her lips and eyes to mingle and melt imown. And it
seemed a fouler offence committed by Roger Chiiogh than
any which had since been done him, that, in the twmmen her
heart knew no better, he had persuaded her to faeself happy
by his side.

“Yes, | hate him!” repeated Hester more bitterlarthbefore.
“He betrayed me! He has done me worse wrong tlekeh him!”

Let men tremble to win the hand of woman, unless thvin
along with it the utmost passion of her heart! Etsmay be their
miserable fortune, as it was Roger Chillingworthihen some
mightier touch than their own may have awakenedail sensi-
bilities, to be reproached even for the calm cantde marble im-
age of happiness, which they will have imposed upenas the



warm reality. But Hester ought long ago to haveeaanth this
injustice. What did it betoken? Had seven long yeander the
torture of the scarlet letter, inflicted so much wisery and
wrought out no repentance?

The emotion of that brief space, while she stoadngpafter the
crooked figure of old Roger Chillingworth, threwdark light on
Hester’s state of mind, revealing much that shehimigt other-
wise have acknowledged to herself.

He being gone, she summoned back her child.
“Pearl! Little Pearl! Where are you?”

Pearl, whose activity of spirit never flagged, loeedn at no loss
for amusement while her mother talked with the gédherer of
herbs. At first, as already told, she had flirtecdifully with her
own image in a pool of water, beckoning the phantorth, and —
as it declined to venture — seeking a passage dmelf into its
sphere of impalpable earth and unattainable skypnSoding,
however, that either she or the image was unrbalt@ned else-
where for better pastime. She made little boatsobutirch-bark,
and freighted them with snailshells, and sent ootenventures on
the mighty deep than any merchant in New Englandite larger
part of them foundered near the shore. She seitied horse-shoe
by the tail, and made prize of several five-fingemsd laid out a
jelly-fish to melt in the warm sun. Then she togk tlne white
foam that streaked the line of the advancing tahel threw it upon
the breeze, scampering after it with winged foqst® catch the
great snowflakes ere they fell. Perceiving a flatkbeach-birds
that fed and fluttered along the shore, the naughiig picked up
her apron full of pebbles, and, creeping from réakock after



these small sea-fowl, displayed remarkable deytent pelting
them. One little gray bird, with a white breastaPavas almost
sure had been hit by a pebble, and fluttered awi#ty avbroken
wing. But then the elf-child sighed, and gave updport, because
it grieved her to have done harm to a little betimgt was as wild
as the sea-breeze, or as wild as Pearl herself.

Her final employment was to gather seaweed of uarikinds,
and make herself a scarf or mantle, and a head;dses thus as-
sume the aspect of a little mermaid. She inhehtdmother’s gift
for devising drapery and costume. As the last totacher mer-
maid’s garb, Pearl took some eel-grass and imitaiedbest she
could, on her own bosom the decoration with whibk sas so
familiar on her mother’s. A letter — the letter Aut freshly green
instead of scarlet. The child bent her chin upon breast, and
contemplated this device with strange interestneag if the one
only thing for which she had been sent into theldvaras to make
out its hidden import.

“I wonder if mother will ask me what it means?” thyht Pearl.

Just then she heard her mother’s voice, and,nfiitklong as
lightly as one of the little sea-birds, appearefbtmeHester Prynne
dancing, laughing, and pointing her finger to threamnent upon
her bosom.

“My little Pearl,” said Hester, after a moment'desice, “the
green letter, and on thy childish bosom, has n@aur But dost
thou know, my child, what this letter means whibly tother is
doomed to wear?”

“Yes, mother,” said the child. “It is the greattétA. Thou hast
taught me in the horn-book.”



Hester looked steadily into her little face; bubulgh there was
that singular expression which she had so ofterareed in her
black eyes, she could not satisfy herself whetrearlPreally at-
tached any meaning to the symbol. She felt a matbgire to as-
certain the point.

“Dost thou know, child, wherefore thy mother wetis letter?”

“Truly do I'” answered Pearl, looking brightly inteer mother’s
face. “It is for the same reason that the mini&eeps his hand
over his heart!”

“And what reason is that?” asked Hester, half smikt the ab-
surd incongruity of the child’s observation; butsetond thoughts
turning pale.

“What has the letter to do with any heart save fiine

“Nay, mother, | have told all I know,” said Pearlpre seriously
than she was wont to speak. “Ask yonder old manmwvtimu hast
been talking with, — it may be he can tell. Bugood earnest now,
mother dear, what does this scarlet letter meaafd-why dost
thou wear it on thy bosom? — and why does the teiniseep his
hand over his heart?”

She took her mother’s hand in both her own, an@dazato her
eyes with an earnestness that was seldom seem wildeand ca-
pricious character. The thought occurred to Heshaxt the child
might really be seeking to approach her with chkkliconfidence,
and doing what she could, and as intelligentlyraslsew how, to
establish a meeting-point of sympathy. It showedrPi@ an un-
wonted aspect. Heretofore, the mother, while lovieg child with
the intensity of a sole affection, had schooledsékérto hope for
little other return than the waywardness of an Apreeze, which



spends its time in airy sport, and has its gustis@fplicable pas-
sion, and is petulant in its best of moods, andlscbiftener than
caresses you, when you take it to your bosom;duital of which
misdemeanours it will sometimes, of its own vagueppse, kiss
your cheek with a kind of doubtful tenderness, ataly gently
with your hair, and then be gone about its othkr Idisiness, leav-
ing a dreamy pleasure at your heart. And this, ow@e was a
mother’'s estimate of the child’s disposition. Angher observer
might have seen few but unamiable traits, and lggwen them a
far darker colouring. But now the idea came strpmgio Hester’s
mind, that Pearl, with her remarkable precocity auditeness,
might already have approached the age when shd bawvke been
made a friend, and intrusted with as much of hetherts sorrows
as could be imparted, without irreverence eitheth® parent or
the child. In the little chaos of Pearl’'s charadteere might be
seen emerging and could have been from the vesty-fithe stead-
fast principles of an unflinching courage — an untoallable will —
sturdy pride, which might be disciplined into sedépect — and a
bitter scorn of many things which, when examineajhihbe found
to have the taint of falsehood in them. She posseaffections,
too, though hitherto acrid and disagreeable, ashareaichest fla-
vours of unripe fruit. With all these sterling #itrtes, thought
Hester, the evil which she inherited from her motnest be great
indeed, if a noble woman do not grow out of thigshklchild.

Pearl’s inevitable tendency to hover about the remaigpf the
scarlet letter seemed an innate quality of hergbdtinom the earli-
est epoch of her conscious life, she had entered tipis as her
appointed mission. Hester had often fancied thaviBence had a
design of justice and retribution, in endowing tield with this



marked propensity; but never, until now, had shtedigght herself
to ask, whether, linked with that design, there hhigot likewise

be a purpose of mercy and beneficence. If littlarPe&ere enter-
tained with faith and trust, as a spirit messengeidess than an
earthly child, might it not be her errand to soctéiwey the sorrow
that lay cold in her mother’s heart, and conveitedto a tomb? —
and to help her to overcome the passion, once kb amnd even
yet neither dead nor asleep, but only imprisonetthiwithe same
tomb-like heart?

Such were some of the thoughts that now stirretHaster’s
mind, with as much vivacity of impression as ifyHead actually
been whispered into her ear. And there was litgéarP all this
while, holding her mother’s hand in both her owng @aurning her
face upward, while she put these searching questiomce and
again, and still a third time.

“What does the letter mean, mother? and why dast tear it?
and why does the minister keep his hand over hastPe

“What shall | say?” thought Hester to herself. “Niothis be the
price of the child’s sympathy, | cannot pay it.”

Then she spoke aloud —

“Silly Pearl,” said she, “what questions are the3éfere are
many things in this world that a child must not adlout. What
know | of the minister’s heart? And as for the &etdetter, | wear
it for the sake of its gold thread.”

In all the seven bygone years, Hester Prynne hadrreefore
been false to the symbol on her bosom. It may beithwas the
talisman of a stern and severe, but yet a guaspait, who now
forsook her; as recognising that, in spite of higciswatch over



her heart, some new evil had crept into it, or saiteone had
never been expelled. As for little Pearl, the estmess soon
passed out of her face.

But the child did not see fit to let the mattermlrdwo or three
times, as her mother and she went homeward, antteasat sup-
per-time, and while Hester was putting her to @ed] once after
she seemed to be fairly asleep, Pearl looked ufty mischief
gleaming in her black eyes.

“Mother,” said she, “what does the scarlet |letteam?”

And the next morning, the first indication the chgave of be-
ing awake was by popping up her head from thepjlland mak-
ing that other enquiry, which she had so unaccdytonnected
with her investigations about the scarlet letter —

“Mother! — Mother! — Why does the minister keep hand over
his heart?”

“Hold thy tongue, naughty child!” answered her nmesthwith an
asperity that she had never permitted to hersdtirée“Do not
tease me; else | shall put thee into the dark tlose



XVI. A Forest Walk

Hester Prynne remained constant in her resolveaikenmnown to
Mr. Dimmesdale, at whatever risk of present paimltgrior con-
sequences, the true character of the man who lead iato his in-
timacy. For several days, however, she vainly sbaghopportu-
nity of addressing him in some of the meditativdksavhich she
knew him to be in the habit of taking along thersiscof the Pen-
insula, or on the wooded hills of the neighbouraogintry. There
would have been no scandal, indeed, nor peril éohibly white-
ness of the clergyman’s good fame, had she visitedn his own
study, where many a penitent, ere now, had cordesiss of per-
haps as deep a dye as the one betokened by thet sether. But,
partly that she dreaded the secret or undisgurgederence of old
Roger Chillingworth, and partly that her conscitnsrt imparted
suspicion where none could have been felt, andypast both the
minister and she would need the whole wide worldhreathe in,
while they talked together — for all these reasbiester never
thought of meeting him in any narrower privacy thmaneath the
open sky.

At last, while attending a sick chamber, whithee fRev. Mr.
Dimmesdale had been summoned to make a prayeleatm: that
he had gone, the day before, to visit the AposlietEamong his
Indian converts. He would probably return by aaerhour in the
afternoon of the morrow. Betimes, therefore, thet may, Hester
took little Pearl — who was necessarily the comparof all her



mother’s expeditions, however inconvenient her gmes — and set
forth.

The road, after the two wayfarers had crossed fileenPenin-
sula to the mainland, was no other than a foot-plathtraggled
onward into the mystery of the primeval forest.sSThemmed it in
so narrowly, and stood so black and dense on esider and dis-
closed such imperfect glimpses of the sky abowa, o Hester’s
mind, it imaged not amiss the moral wilderness mclw she had
so long been wandering. The day was chill and senfbverhead
was a gray expanse of cloud, slightly stirred, haaveby a breeze;
so that a gleam of flickering sunshine might now #men be seen
at its solitary play along the path. This flittimtpeerfulness was
always at the further extremity of some long vistaough the for-
est. The sportive sunlight — feebly sportive, astpbén the pre-
dominant pensiveness of the day and scene — withdself as
they came nigh, and left the spots where it hadeldthe drearier,
because they had hoped to find them bright.

“Mother,” said little Pearl, “the sunshine does hmte you. It
runs away and hides itself, because it is afraidarhething on
your bosom. Now, see! There it is, playing a go@y wff. Stand
you here, and let me run and catch it. | am buhikl.clt will not
flee from me — for | wear nothing on my bosom yet!”

“Nor ever will, my child, I hope,” said Hester.

“And why not, mother?” asked Pearl, stopping shjot at the
beginning of her race. “Will not it come of its ovaccord when |
am a woman grown?”

“Run away, child,” answered her mother, “and catiod sun-
shine. It will soon be gone.”



Pearl set forth at a great pace, and as Hesteednalperceive,
did actually catch the sunshine, and stood laugimrige midst of
it, all brightened by its splendour, and scintitigt with the vivac-
ity excited by rapid motion. The light lingered albdhe lonely
child, as if glad of such a playmate, until her hesthad drawn
almost nigh enough to step into the magic circte to

“It will go now,” said Pearl, shaking her head.

“See!” answered Hester, smiling; “now | can stretmt my
hand and grasp some of it.”

As she attempted to do so, the sunshine vanishredo gudge
from the bright expression that was dancing on IReBratures,
her mother could have fancied that the child hasbdied it into
herself, and would give it forth again, with a gleabout her path,
as they should plunge into some gloomier shadereTthwas no
other attribute that so much impressed her witbrses of new and
untransmitted vigour in Pearl’s nature, as thisemdusiling vivac-
ity of spirits: she had not the disease of sadnekgh almost all
children, in these latter days, inherit, with threeodula, from the
troubles of their ancestors. Perhaps this, too,andisease, and but
the reflex of the wild energy with which Hester Hadght against
her sorrows before Pearl’s birth. It was certaelgoubtful charm,
imparting a hard, metallic lustre to the child’sachcter. She
wanted — what some people want throughout life grief that
should deeply touch her, and thus humanise and imakeapable
of sympathy. But there was time enough yet foleliearl.

“Come, my child!” said Hester, looking about hewsrfr the spot
where Pearl had stood still in the sunshine — “vile sit down a
little way within the wood, and rest ourselves.”



“I am not aweary, mother,” replied the little gifBut you may
sit down, if you will tell me a story meanwhile.”

“A story, child!” said Hester. “And about what?”

“Oh, a story about the Black Man,” answered Pdaking hold
of her mother’'s gown, and looking up, half earngstlalf mis-
chievously, into her face.

“How he haunts this forest, and carries a book wWith a big,
heavy book, with iron clasps; and how this uglydgl&ian offers
his book and an iron pen to everybody that meetshgre among
the trees; and they are to write their names wighir town blood;
and then he sets his mark on their bosoms. Didst dver meet
the Black Man, mother?”

“And who told you this story, Pearl,” asked her heat recog-
nising a common superstition of the period.

“It was the old dame in the chimney corner, atlibase where
you watched last night,” said the child. “But sk@died me asleep
while she was talking of it. She said that a thadsand a thou-
sand people had met him here, and had written srbbok, and
have his mark on them. And that ugly tempered latty Mistress
Hibbins, was one. And, mother, the old dame saadl tthis scarlet
letter was the Black Man’s mark on thee, and thataws like a
red flame when thou meetest him at midnight, har¢he dark
wood. Is it true, mother? And dost thou go to mieied in the
nighttime?”

“Didst thou ever awake and find thy mother goneskeal Hes-
ter. “Not that | remember,” said the child. “If thhdearest to leave
me in our cottage, thou mightest take me along wge. | would



very gladly go! But, mother, tell me now! Is thesech a Black
Man? And didst thou ever meet him? And is thisrhak?”

“Wilt thou let me be at peace, if | once tell thee®ked her
mother.

“Yes, if thou tellest me all,” answered Pearl.

“Once in my life | met the Black Man!” said her rhet. “This
scarlet letter is his mark!”

Thus conversing, they entered sufficiently deep the wood to
secure themselves from the observation of any tamssenger
along the forest track. Here they sat down on araxt heap of
moss; which at some epoch of the preceding cenhag,been a
gigantic pine, with its roots and trunk in the davke shade, and
its head aloft in the upper atmosphere. It wadtke ldell where
they had seated themselves, with a leaf-strewn biaimlg gently
on either side, and a brook flowing through the syidver a bed
of fallen and drowned leaves. The trees impendiner at had
flung down great branches from time to time, whsbloked up the
current, and compelled it to form eddies and bldegths at some
points; while, in its swifter and livelier passagbsre appeared a
channel-way of pebbles, and brown, sparkling samdting the
eyes follow along the course of the stream, thaylccaatch the
reflected light from its water, at some short dista within the
forest, but soon lost all traces of it amid the ib@svment of tree-
trunks and underbrush, and here and there a hudecavered
over with gray lichens. All these giant trees andltders of granite
seemed intent on making a mystery of the coursthisf small
brook; fearing, perhaps, that, with its never-cegdbquacity, it
should whisper tales out of the heart of the ole$b whence it



flowed, or mirror its revelations on the smoothface of a pool.
Continually, indeed, as it stole onward, the stiearkept up a
babble, kind, quiet, soothing, but melancholy, ltke voice of a
young child that was spending its infancy witholayfulness, and
knew not how to be merry among sad acquaintancesaents of
sombre hue.

“Oh, brook! Oh, foolish and tiresome little brookttied Pearl,
after listening awhile to its talk, “Why art thoo sad? Pluck up a
spirit, and do not be all the time sighing and muuing!”

But the brook, in the course of its little lifetinaenong the forest
trees, had gone through so solemn an experientét tt@uld not
help talking about it, and seemed to have nothisg ® say. Pearl
resembled the brook, inasmuch as the current ofifeegushed
from a well-spring as mysterious, and had floweaulgh scenes
shadowed as heavily with gloom. But, unlike thddistream, she
danced and sparkled, and prattled airily alongcberse.

“What does this sad little brook say, mother?” iinggh she.

“If thou hadst a sorrow of thine own, the brook htitgll thee of
it,” answered her mother, “even as it is telling ofemine. But
now, Pearl, | hear a footstep along the path, aednbise of one
putting aside the branches. | would have thee kethiself to
play, and leave me to speak with him that comesigoh

“Is it the Black Man?” asked Pearl.

“Wilt thou go and play, child?” repeated her motH&ut do not
stray far into the wood. And take heed that thomeat my first
call.”



“Yes, mother,” answered Pearl, “But if it be theag8k Man, wilt
thou not let me stay a moment, and look at himhwis big book
under his arm?”

“Go, silly child!" said her mother impatiently. “is no Black
Man! Thou canst see him now, through the trees the minis-
ter!”

“And so it is!” said the child. “And, mother, he $dis hand
over his heart! Is it because, when the minist@tevhis name in
the book, the Black Man set his mark in that plaBa®why does
he not wear it outside his bosom, as thou dosthen®t

“Go now, child, and thou shalt tease me as thou anbther
time,” cried Hester Prynne. “But do not stray fdeep where thou
canst hear the babble of the brook.”

The child went singing away, following up the cuntref the
brook, and striving to mingle a more lightsome cadewith its
melancholy voice. But the little stream would n&t tomforted,
and still kept telling its unintelligible secret sdbme very mournful
mystery that had happened — or making a prophatiehtation
about something that was yet to happen — withinvédrge of the
dismal forest. So Pearl, who had enough of shadolwer own lit-
tle life, chose to break off all acquaintance withs repining
brook. She set herself, therefore, to gatherindetsoand wood-
anémones, and some scarlet columbines that shd fpowing in
the crevice of a high rock.

When her elf-child had departed, Hester Prynne naasgiep or
two towards the track that led through the forbat,still remained
under the deep shadow of the trees. She beheldithister ad-
vancing along the path entirely alone, and leanim@ staff which



he had cut by the wayside. He looked haggard aglldeand be-
trayed a nerveless despondency in his air, whichrever so re-
markably characterised him in his walks about #t#esment, nor
in any other situation where he deemed himselfidiab notice.
Here it was wofully visible, in this intense secdts of the forest,
which of itself would have been a heavy trial te #pirits. There
was a listlessness in his gait, as if he saw nsorefor taking one
step further, nor felt any desire to do so, but Mdave been glad,
could he be glad of anything, to fling himself doanthe root of
the nearest tree, and lie there passive for evernine leaves
might bestrew him, and the soil gradually accunaukatd form a
little hillock over his frame, no matter whetheeta were life in it
or no. Death was too definite an object to be wdslier or
avoided.

To Hester's eye, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale etédbno

symptom of positive and vivacious suffering, exceyat, as little
Pearl had remarked, he kept his hand over his.heart



XVII. The Pastor and his Parishioner

Slowly as the minister walked, he had almost gonbdfore Hes-
ter Prynne could gather voice enough to attracbhgervation. At
length she succeeded.

“Arthur Dimmesdale!” she said, faintly at first,eth louder, but
hoarsely — “Arthur Dimmesdale!”

“Who speaks?” answered the minister. Gathering @iims
quickly up, he stood more erect, like a man takgmsurprise in a
mood to which he was reluctant to have witnessbsowing his
eyes anxiously in the direction of the voice, heistinctly beheld
a form under the trees, clad in garments so sonamne,so little
relieved from the gray twilight into which the clbed sky and the
heavy foliage had darkened the noontide, that lesvkmot whether
it were a woman or a shadow. It may be that hikyeay through
life was haunted thus by a spectre that had smlérirom among
his thoughts.

He made a step nigher, and discovered the scetiet.!
“Hester! Hester Prynne!”, said he; “is it thou? &rou in life?”

“Even so0.” she answered. “In such life as has baare these
seven years past! And thou, Arthur Dimmesdale, dlosti yet
live?”

It was no wonder that they thus questioned onehan'st actual
and bodily existence, and even doubted of their.dastrangely
did they meet in the dim wood that it was like tinst encounter in



the world beyond the grave of two spirits who hadrbintimately
connected in their former life, but now stood cpldhuddering in
mutual dread, as not yet familiar with their stater, wonted to the
companionship of disembodied beings. Each a glarst, awe-
stricken at the other ghost. They were awe-stricklegwise at
themselves, because the crisis flung back to thein tonscious-
ness, and revealed to each heart its history apdriexce, as life
never does, except at such breathless epochs.colihdeheld its
features in the mirror of the passing moment. I weth fear, and
tremulously, and, as it were, by a slow, reluctaetessity, that
Arthur Dimmesdale put forth his hand, chill as tee@nd touched
the chill hand of Hester Prynne. The grasp, coldt agas, took
away what was dreariest in the interview. They rfelt them-

selves, at least, inhabitants of the same sphere.

Without a word more spoken — neither he nor sherasg) the
guidance, but with an unexpressed consent — thégdyback into
the shadow of the woods whence Hester had emeeyetl sat
down on the heap of moss where she and Pearl Hadeldgeen
sitting. When they found voice to speak, it wafirat only to utter
remarks and inquiries such as any two acquaintamigist have
made, about the gloomy sky, the threatening stamd, next, the
health of each. Thus they went onward, not bolbly step by
step, into the themes that were brooding deepdsein hearts. So
long estranged by fate and circumstances, theyegesdmething
slight and casual to run before and throw opendtia's of inter-
course, so that their real thoughts might be ledsacthe thresh-
old.

After awhile, the minister fixed his eyes on Hefeynne’s.
“Hester,” said he, “hast thou found peace?”



She smiled drearily, looking down upon her bosom.
“Hast thou?” she asked.

“None — nothing but despair!” he answered. “Whateatould |
look for, being what | am, and leading such adig&emine? Were |
an atheist — a man devoid of conscience — a weeitthcoarse and
brutal instincts — | might have found peace long eow. Nay, |
never should have lost it. But, as matters stanith wiy soul,
whatever of good capacity there originally was ie, rall of God’s
gifts that were the choicest have become the newrsstf spiritual
torment. Hester, | am most miserable!”

“The people reverence thee,” said Hester. “And Igutkou
workest good among them! Doth this bring thee nofoot?”

“More misery, Hester! — Only the more misery!” arsed the
clergyman with a bitter smile. “As concerns the godich | may
appear to do, | have no faith in it. It must nebédsa delusion.
What can a ruined soul like mine effect towardsrd@emption of
other souls? — or a polluted soul towards theiifijgation? And as
for the people’s reverence, would that it were ¢grho scorn and
hatred! Canst thou deem it, Hester, a consolahan ltmust stand
up in my pulpit, and meet so many eyes turned ugw@my face,
as if the light of heaven were beaming from it! "wsinsee my
flock hungry for the truth, and listening to my wieras if a tongue
of Pentecost were speaking! — and then look inwand, discern
the black reality of what they idolise? | have laead, in bitterness
and agony of heart, at the contrast between wbag¢m and what |
am! And Satan laughs at it!”

“You wrong yourself in this,” said Hester gentlyydu have
deeply and sorely repented. Your sin is left behjod in the days



long past. Your present life is not less holy, arwtruth, than it
seems in people’s eyes. Is there no reality inpteitence thus
sealed and witnessed by good works? And wherefaeald it not
bring you peace?”

“No, Hester — no!” replied the clergyman. “Therernie sub-
stance in it! It is cold and dead, and can do mgtHor me! Of
penance, | have had enough! Of penitence, therdodas none!
Else, | should long ago have thrown off these gatmef mock
holiness, and have shown myself to mankind aswikgee me at
the judgment-seat. Happy are you, Hester, that tieascarlet let-
ter openly upon your bosom! Mine burns in secretb( little
knowest what a relief it is, after the torment okeven years’
cheat, to look into an eye that recognises me foatw am! Had |
one friend — or were it my worst enemy! — to whommen sick-
ened with the praises of all other men, | couldyda¢take myself,
and be known as the vilest of all sinners, methmissoul might
keep itself alive thereby. Even thus much of tnwttuld save me!
But now, it is all falsehood! — all emptiness! +agath!”

Hester Prynne looked into his face, but hesitatedpeak. Yet,
uttering his long-restrained emotions so vehemesdlye did, his
words here offered her the very point of circumsésnin which to
interpose what she came to say. She conqueredehes, fand
spoke:

“Such a friend as thou hast even now wished foajd sshe,
“with whom to weep over thy sin, thou hast in ntee partner of
it!"” Again she hesitated, but brought out the wowdth an effort.
— “Thou hast long had such an enemy, and dwellékt vim, un-
der the same roof!”



The minister started to his feet, gasping for breand clutching
at his heart, as if he would have torn it out &f hdsom.

“Ha! What sayest thou?” cried he. “An enemy! Anddlanmine
own roof! What mean you?”

Hester Prynne was now fully sensible of the degprynfor
which she was responsible to this unhappy manermitting him
to lie for so many years, or, indeed, for a singlement, at the
mercy of one whose purposes could not be other rirelevolent.
The very contiguity of his enemy, beneath whatewask the lat-
ter might conceal himself, was enough to disture thagnetic
sphere of a being so sensitive as Arthur Dimmesddiere had
been a period when Hester was less alive to thisideration; or,
perhaps, in the misanthropy of her own trouble, Isfiehe minis-
ter to bear what she might picture to herself asome tolerable
doom. But of late, since the night of his vigill ber sympathies
towards him had been both softened and invigor&kd.now read
his heart more accurately. She doubted not thatah&nual pres-
ence of Roger Chillingworth — the secret poisorhisf malignity,
infecting all the air about him — and his authatigeterference, as
a physician, with the minister’s physical and gpal infirmities —
that these bad opportunities had been turned toe purpose. By
means of them, the sufferer’'s conscience had bephik an irri-
tated state, the tendency of which was, not to byrevholesome
pain, but to disorganize and corrupt his spiritoing. Its result,
on earth, could hardly fail to be insanity, anddadter, that eternal
alienation from the Good and True, of which madrisgserhaps
the earthly type.

Such was the ruin to which she had brought the roane —
nay, why should we not speak it? — still so passiely loved!



Hester felt that the sacrifice of the clergyman&d name, and
death itself, as she had already told Roger ChilNworth, would
have been infinitely preferable to the alternatwkich she had
taken upon herself to choose. And now, rather tieare had this
grievous wrong to confess, she would gladly hawe teown on
the forest leaves, and died there, at Arthur Dindakss feet.

“Oh, Arthur!” cried she, “forgive me! In all thingslse, | have
striven to be true! Truth was the one virtue whicmight have
held fast, and did hold fast, through all extremggve when thy
good — thy life — thy fame — were put in questidiien | con-
sented to a deception. But a lie is never goodn e¢lveugh death
threaten on the other side! Dost thou not see whatuld say?
That old man! — the physician! — he whom they datger
Chillingworth! — he was my husband!”

The minister looked at her for an instant, withthtt violence
of passion, which — intermixed in more shapes thia@& with his
higher, purer, softer qualities — was, in fact, pgation of him
which the devil claimed, and through which he saughwin the
rest. Never was there a blacker or a fiercer frélwan Hester now
encountered. For the brief space that it lastedag a dark trans-
figuration. But his character had been so muchedéel by suf-
fering, that even its lower energies were incapablmore than a
temporary struggle. He sank down on the ground,kancd his
face in his hands.

“I might have known it,” murmured he — “I did knoitt Was
not the secret told me, in the natural recoil of In@art at the first
sight of him, and as often as | have seen him 8ingay did | not
understand? Oh, Hester Prynne, thou little, likilmwest all the
horror of this thing! And the shame! — the indetiga— the horri-



ble ugliness of this exposure of a sick and guikart to the very
eye that would gloat over it' Woman, woman, thauaacountable
for this! — | cannot forgive thee!”

“Thou shalt forgive me!” cried Hester, flinging Iself on the
fallen leaves beside him. “Let God punish! Thoultsfoagive!”

With sudden and desperate tenderness she threwarnes
around him, and pressed his head against her bdatlencaring
though his cheek rested on the scarlet letter. deldvhave re-
leased himself, but strove in vain to do so. Hesteuld not set
him free, lest he should look her sternly in theefaAll the world
had frowned on her — for seven long years hadwified upon this
lonely woman — and still she bore it all, nor esace turned away
her firm, sad eyes. Heaven, likewise, had frownpdnuher, and
she had not died. But the frown of this pale, wesakful, and sor-
row-stricken man was what Hester could not beat liae!

“Wilt thou yet forgive me?” she repeated, over aver again.
“Wilt thou not frown? Wilt thou forgive?”

“l do forgive you, Hester,” replied the ministerlahgth, with a
deep utterance, out of an abyss of sadness, banhger. “| freely
forgive you now. May God forgive us both. We ard, ridester,
the worst sinners in the world. There is one wdhss even the
polluted priest! That old man’s revenge has beackdr than my
sin. He has violated, in cold blood, the sanctityadwuman heart.
Thou and I, Hester, never did so!”

“Never, never!” whispered she. “What we did hadoasecra-
tion of its own. We felt it so! We said so to easther. Hast thou
forgotten it?”



“Hush, Hester!” said Arthur Dimmesdale, rising frothe
ground. “No; | have not forgotten!”

They sat down again, side by side, and hand claspleand, on
the mossy trunk of the fallen tree. Life had nelweyught them a
gloomier hour; it was the point whither their pathywhad so long
been tending, and darkening ever, as it stole aloagd yet it un-
closed a charm that made them linger upon it, daidhcanother,
and another, and, after all, another moment. Thestowas ob-
scure around them, and creaked with a blast that pessing
through it. The boughs were tossing heavily abdwartheads;
while one solemn old tree groaned dolefully to aeat as if tell-
ing the sad story of the pair that sat beneatlecoastrained to for-
bode evil to come.

And yet they lingered. How dreary looked the fotteatk that
led backward to the settlement, where Hester Prymngt take up
again the burden of her ignominy and the ministex hollow
mockery of his good name! So they lingered an mistanger. No
golden light had ever been so precious as the globthis dark
forest. Here seen only by his eyes, the scarltgrileeed not burn
into the bosom of the fallen woman! Here seen dyyher eyes,
Arthur Dimmesdale, false to God and man, mightfbepne mo-
ment true!

He started at a thought that suddenly occurrednto h
“Hester!” cried he, “here is a new horror! Rogeriltgworth
knows your purpose to reveal his true charactell hgicontinue,
then, to keep our secret? What will now be the s®wf his re-

venge?”



“There is a strange secrecy in his nature,” repli¢gster,
thoughtfully; “and it has grown upon him by the dah practices
of his revenge. | deem it not likely that he witthay the secret.
He will doubtless seek other means of satiatinglhrk passion.”

“And I' — how am | to live longer, breathing thensa air with
this deadly enemy?” exclaimed Arthur Dimmesdale;ingimng
within himself, and pressing his hand nervouslyirgiahis heart —
a gesture that had grown involuntary with him. ‘fikifor me,
Hester! Thou art strong. Resolve for me!”

“Thou must dwell no longer with this man,” said s slowly
and firmly. “Thy heart must be no longer underéwd eye!”

“It were far worse than death!” replied the minist@&ut how to
avoid it? What choice remains to me? Shall | lisvdaagain on
these withered leaves, where | cast myself wheun thdst tell me
what he was? Must | sink down there, and die ag@hc

“Alas! what a ruin has befallen thee!” said Hesteith the tears
gushing into her eyes. “Wilt thou die for very waaks? There is
no other cause!”

“The judgment of God is on me,” answered the caTsm®-
stricken priest. “It is too mighty for me to struggvith!”

“Heaven would show mercy,” rejoined Hester, “hatifsiu but
the strength to take advantage of it.”

“Be thou strong for me!” answered he. “Advise meaivto do.”

“Is the world, then, so narrow?” exclaimed HesteynRe, fix-
ing her deep eyes on the minister’s, and instietfiexercising a
magnetic power over a spirit so shattered and sebthat it could
hardly hold itself erect. “Doth the universe liethinh the compass
of yonder town, which only a little time ago wad lauleaf-strewn



desert, as lonely as this around us? Whither lgadsler forest-
track? Backward to the settlement, thou sayest! e onward,
too! Deeper it goes, and deeper into the wilderness plainly to
be seen at every step; until some few miles heheeytllow
leaves will show no vestige of the white man’s dre@here thou
art free! So brief a journey would bring thee framworld where
thou hast been most wretched, to one where thoweshayill be
happy! Is there not shade enough in all this baesglforest to
hide thy heart from the gaze of Roger Chillingw@tth

“Yes, Hester; but only under the fallen leavesylred the min-
ister, with a sad smile.

“Then there is the broad pathway of the sea!” cadd Hester.
“It brought thee hither. If thou so choose, it wikar thee back
again. In our native land, whether in some remotalvillage, or
in vast London — or, surely, in Germany, in Franogyleasant It-
aly — thou wouldst be beyond his power and knowdédagnd what
hast thou to do with all these iron men, and tbeinions? They
have kept thy better part in bondage too long diyEa

“It cannot be!” answered the minister, listeningibfie were
called upon to realise a dream. “I am powerlesgaoWretched
and sinful as | am, | have had no other thought tbadrag on my
earthly existence in the sphere where Providente laced me.
Lost as my own soul is, | would still do what | miy other hu-
man souls! | dare not quit my post, though an uinfai sentinel,
whose sure reward is death and dishonour, whedrbery watch
shall come to an end!”

“Thou art crushed under this seven years’ weightiskery,” re-
plied Hester, fervently resolved to buoy him uphaliter own en-



ergy. “But thou shalt leave it all behind theekhall not cumber
thy steps, as thou treadest along the forest-patther shalt thou
freight the ship with it, if thou prefer to crodsetsea. Leave this
wreck and ruin here where it hath happened. Meddlmore with
it! Begin all anew! Hast thou exhausted possibilityhe failure of
this one trial? Not so! The future is yet full afat and success.
There is happiness to be enjoyed! There is godaetdone! Ex-
change this false life of thine for a true one. Behy spirit sum-
mon thee to such a mission, the teacher and apustie red men.
Or, as is more thy nature, be a scholar and aaagag the wisest
and the most renowned of the cultivated world. EmeaNrite!
Act! Do anything, save to lie down and die! Give thps name of
Arthur Dimmesdale, and make thyself another, arliigh one,
such as thou canst wear without fear or shame. $tbuldst thou
tarry so much as one other day in the tormentshisna¢ so gnawed
into thy life? that have made thee feeble to willl @0 do? that will
leave thee powerless even to repent? Up, and away!”

“Oh, Hester!” cried Arthur Dimmesdale, in whose g\eefitful
light, kindled by her enthusiasm, flashed up aretidiway, “thou
tellest of running a race to a man whose kneedatering be-
neath him! | must die here! There is not the sttierog courage left
me to venture into the wide, strange, difficult \daalone!”

It was the last expression of the despondencylobken spirit.
He lacked energy to grasp the better fortune thatned within his
reach.

He repeated the word — “Alone, Hester!”

“Thou shall not go alone!” answered she, in a dedysper.
Then, all was spoken!



XVIII. A Flood of Sunshine

Arthur Dimmesdale gazed into Hester’s face witlo@klin which

hope and joy shone out, indeed, but with fear betthiem, and a
kind of horror at her boldness, who had spoken wiigataguely
hinted at, but dared not speak.

But Hester Prynne, with a mind of native couragé aativity,
and for so long a period not merely estranged,ooitiawed from
society, had habituated herself to such latitudepeculation as
was altogether foreign to the clergyman. She haadewed, with-
out rule or guidance, in a moral wilderness, ag,\a&s intricate,
and shadowy as the untamed forest, amid the gldomhich they
were now holding a colloquy that was to decidertfegie. Her in-
tellect and heart had their home, as it were, sedeplaces, where
she roamed as freely as the wild Indian in his vgodtbr years
past she had looked from this estranged point efv\vat human
institutions, and whatever priests or legislatoesl lestablished;
criticising all with hardly more reverence than timelian would
feel for the clerical band, the judicial robe, thkory, the gallows,
the fireside, or the church. The tendency of hés &nd fortunes
had been to set her free. The scarlet letter wagp&gsport into
regions where other women dared not tread. Shaespdir, Soli-
tude! These had been her teachers — stern ancmelsl— and they
had made her strong, but taught her much amiss.

The minister, on the other hand, had never gormugir an ex-
perience calculated to lead him beyond the scopgenérally re-



ceived laws; although, in a single instance, he sadearfully

transgressed one of the most sacred of them. Buh#dd been a
sin of passion, not of principle, nor even purpoSece that
wretched epoch, he had watched with morbid zealnaindteness,
not his acts — for those it was easy to arrangat-each breath of
emotion, and his every thought. At the head ofdbeial system,
as the clergymen of that day stood, he was onlynibee tram-

melled by its regulations, its principles, and eitsrprejudices. As
a priest, the framework of his order inevitably meed him in. As

a man who had once sinned, but who kept his comseiall alive

and painfully sensitive by the fretting of an unledawound, he
might have been supposed safer within the linertdier than if he

had never sinned at all.

Thus we seem to see that, as regarded Hester Piyjrenevhole
seven years of outlaw and ignominy had been ldtleer than a
preparation for this very hour. But Arthur DimmetsdaVere such
a man once more to fall, what plea could be urgeextenuation
of his crime? None; unless it avail him somewhat tre was bro-
ken down by long and exquisite suffering; thatrisd was dark-
ened and confused by the very remorse which hadatyehat,
between fleeing as an avowed criminal, and remgiag a hypo-
crite, conscience might find it hard to strike tadance; that it was
human to avoid the peril of death and infamy, amalihscrutable
machinations of an enemy; that, finally, to thi®ppilgrim, on his
dreary and desert path, faint, sick, miserableretreppeared a
glimpse of human affection and sympathy, a new hied a true
one, in exchange for the heavy doom which he wasexpiating.
And be the stern and sad truth spoken, that thechrerhich guilt
has once made into the human soul is never, inntloigal state,



repaired. It may be watched and guarded, so tlaetiemy shall
not force his way again into the citadel, and migyen in his sub-
sequent assaults, select some other avenue, iargmee to that
where he had formerly succeeded. But there istsélruined wall,
and near it the stealthy tread of the foe that dauh over again
his unforgotten triumph.

The struggle, if there were one, need not be desgriLet it suf-
fice that the clergyman resolved to flee, and hoe

“If in all these past seven years,” thought hegduld recall one
instant of peace or hope, | would yet endure, fier sake of that
earnest of Heaven's mercy. But now — since | aravocably
doomed — wherefore should | not snatch the soldoeed to the
condemned culprit before his execution? Or, if heshe path to a
better life, as Hester would persuade me, | sugglg up no fairer
prospect by pursuing it! Neither can | any longee lwithout her
companionship; so powerful is she to sustain -eaddr to soothe!
O Thou to whom | dare not lift mine eyes, wilt Thget pardon
me?”

“Thou wilt go!” said Hester calmly, as he met h&ange.

The decision once made, a glow of strange enjoyitineatv its
flickering brightness over the trouble of his bitediswas the ex-
hilarating effect — upon a prisoner just escapethfthe dungeon
of his own heart — of breathing the wild, free aspivere of an un-
redeemed, unchristianised, lawless region. Hisitspse, as it
were, with a bound, and attained a nearer prosgebe sky, than
throughout all the misery which had kept him gréiagl on the
earth. Of a deeply religious temperament, there weasitably a
tinge of the devotional in his mood.



‘Do | feel joy again?” cried he, wondering at hirise
“Methought the germ of it was dead in me! Oh, Hestieou art
my better angel! | seem to have flung myself — sgik-stained,
and sorrow-blackened — down upon these forest $eaaed to
have risen up all made anew, and with new powegaiofy Him
that hath been merciful! This is already the bditer Why did we
not find it sooner?”

“Let us not look back,” answered Hester Prynne.&Tast is
gone! Wherefore should we linger upon it now? Sa#kth this
symbol | undo it all, and make it as if it had neleen!”

So speaking, she undid the clasp that fastenedddudet letter,
and, taking it from her bosom, threw it to a dis@ramong the
withered leaves. The mystic token alighted on titleeh verge of
the stream. With a hand’s-breadth further flightwiould have
fallen into the water, and have given the littledk another woe to
carry onward, besides the unintelligible tale whichstill kept
murmuring about. But there lay the embroidereckietglittering
like a lost jewel, which some ill-fated wandereghti pick up, and
thenceforth be haunted by strange phantoms of, giilkings of
the heart, and unaccountable misfortune.

The stigma gone, Hester heaved a long, deep sighhich the
burden of shame and anguish departed from het.gpiexquisite
relief! She had not known the weight until she fe& freedom! By
another impulse, she took off the formal cap tlatfined her hair,
and down it fell upon her shoulders, dark and neith at once a
shadow and a light in its abundance, and impaittegcharm of
softness to her features. There played around harthm and
beamed out of her eyes, a radiant and tender sthdé,seemed
gushing from the very heart of womanhood. A crimfiash was



glowing on her cheek, that had been long so paés. 4¢x, her
youth, and the whole richness of her beauty, caac& brom what

men call the irrevocable past, and clustered themsevith her

maiden hope, and a happiness before unknown, witi@rmagic

circle of this hour. And, as if the gloom of thertkaand sky had
been but the effluence of these two mortal hednsnished with

their sorrow. All at once, as with a sudden smild@aven, forth

burst the sunshine, pouring a very flood into tlhsonre forest,
gladdening each green leaf, transmuting the yefldign ones to
gold, and gleaming adown the gray trunks of thersal trees. The
objects that had made a shadow hitherto, embotedbrightness
now. The course of the little brook might be tradsdits merry

gleam afar into the wood’s heart of mystery, whidd become a
mystery of joy.

Such was the sympathy of Nature — that wild, heattiature of
the forest, never subjugated by human law, nomilhed by
higher truth — with the bliss of these two spiritsive, whether
newly-born, or aroused from a death-like slumbeustmalways
create a sunshine, filling the heart so full ofiaade, that it over-
flows upon the outward world. Had the forest d¢ébt its gloom,
it would have been bright in Hester's eyes, angHirin Arthur
Dimmesdale’s!

Hester looked at him with a thrill of another joy.

“Thou must know Pearl!” said she. “Our little Péarhou hast
seen her — yes, | know it! — but thou wilt see hew with other
eyes. She is a strange child! | hardly comprehesrti But thou
wilt love her dearly, as | do, and wilt advise neahto deal with
her!”



“Dost thou think the child will be glad to know nie@sked the
minister, somewhat uneasily. “I have long shrurdfrchildren,
because they often show a distrust — a backwardadss familiar
with me. | have even been afraid of little Pearl!”

“Ah, that was sad!” answered the mother. “But sh#é lMve
thee dearly, and thou her. She is not far off. |l eall her. Pearl!
Pearl!”

“l see the child,” observed the minister. “Yondbess, standing
in a streak of sunshine, a good way off, on thesrothde of the
brook. So thou thinkest the child will love me?”

Hester smiled, and again called to Pearl, who waiblg at
some distance, as the minister had described #er,al bright-
apparelled vision in a sunbeam, which fell downruper through
an arch of boughs. The ray quivered to and fro,ingaker figure
dim or distinct — now like a real child, now likechild’s spirit — as
the splendour went and came again. She heard hé&erisvoice,
and approached slowly through the forest.

Pearl had not found the hour pass wearisomely wWigtemother
sat talking with the clergyman. The great blaclesbr— stern as it
showed itself to those who brought the guilt araulites of the
world into its bosom — became the playmate of tmely infant, as
well as it knew how. Sombre as it was, it put oa kindest of its
moods to welcome her. It offered her the partridgaies, the
growth of the preceding autumn, but ripening omlythe spring,
and now red as drops of blood upon the witheredeleaThese
Pearl gathered, and was pleased with their wildofla. The small
denizens of the wilderness hardly took pains to enout of her
path. A partridge, indeed, with a brood of ten bdhher, ran for-



ward threateningly, but soon repented of her fieess, and
clucked to her young ones not to be afraid. A pigedone on a
low branch, allowed Pearl to come beneath, andedtte sound as
much of greeting as alarm. A squirrel, from theylafepths of his
domestic tree, chattered either in anger or memimefor the

squirrel is such a choleric and humorous littlespaage, that it is
hard to distinguish between his moods — so he ateattat the
child, and flung down a nut upon her head. It wéastyear’s nut,
and already gnawed by his sharp tooth. A fox, Istrfrom his

sleep by her light footstep on the leaves, lookeglisitively at

Pearl, as doubting whether it were better to stéfalor renew his
nap on the same spot. A wolf, it is said — but hbee tale has
surely lapsed into the improbable — came up andtsshéearl’s

robe, and offered his savage head to be pattedebydnd. The
truth seems to be, however, that the mother-foesst, these wild
things which it nourished, all recognised a kindveitterness in

the human child.

And she was gentler here than in the grassy-matgtreets of
the settlement, or in her mother’s cottage. The &svappeared to
know it, and one and another whispered as she gha%sdorn
thyself with me, thou beautiful child, adorn thyselith me!” —
and, to please them, Pearl gathered the violetsaaémones, and
columbines, and some twigs of the freshest gredchamhe old
trees held down before her eyes. With these sheraled her hair
and her young waist, and became a nymph child,nom&ant
dryad, or whatever else was in closest sympathly thié antique
wood. In such guise had Pearl adorned herself, wherheard her
mother’s voice, and came slowly back.

Slowly — for she saw the clergyman!



XIX. The Child at the Brookside

“Thou wilt love her dearly,” repeated Hester Prynas she and
the minister sat watching little Pearl. “Dost thaot think her
beautiful? And see with what natural skill she hwle those sim-
ple flowers adorn her! Had she gathered pearlsdardonds, and
rubies in the wood, they could not have becomebk#er! She is a
splendid child! But | know whose brow she has!”

“Dost thou know, Hester,” said Arthur Dimmesdalathaan un-
quiet smile, “that this dear child, tripping ab@lvays at thy side,
hath caused me many an alarm? Methought — oh, Hegtat a
thought is that, and how terrible to dread it! attny own features
were partly repeated in her face, and so strikinggt the world
might see them! But she is mostly thine!”

“No, no! Not mostly!” answered the mother, withesmtler smile.
“A little longer, and thou needest not to be afrtadirace whose
child she is. But how strangely beautiful she loakth those wild
flowers in her hair! It is as if one of the fairjeshom we left in
dear old England, had decked her out to meet us.”

It was with a feeling which neither of them had relvefore ex-
perienced, that they sat and watched Pearl's sthwarece. In her
was visible the tie that united them. She had heésred to the
world, these seven past years, as the living higobg:, in which
was revealed the secret they so darkly soughtde -iall written
in this symbol — all plainly manifest — had theeeh a prophet or
magician skilled to read the character of flametAtearl was the



oneness of their being. Be the foregone evil whahight, how

could they doubt that their earthly lives and fetalestinies were
conjoined when they beheld at once the materiabrynand the
spiritual idea, in whom they met, and were to dweimortally

together; thoughts like these — and perhaps ottwrghts, which
they did not acknowledge or define — threw an ab@uathe child

as she came onward.

“Let her see nothing strange — no passion or eagsrs in thy
way of accosting her,” whispered Hester. “Our Pesad fitful and
fantastic little elf sometimes. Especially she éngrally intolerant
of emotion, when she does not fully comprehend wimgy and
wherefore. But the child hath strong affectionsé $tves me, and
will love thee!”

“Thou canst not think,” said the minister, glancegjde at Hes-
ter Prynne, “how my heart dreads this interviewd gearns for it!
But, in truth, as | already told thee, children aat readily won to
be familiar with me. They will not climb my kneepmprattle in
my ear, nor answer to my smile, but stand apart, @ye me
strangely. Even little babes, when | take them yarms, weep
bitterly. Yet Pearl, twice in her little lifetimenath been kind to
me! The first time — thou knowest it well! The lagas when thou
ledst her with thee to the house of yonder stedrGadvernor.”

“And thou didst plead so bravely in her behalf anishe!” an-
swered the mother. “I remember it; and so shdlkliPearl. Fear
nothing. She may be strange and shy at first, lisaon learn to
love thee!”

By this time Pearl had reached the margin of thmolkyr and
stood on the further side, gazing silently at Heated the clergy-



man, who still sat together on the mossy tree-tnwaking to re-

ceive her. Just where she had paused, the brogicetido form a
pool so smooth and quiet that it reflected a peéri@mage of her
little figure, with all the brilliant picturesquese of her beauty, in
its adornment of flowers and wreathed foliage, imatre refined

and spiritualized than the reality. This image,n&arly identical

with the living Pearl, seemed to communicate sonawhits own

shadowy and intangible quality to the child hersklivas strange,
the way in which Pearl stood, looking so steadyasil them

through the dim medium of the forest gloom, hersekéanwhile,

all glorified with a ray of sunshine, that was atted thitherward
as by a certain sympathy. In the brook beneathdséoother child
— another and the same — with likewise its rayadfign light. Hes-
ter felt herself, in some indistinct and tantalggimanner, es-
tranged from Pearl, as if the child, in her longlynble through the
forest, had strayed out of the sphere in whichasie her mother
dwelt together, and was now vainly seeking to retarit.

There were both truth and error in the impressiba;child and
mother were estranged, but through Hester's fadt, Pearl’s.
Since the latter rambled from her side, anotheraterhad been
admitted within the circle of the mother’s feelingsxd so modi-
fied the aspect of them all, that Pearl, the retgrrwanderer,
could not find her wonted place, and hardly knevesgrshe was.

“I have a strange fancy,” observed the sensitiveister, “that
this brook is the boundary between two worlds, @rad thou canst
never meet thy Pearl again. Or is she an elfistitspiho, as the
legends of our childhood taught us, is forbidderrtzss a running
stream? Pray hasten her, for this delay has alréaggrted a
tremor to my nerves.”



“Come, dearest child!” said Hester encouragingly atretch-
ing out both her arms. “How slow thou art! Whenthasu been
so sluggish before now? Here is a friend of minkeg wust be thy
friend also. Thou wilt have twice as much love hefaovard as
thy mother alone could give thee! Leap across thelband come
to us. Thou canst leap like a young deer!”

Pearl, without responding in any manner to theseeixsweet
expressions, remained on the other side of thekbrNow she
fixed her bright wild eyes on her mother, now oe thinister, and
now included them both in the same glance, as dletect and ex-
plain to herself the relation which they bore tce aanother. For
some unaccountable reason, as Arthur Dimmesdaléh&ekchild’s
eyes upon himself, his hand — with that gesturéautual as to
have become involuntary — stole over his heartleAgth, assum-
ing a singular air of authority, Pearl stretched ber hand, with
the small forefinger extended, and pointing evietawards her
mother’s breast. And beneath, in the mirror ofliheok, there was
the flower-girdled and sunny image of little Peagrginting her
small forefinger too.

“Thou strange child! why dost thou not come to meg¢laimed
Hester.

Pearl still pointed with her forefinger, and a frowathered on
her brow — the more impressive from the childidhe &lmost
baby-like aspect of the features that conveyedst.her mother
still kept beckoning to her, and arraying her fata holiday suit
of unaccustomed smiles, the child stamped her ¥att a yet
more imperious look and gesture. In the brook, mgaas the fan-
tastic beauty of the image, with its reflected frpwts pointed fin-



ger, and imperious gesture, giving emphasis taapect of little
Pearl.

“Hasten, Pearl, or | shall be angry with thee!”edriHester
Prynne, who, however, inured to such behaviourhenelf-child’'s
part at other seasons, was naturally anxious fopee seemly de-
portment now. “Leap across the brook, naughty chaidd run
hither! Else | must come to thee!”

But Pearl, not a whit startled at her mother’s détgeany more
than mollified by her entreaties, now suddenly bum a fit of
passion, gesticulating violently, and throwing kerall figure into
the most extravagant contortions. She accompahisdatld out-
break with piercing shrieks, which the woods reeealed on all
sides, so that, alone as she was in her childishuaneasonable
wrath, it seemed as if a hidden multitude were ilepdher their
sympathy and encouragement. Seen in the brook mmace was
the shadowy wrath of Pearl's image, crowned andlejir with
flowers, but stamping its foot, wildly gesticulaginand, in the
midst of all, still pointing its small forefinget dlester's bosom.

“l see what ails the child,” whispered Hester te thergyman,
and turning pale in spite of a strong effort to @ead her trouble
and annoyance, “Children will not abide any, thghgest, change
in the accustomed aspect of things that are dafgrb their eyes.
Pearl misses something that she has always segrear®

“l pray you,” answered the minister, “if thou hasty means of
pacifying the child, do it forthwith! Save it wethe cankered
wrath of an old witch like Mistress Hibbins,” addld, attempting
to smile, “I know nothing that | would not soonerceunter than



this passion in a child. In Pearl’s young beausyirathe wrinkled
witch, it has a preternatural effect. Pacify hehdu lovest me!”

Hester turned again towards Pearl with a crimsastbupon her
cheek, a conscious glance aside clergyman, andatiheavy sigh,
while, even before she had time to speak, the bjislded to a
deadly pallor.

“Pearl,” said she sadly, “look down at thy feetlefé! — before
thee! — on the hither side of the brook!”

The child turned her eyes to the point indicatad] there lay
the scarlet letter so close upon the margin ofstineam that the
gold embroidery was reflected in it.

“Bring it hither!” said Hester.
“Come thou and take it up!” answered Pearl.

“Was ever such a child!” observed Hester asidénéominister.
“Oh, | have much to tell thee about her! But, imyw&uth, she is
right as regards this hateful token. | must besatdtture yet a little
longer — only a few days longer — until we shalNééeft this re-
gion, and look back hither as to a land which weehdreamed of.
The forest cannot hide it! The mid-ocean shall takfom my
hand, and swallow it up for ever!”

With these words she advanced to the margin obtbek, took
up the scarlet letter, and fastened it again irgo bosom. Hope-
fully, but a moment ago, as Hester had spoken @ivding it in
the deep sea, there was a sense of inevitable dpomher as she
thus received back this deadly symbol from the hainfhte. She
had flung it into infinite space! she had drawn laour’'s free
breath! and here again was the scarlet miseryegiity on the old
spot! So it ever is, whether thus typified or negttan evil deed



invests itself with the character of doom. Hestextrgathered up
the heavy tresses of her hair and confined thenedibrher cap.
As if there were a withering spell in the sad letteer beauty, the
warmth and richness of her womanhood, departedfditing sun-
shine, and a gray shadow seemed to fall across her.

When the dreary change was wrought, she extendeldaine to
Pearl.

“Dost thou know thy mother now, child?”, asked stegroach-
fully, but with a subdued tone. “Wilt thou come @ss the brook,
and own thy mother, now that she has her shame hpor now
that she is sad?”

“Yes; now | will"” answered the child, bounding ass the
brook, and clasping Hester in her arms “Now thdunay mother
indeed! and | am thy little Pearl!”

In a mood of tenderness that was not usual with $tex drew
down her mother’s head, and kissed her brow anidl lext cheeks.
But then — by a kind of necessity that always irtgaethis child to
alloy whatever comfort she might chance to givehvétthrob of
anguish — Pearl put up her mouth and kissed théeséestter, too.

“That was not kind!” said Hester. “When thou hasbwn me a
little love, thou mockest me!”
“Why doth the minister sit yonder?” asked Pearl.

“He waits to welcome thee,” replied her mother. i@ thou,
and entreat his blessing! He loves thee, my IR#arl, and loves
thy mother, too. Wilt thou not love him? Come hads to greet
thee!”



“Doth he love us?” said Pearl, looking up with acurtelligence
into her mother’s face. “Will he go back with ugyd in hand, we
three together, into the town?”

“Not now, my child,” answered Hester. “But in dagscome he
will walk hand in hand with us. We will have a homed fireside
of our own; and thou shalt sit upon his knee; amavhl teach thee
many things, and love thee dearly. Thou wilt lowa k wilt thou
not?”

“And will he always keep his hand over his hearir®juired
Pearl.

“Foolish child, what a question is that!” exclaimbdr mother.
“Come, and ask his blessing!”

But, whether influenced by the jealousy that se@msnctive
with every petted child towards a dangerous rigalfrom what-
ever caprice of her freakish nature, Pearl woutalsho favour to
the clergyman. It was only by an exertion of fotisat her mother
brought her up to him, hanging back, and manifgshar reluc-
tance by odd grimaces; of which, ever since heyltadd, she had
possessed a singular variety, and could transfoem rhobile
physiognomy into a series of different aspectshvaitnew mis-
chief in them, each and all. The minister — paigfeimbarrassed,
but hoping that a kiss might prove a talisman tmia¢him into the
child’s kindlier regards — bent forward, and im@es$ one on her
brow. Hereupon, Pearl broke away from her mothed, aunning
to the brook, stooped over it, and bathed her fadh until the
unwelcome kiss was quite washed off and diffusedutph a long
lapse of the gliding water. She then remained ap#éently watch-
ing Hester and the clergyman; while they talkedetbgr and made



such arrangements as were suggested by their r@tiopaand the
purposes soon to be fulfilled.

And now this fateful interview had come to a closée dell
was to be left in solitude among its dark, old $reehich, with
their multitudinous tongues, would whisper long what had
passed there, and no mortal be the wiser. And temoholy
brook would add this other tale to the mystery withich its little
heart was already overburdened, and whereof it lstipt up a
murmuring babble, with not a whit more cheerfulnektone than
for ages heretofore.



XX. The Minister in a Maze

As the minister departed, in advance of Hester iryand little

Pearl, he threw a backward glance, half expectiag he should
discover only some faintly traced features or oetlof the mother
and the child, slowly fading into the twilight ofhé woods. So
great a vicissitude in his life could not at oneerbceived as real.
But there was Hester, clad in her gray robe, stdhding beside
the tree-trunk, which some blast had overthroworay lantiquity

ago, and which time had ever since been coverinly mbss, so
that these two fated ones, with earth’s heaviestidu on them,
might there sit down together, and find a singlerrfeorest and

solace. And there was Pearl, too, lightly dancirmmgnf the margin

of the brook — now that the intrusive third persws gone — and
taking her old place by her mother’s side. So theister had not
fallen asleep and dreamed!

In order to free his mind from this indistinctnessl duplicity of
impression, which vexed it with a strange disqudetthe recalled
and more thoroughly defined the plans which Heatet himself
had sketched for their departure. It had been ohetexd between
them that the Old World, with its crowds and citieered them a
more eligible shelter and concealment than thesadfdNew Eng-
land or all America, with its alternatives of ardian wigwam, or
the few settlements of Europeans scattered thildggathe sea-
board. Not to speak of the clergyman’s health, reequate to
sustain the hardships of a forest life, his nagifes, his culture,



and his entire development would secure him a hontg in the
midst of civilization and refinement; the higheethktate the more
delicately adapted to it the man. In furtherancéhdd choice, it so
happened that a ship lay in the harbour; one ade¢homquestion-
able cruisers, frequent at that day, which, withzeihg absolutely
outlaws of the deep, yet roamed over its surfatk awiremarkable
irresponsibility of character. This vessel had rglgearrived from
the Spanish Main, and within three days’ time wosdd for Bris-
tol. Hester Prynne — whose vocation, as a selt&ui Sister of
Charity, had brought her acquainted with the capéaid crew —
could take upon herself to secure the passage @firtdividuals
and a child with all the secrecy which circumstancendered
more than desirable.

The minister had inquired of Hester, with no lititgerest, the
precise time at which the vessel might be expetdedepart. It
would probably be on the fourth day from the présénhis is
most fortunate!” he had then said to himself. Noxy the Rever-
end Mr. Dimmesdale considered it so very fortunatehesitate to
reveal. Nevertheless — to hold nothing back from tbader — it
was because, on the third day from the presentydseto preach
the Election Sermon; and, as such an occasion tbanehonour-
able epoch in the life of a New England Clergymas,could not
have chanced upon a more suitable mode and tinermfnating
his professional career. “At least, they shall sayne,” thought
this exemplary man, “that | leave no public dutyperfiormed or
ill-performed!” Sad, indeed, that an introspectsmprofound and
acute as this poor minister’s should be so misgrdéteived! We
have had, and may still have, worse things toafetlim; but none,
we apprehend, so pitiably weak; no evidence, a¢ aacslight and



irrefragable, of a subtle disease that had longesivegun to eat
into the real substance of his character. No mamary consider-
able period, can wear one face to himself and @&ndththe multi-

tude, without finally getting bewildered as to whimay be the
true.

The excitement of Mr. Dimmesdale’s feelings as aérimed
from his interview with Hester, lent him unaccustamphysical
energy, and hurried him townward at a rapid pade pathway
among the woods seemed wilder, more uncouth vdthuiie natu-
ral obstacles, and less trodden by the foot of riean he remem-
bered it on his outward journey. But he leaped scithe plashy
places, thrust himself through the clinging undeshr climbed the
ascent, plunged into the hollow, and overcamehartsall the dif-
ficulties of the track, with an unweariable actythat astonished
him. He could not but recall how feebly, and withat frequent
pauses for breath he had toiled over the same droamly two
days before. As he drew near the town, he tookrgrassion of
change from the series of familiar objects thatspmed them-
selves. It seemed not yesterday, not one, not ilwbmany days,
or even years ago, since he had quitted them. Theteed, was
each former trace of the street, as he remembéredid all the
peculiarities of the houses, with the due multitofigable-peaks,
and a weather-cock at every point where his mensaggested
one. Not the less, however, came this importunatédirusive
sense of change. The same was true as regardaddhaintances
whom he met, and all the well-known shapes of huhfenabout
the little town. They looked neither older nor ygen now; the
beards of the aged were no whiter, nor could tkepng babe of
yesterday walk on his feet to-day; it was impossiol describe in



what respect they differed from the individualsvamom he had so
recently bestowed a parting glance; and yet thasteir's deepest
sense seemed to inform him of their mutability.idikr impres-

sion struck him most remarkably as he passed uhéewalls of

his own church. The edifice had so very strangd,\at so famil-

iar an aspect, that Mr. Dimmesdale’s mind vibradbetiveen two
ideas; either that he had seen it only in a dreéhetto, or that he
was merely dreaming about it now.

This phenomenon, in the various shapes which uraed, indi-
cated no external change, but so sudden and inmp@tehange in
the spectator of the familiar scene, that the weteing space of a
single day had operated on his consciousness Higelapse of
years. The minister’'s own will, and Hester’'s wahd the fate that
grew between them, had wrought this transformatibmas the
same town as heretofore, but the same ministemeunot from
the forest. He might have said to the friends wreetpd him — “I
am not the man for whom you take me! I left him genin the
forest, withdrawn into a secret dell, by a mossg tirunk, and near
a melancholy brook! Go, seek your minister, anditbes emaci-
ated figure, his thin cheek, his white, heavy, parmkled brow,
be not flung down there, like a cast-off garmemi$ friends, no
doubt, would still have insisted with him — “Thou #hyself the
man!” but the error would have been their own, lmet

Before Mr. Dimmesdale reached home, his inner neae dnim
other evidences of a revolution in the sphere otigiht and feel-
ing. In truth, nothing short of a total change ghdsty and moral
code, in that interior kingdom, was adequate t@antfor the im-
pulses now communicated to the unfortunate antdesdaminister.
At every step he was incited to do some strang&], wiicked



thing or other, with a sense that it would be ateomvoluntary
and intentional, in spite of himself, yet growingtoof a pro-

founder self than that which opposed the impulse.ifstance, he
met one of his own deacons. The good old man askliehim

with the paternal affection and patriarchal priggewhich his ven-
erable age, his upright and holy character, andstagon in the
church, entitled him to use and, conjoined witls tthe deep, al-
most worshipping respect, which the minister's pssfonal and
private claims alike demanded. Never was there gerheautiful

example of how the majesty of age and wisdom maypoot with

the obeisance and respect enjoined upon it, as &rdower social
rank, and inferior order of endowment, towards ghbr. Now,

during a conversation of some two or three mombata/ieen the
Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale and this excellent and yabaarded
deacon, it was only by the most careful self-cdrttrat the former
could refrain from uttering certain blasphemousgasgions that
rose into his mind, respecting the communion-suppler abso-
lutely trembled and turned pale as ashes, lestdmgue should
wag itself in utterance of these horrible mattars] plead his own
consent for so doing, without his having fairly givit. And, even
with this terror in his heart, he could hardly avdaughing, to
imagine how the sanctified old patriarchal deacoould have
been petrified by his minister’s impiety.

Again, another incident of the same nature. Hugyatong the
street, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale encountereceliiest fe-
male member of his church, a most pious and exeagnpld dame,
poor, widowed, lonely, and with a heart as fullreminiscences
about her dead husband and children, and her diead$ of long
ago, as a burial-ground is full of storied gravest Yet all this,



which would else have been such heavy sorrow, wadenalmost
a solemn joy to her devout old soul, by religioossolations and
the truths of Scripture, wherewith she had fed dleiontinually
for more than thirty years. And since Mr. Dimmesdabd taken
her in charge, the good grandam’s chief earthlyfoom- which,
unless it had been likewise a heavenly comfortjcctave been
none at all — was to meet her pastor, whether dgswa of set
purpose, and be refreshed with a word of warm rénaty heaven-
breathing Gospel truth, from his beloved lips, ihtr dulled, but
rapturously attentive ear. But, on this occasigniaithe moment
of putting his lips to the old woman’s ear, Mr. Dimasdale, as the
great enemy of souls would have it, could recalted of Scrip-
ture, nor aught else, except a brief, pithy, amsdit #hen appeared
to him, unanswerable argument against the immuytafithe hu-
man soul. The instilment thereof into her mind vebpkrobably
have caused this aged sister to drop down deamhcat as by the
effect of an intensely poisonous infusion. Whatéwly did whis-
per, the minister could never afterwards recoll&biere was, per-
haps, a fortunate disorder in his utterance, wifadled to impart
any distinct idea to the good widows comprehensamyvhich
Providence interpreted after a method of its owssukedly, as the
minister looked back, he beheld an expression aheigratitude
and ecstasy that seemed like the shine of thetizdlegy on her
face, so wrinkled and ashy pale.

Again, a third instance. After parting from the aldurch mem-
ber, he met the youngest sister of them all. It avasaiden newly-
won — and won by the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale’s eemmon,
on the Sabbath after his vigil — to barter the gilmmy pleasures of
the world for the heavenly hope that was to asshrighter sub-



stance as life grew dark around her, and which evgud the utter
gloom with final glory. She was fair and pure a$lhathat had
bloomed in Paradise. The minister knew well thaias himself
enshrined within the stainless sanctity of her tyednich hung its
snowy curtains about his image, imparting to relgthe warmth
of love, and to love a religious purity. Satan,tthéiernoon, had
surely led the poor young girl away from her motheide, and
thrown her into the pathway of this sorely tempted;- shall we
not rather say? — this lost and desperate manhésli®ew nigh, the
arch-fiend whispered him to condense into small gass, and
drop into her tender bosom a germ of evil that wWdog¢ sure to
blossom darkly soon, and bear black fruit betinfasch was his
sense of power over this virgin soul, trusting ramshe did, that
the minister felt potent to blight all the field minocence with but
one wicked look, and develop all its opposite viath a word. So —
with a mightier struggle than he had yet sustairdie held his
Geneva cloak before his face, and hurried onwaskimg no sign
of recognition, and leaving the young sister toedighis rudeness
as she might. She ransacked her conscience — wi@shfull of
harmless little matters, like her pocket or herkbag — and took
herself to task, poor thing! for a thousand imaginfaults, and
went about her household duties with swollen egelide next
morning.

Before the minister had time to celebrate his victover this
last temptation, he was conscious of another ingpuitsore ludi-
crous, and almost as horrible. It was — we bludfeltat — it was to
stop short in the road, and teach some very wigkards to a knot
of little Puritan children who were playing theesd had but just
begun to talk. Denying himself this freak, as urvgrof his cloth,



he met a drunken seaman, one of the ship’s craw fr@ Spanish
Main. And here, since he had so valiantly forboatiether wick-

edness, poor Mr. Dimmesdale longed at least toeshakds with
the tarry black-guard, and recreate himself witfew improper

jests, such as dissolute sailors so abound witt, aawolley of

good, round, solid, satisfactory, and heaven-dgfyaths! It was
not so much a better principle, as partly his redtgood taste, and
still more his buckramed habit of clerical decoruimat carried

him safely through the latter crisis.

“What is it that haunts and tempts me thus?” cthedl minister
to himself, at length, pausing in the street, atndkisg his hand
against his forehead.

“Am | mad? or am | given over utterly to the fienD®l | make
a contract with him in the forest, and sign it witty blood? And
does he now summon me to its fulfilment, by sugggsthe per-
formance of every wickedness which his most fouagmation
can conceive?”

At the moment when the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale taus-
muned with himself, and struck his forehead wite hand, old
Mistress Hibbins, the reputed witch-lady, is said Have been
passing by. She made a very grand appearance,ghania high
head-dress, a rich gown of velvet, and a ruff dopevith the fa-
mous Yyellow starch, of which Anne Turner, her eseftiend,
had taught her the secret, before this last godg tead been
hanged for Sir Thomas Overbury’s murder. Whethentitch had
read the minister’s thoughts or no, she came tdlatop, looked
shrewdly into his face, smiled craftily, and — tigbdittle given to
converse with clergymen — began a conversation.



“So, reverend sir, you have made a visit into theedt,” ob-
served the witch-lady, nodding her high head-degskim. “The
next time | pray you to allow me only a fair wargjrand | shall be
proud to bear you company. Without taking overmuplon my-
self my good word will go far towards gaining artsagage gentle-
man a fair reception from yonder potentate you eict

“l profess, madam,” answered the clergyman, witiave obei-
sance, such as the lady’s rank demanded, and mgoad breed-
ing made imperative — “I profess, on my consciezoe character,
that | am utterly bewildered as touching the purpbrour words!
| went not into the forest to seek a potentatetheeido I, at any
future time, design a visit thither, with a viewdaining the favour
of such personage. My one sufficient object wagréet that pious
friend of mine, the Apostle Eliot, and rejoice witim over the
many precious souls he hath won from heathendom!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled the old witch-lady, still ratidg her high
head-dress at the minister. “Well, well! we mustaeetalk thus in
the daytime! You carry it off like an old hand! Bat midnight,
and in the forest, we shall have other talk togéthe

She passed on with her aged stateliness, but tftamg back
her head and smiling at him, like one willing teagnise a secret
intimacy of connexion.

“Have | then sold myself,” thought the ministerp “the fiend
whom, if men say true, this yellow-starched and/etdd old hag
has chosen for her prince and master?”

The wretched minister! He had made a bargain vikey it!

Tempted by a dream of happiness, he had yieldeddtiwith de-
liberate choice, as he had never done before, ti hdr knew was



deadly sin. And the infectious poison of that sad been thus rap-
idly diffused throughout his moral system. It hadpefied all
blessed impulses, and awakened into vivid lifeviwle brother-
hood of bad ones. Scorn, bitterness, unprovokedynigl, gratui-
tous desire of ill, ridicule of whatever was gooadaholy, all
awoke to tempt, even while they frightened him. Ansl encoun-
ter with old Mistress Hibbins, if it were a realcident, did but
show its sympathy and fellowship with wicked mastaand the
world of perverted spirits.

He had by this time reached his dwelling on theeealgthe bur-
ial ground, and, hastening up the stairs, tookgefun his study.
The minister was glad to have reached this shelghout first
betraying himself to the world by any of those stya and wicked
eccentricities to which he had been continually efiga while
passing through the streets. He entered the acnadtooom, and
looked around him on its books, its windows, itepiace, and the
tapestried comfort of the walls, with the same eption of
strangeness that had haunted him throughout hik fxam the
forest dell into the town and thitherward. Herehael studied and
written; here gone through fast and vigil, and cofogh half
alive; here striven to pray; here borne a hundnedd¢and agonies!
There was the Bible, in its rich old Hebrew, witto8s and the
Prophets speaking to him, and God'’s voice throuigh a

There on the table, with the inky pen beside itsvaa unfin-
ished sermon, with a sentence broken in the midbgre his
thoughts had ceased to gush out upon the pageaysole:fore. He
knew that it was himself, the thin and white-chekkenister, who
had done and suffered these things, and writtea tAuinto the
Election Sermon! But he seemed to stand apart.egadhis for-



mer self with scornful pitying, but half-enviousrmsity. That self
was gone. Another man had returned out of the tferes wiser
one — with a knowledge of hidden mysteries whiah shmplicity
of the former never could have reached. A bitterdkof knowl-
edge that!

While occupied with these reflections, a knock cahthe door
of the study, and the minister said, “Come in!” et mholly de-
void of an idea that he might behold an evil spiind so he did!
It was old Roger Chillingworth that entered. Thenistier stood
white and speechless, with one hand on the HebmptSres,
and the other spread upon his breast.

“Welcome home, reverend sir,” said the physiciamdAhow
found you that godly man, the Apostle Eliot? Buttimaks, dear
sir, you look pale, as if the travel through thdéderness had been
too sore for you. Will not my aid be requisite tot you in heart
and strength to preach your Election Sermon?”

“Nay, | think not so,” rejoined the Reverend Mr.nbDmnesdale.
“My journey, and the sight of the holy Apostle yendand the
free air which | have breathed have done me gofbel, 80 long
confinement in my study. | think to need no moreyotir drugs,
my kind physician, good though they be, and adrtenesl by a
friendly hand.”

All this time Roger Chillingworth was looking atethminister
with the grave and intent regard of a physicianai@s his patient.
But, in spite of this outward show, the latter vatmost convinced
of the old man’s knowledge, or, at least, his abefit suspicion,
with respect to his own interview with Hester Prgnithe physi-
cian knew then that in the minister's regard he wadonger a



trusted friend, but his bitterest enemy. So mucimgp&nown, it

would appear natural that a part of it should bgressed. It is sin-
gular, however, how long a time often passes befayeds em-
body things; and with what security two personspwhoose to
avoid a certain subject, may approach its very e/eend retire
without disturbing it. Thus the minister felt nopgphension that
Roger Chillingworth would touch, in express wordppn the real
position which they sustained towards one anotlfet. did the

physician, in his dark way, creep frightfully nehe secret.

“Were it not better,” said he, “that you use my pa#ill to-
night? Verily, dear sir, we must take pains to mgée strong and
vigorous for this occasion of the Election disceurshe people
look for great things from you, apprehending thabther year
may come about and find their pastor gone.”

“Yes, to another world,” replied the minister wiglous resigna-
tion. “Heaven grant it be a better one; for, in g@woth, | hardly
think to tarry with my flock through the flittingegasons of another
year! But touching your medicine, kind sir, in myepent frame of
body I need it not.”

“l joy to hear it,” answered the physician. “It még that my
remedies, so long administered in vain, begin nowake due ef-
fect. Happy man were |, and well deserving of Nemgland’s
gratitude, could | achieve this cure!”

“l thank you from my heart, most watchful friendsaid the
Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale with a solemn smile. “inthgou, and
can but requite your good deeds with my prayers.”

“A good man’s prayers are golden recompense!” nejoiold
Roger Chillingworth, as he took his leave. “Yea\tlare the cur-



rent gold coin of the New Jerusalem, with the Ksmgwn mint
mark on them!”

Left alone, the minister summoned a servant ofhiase, and
requested food, which, being set before him, hendte ravenous
appetite. Then flinging the already written pagéshe Election
Sermon into the fire, he forthwith began anothenjclwv he wrote
with such an impulsive flow of thought and emotitimat he fan-
cied himself inspired; and only wondered that Heaskould see
fit to transmit the grand and solemn music of i&ctes through so
foul an organ pipe as he. However, leaving thatterysto solve
itself, or go unsolved for ever, he drove his taskvard with ear-
nest haste and ecstasy.

Thus the night fled away, as if it were a wingeskst, and he ca-
reering on it; morning came, and peeped, blushihgyugh the
curtains; and at last sunrise threw a golden bedmthe study,
and laid it right across the minister's bedazzlgdse There he
was, with the pen still between his fingers, angast, immeasur-
able tract of written space behind him!



XXI. The New England Holiday

Betimes in the morning of the day on which the f&wwernor was
to receive his office at the hands of the peoplester Prynne and
little Pearl came into the market-place. It wasadty thronged
with the craftsmen and other plebeian inhabitaftdhe town, in

considerable numbers, among whom, likewise, wersymaugh

figures, whose attire of deer-skins marked thenbelsnging to

some of the forest settlements, which surroundedlitte me-

tropolis of the colony.

On this public holiday, as on all other occasiamsseven years
past, Hester was clad in a garment of coarse dadly. dNot more
by its hue than by some indescribable peculiantyts fashion, it
had the effect of making her fade personally ousight and out-
line; while again the scarlet letter brought hecko&rom this twi-
light indistinctness, and revealed her under theahmaspect of its
own illumination. Her face, so long familiar to th@wvnspeople,
showed the marble quietude which they were accledota be-
hold there. It was like a mask; or, rather like thezen calmness
of a dead woman'’s features; owing this dreary rédamce to the
fact that Hester was actually dead, in respecttoctaim of sym-
pathy, and had departed out of the world with whstte still
seemed to mingle.

It might be, on this one day, that there was anmesgion unseen
before, nor, indeed, vivid enough to be detectes; nmless some
preternaturally gifted observer should have fiestd the heart, and



have afterwards sought a corresponding developmeht coun-

tenance and mien. Such a spiritual seer might bameeived, that,
after sustaining the gaze of the multitude throsg¥eral miserable
years as a necessity, a penance, and something iwvknas a stern
religion to endure, she now, for one last time mereountered it
freely and voluntarily, in order to convert whatdhso long been
agony into a kind of triumph. “Look your last oretBcarlet letter
and its wearer!” — the people’s victim and lifelobgnd-slave, as
they fancied her, might say to them. “Yet a littdhile, and she
will be beyond your reach! A few hours longer ahd tleep, mys-
terious ocean will quench and hide for ever thelsyimvhich ye

have caused to burn on her bosom!” Nor were itn@onsistency
too improbable to be assigned to human nature |dheeisuppose
a feeling of regret in Hester’'s mind, at the momehen she was
about to win her freedom from the pain which haerbe¢hus

deeply incorporated with her being. Might there betan irresisti-
ble desire to quaff a last, long, breathless drawgtthe cup of
wormwood and aloes, with which nearly all her yeafrsvoman-

hood had been perpetually flavoured. The winefef henceforth
to be presented to her lips, must be indeed rielcidus, and ex-
hilarating, in its chased and golden beaker, c& Eave an inevi-
table and weary languor, after the lees of bittesneherewith she
had been drugged, as with a cordial of intensestingy.

Pearl was decked out with airy gaiety. It would éndeen im-
possible to guess that this bright and sunny apparwed its ex-
istence to the shape of gloomy gray; or that ayfaat once so
gorgeous and so delicate as must have been regtosdontrive
the child’s apparel, was the same that had achiaviegk perhaps
more difficult, in imparting so distinct a pecuiigrto Hester’s



simple robe. The dress, so proper was it to IRbarl, seemed an
effluence, or inevitable development and outwardhifeatation of
her character, no more to be separated from her tth@ many-
hued brilliancy from a butterfly’'s wing, or the p&ed glory from
the leaf of a bright flower. As with these, so witle child; her
garb was all of one idea with her nature. On thisngul day,
moreover, there was a certain singular inquietutte excitement
in her mood, resembling nothing so much as the si@mof a
diamond, that sparkles and flashes with the vatiedbbings of
the breast on which it is displayed. Children haleays a sympa-
thy in the agitations of those connected with thaiays, espe-
cially, a sense of any trouble or impending reviolutof whatever
kind, in domestic circumstances; and therefore |Pedo was the
gem on her mother’s unquiet bosom, betrayed, byéng dance
of her spirits, the emotions which none could detet¢he marble
passiveness of Hester’'s brow.

This effervescence made her flit with a bird-likeovament,
rather than walk by her mother’s side.

She broke continually into shouts of a wild, inautate, and
sometimes piercing music. When they reached th&etatace,
she became still more restless, on perceiving tineasd bustle
that enlivened the spot; for it was usually moke lihe broad and
lonesome green before a village meeting-house, tti@centre of
a town’s business.

“Why, what is this, mother?” cried she. “Whereftrave all the
people left their work to-day? Is it a play-day the whole world?
See, there is the blacksmith! He has washed hiy $ace, and put
on his Sabbath-day clothes, and looks as if he dvgladly be
merry, if any kind body would only teach him howhd there is



Master Brackett, the old jailer, nodding and sngliat me. Why
does he do so, mother?”

“He remembers thee a little babe, my child,” angadtester.

“He should not nod and smile at me, for all thathe black,
grim, ugly-eyed old man!” said Pearl. “He may nddtee, if he
will; for thou art clad in gray, and wearest therset letter. But
see, mother, how many faces of strange peoplelraimhs among
them, and sailors! What have they all come to @oe lin the mar-
ket-place?”

“They wait to see the procession pass,” said HeSkar the
Governor and the magistrates are to go by, andnihesters, and
all the great people and good people, with the cnasd the sol-
diers marching before them.”

“And will the minister be there?” asked Pearl. “Awil he hold
out both his hands to me, as when thou ledst nféntofrom the
brook-side?”

“He will be there, child,” answered her mother, the will not
greet thee to-day, nor must thou greet him.”

“What a strange, sad man is he!” said the childif apeaking
partly to herself. “In the dark nighttime he calls to him, and
holds thy hand and mine, as when we stood with dninthe scaf-
fold yonder! And in the deep forest, where only tie trees can
hear, and the strip of sky see it, he talks witeilsitting on a heap
of moss! And he kisses my forehead, too, so thatlitie brook
would hardly wash it off! But, here, in the sunngydand among
all the people, he knows us not; nor must we knoal A strange,
sad man is he, with his hand always over his Heart!



“Be quiet, Pearl — thou understandest not thesg#ii said her
mother. “Think not now of the minister, but lookcatb thee, and
see how cheery is everybody's face to-day. Thedadl have
come from their schools, and the grown people ftheir work-
shops and their fields, on purpose to be happy,téeday, a new
man is beginning to rule over them; and so — asbkas the cus-
tom of mankind ever since a nation was first gatier they make
merry and rejoice: as if a good and golden yeaevatrength to
pass over the poor old world!”

It was as Hester said, in regard to the unwontdiityjdhat
brightened the faces of the people. Into this festason of the
year — as it already was, and continued to be duha greater part
of two centuries — the Puritans compressed whateudgh and
public joy they deemed allowable to human infirmitiyereby so
far dispelling the customary cloud, that, for thmce of a single
holiday, they appeared scarcely more grave thart otber com-
munities at a period of general affliction.

But we perhaps exaggerate the gray or sable tiwbah un-
doubtedly characterized the mood and manners ofagjee The
persons now in the market-place of Boston had aenlborn to an
inheritance of Puritanic gloom. They were nativeglishmen,
whose fathers had lived in the sunny richness efEhzabethan
epoch; a time when the life of England, viewed as great mass,
would appear to have been as stately, magnifi@t,joyous, as
the world has ever witnessed. Had they followedr thereditary
taste, the New England settlers would have illtstrall events of
public importance by bonfires, banquets, pageantaad proces-
sions. Nor would it have been impracticable, in dhservance of
majestic ceremonies, to combine mirthful recreatioth solem-



nity, and give, as it were, a grotesque and bmillembroidery to
the great robe of state, which a nation, at sushvis, puts on.
There was some shadow of an attempt of this kinthenmode of
celebrating the day on which the political yeaths# colony com-
menced. The dim reflection of a remembered splendouaolour-

less and manifold diluted repetition of what thegdhbeheld in
proud old London — we will not say at a royal cabon, but at a
Lord Mayor’s show — might be traced in the customisch our

forefathers instituted, with reference to the atnaostallation of

magistrates. The fathers and founders of the commalth — the
statesman, the priest, and the soldier — seengduty then to as-
sume the outward state and majesty, which, in decme with

antique style, was looked upon as the proper gantublic and

social eminence. All came forth to move in prooasdiefore the
people’s eye, and thus impart a needed dignityht® gimple

framework of a government so newly constructed.

Then, too, the people were countenanced, if nobwaged, in
relaxing the severe and close application to tha&irous modes of
rugged industry, which at all other times, seentetti® same piece
and material with their religion. Here, it is trugere none of the
appliances which popular merriment would so readdye found
in the England of Elizabeth’s time, or that of Jameno rude
shows of a theatrical kind; no minstrel, with h&ri and legen-
dary ballad, nor gleeman with an ape dancing terhisic; no jug-
gler, with his tricks of mimic witchcraft; no Mer#ndrew, to stir
up the multitude with jests, perhaps a hundredsyeét, but still
effective, by their appeals to the very broadestases of mirthful
sympathy. All such professors of the several braadf jocularity
would have been sternly repressed, not only byithe discipline



of law, but by the general sentiment which give lidsvvitality.
Not the less, however, the great, honest faceeopéople smiled —
grimly, perhaps, but widely too. Nor were sportatirgg, such as
the colonists had witnessed, and shared in, longaghe country
fairs and on the village-greens of England; andctvhit was
thought well to keep alive on this new soil, foethake of the
courage and manliness that were essential in th&mnestling
matches, in the different fashions of Cornwall ddevonshire,
were seen here and there about the market-placenencorner,
there was a friendly bout at quarterstaff; and -awditracted most
interest of all — on the platform of the pilloryready so noted in
our pages, two masters of defence were commenaimxfabition
with the buckler and broadsword. But, much to tisappointment
of the crowd, this latter business was broken gfthe interposi-
tion of the town beadle, who had no idea of peingtthe majesty
of the law to be violated by such an abuse of dnts @onsecrated
places.

It may not be too much to affirm, on the whole g(tbeople be-
ing then in the first stages of joyless deportmang the offspring
of sires who had known how to be merry, in theiy)déhat they
would compare favourably, in point of holiday ke®piwith their
descendants, even at so long an interval as oesselheir imme-
diate posterity, the generation next to the eamyjgeants, wore the
blackest shade of Puritanism, and so darkenedatienal visage
with it, that all the subsequent years have noficad to clear it
up. We have yet to learn again the forgotten agaoéty.

The picture of human life in the market-place, jioits general

tint was the sad gray, brown, or black of the Esiglemigrants,
was yet enlivened by some diversity of hue. A paftindians — in



their savage finery of curiously embroidered deiers&bes, wam-
pum-belts, red and yellow ochre, and feathers,anted with the

bow and arrow and stone-headed spear — stood wjlartounte-

nances of inflexible gravity, beyond what even kEhgitan aspect
could attain. Nor, wild as were these painted b@aha, were they
the wildest feature of the scene. This distincttonld more justly
be claimed by some mariners — a part of the crewhefvessel
from the Spanish Main — who had come ashore taheebumours
of Election Day. They were rough-looking desperade@th sun-

blackened faces, and an immensity of beard; thieie whort trou-

sers were confined about the waist by belts, offasped with a
rough plate of gold, and sustaining always a longek and in

some instances, a sword. From beneath their broadred hats

of palm-leaf, gleamed eyes which, even in goodyeatind merri-

ment, had a kind of animal ferocity. They transgees without

fear or scruple, the rules of behaviour that weneling on all oth-

ers: smoking tobacco under the beadle’s very ralfsyugh each
whiff would have cost a townsman a shilling; anéffjng at their

pleasure, draughts of wine or aqua-vitae from pbftasks, which

they freely tendered to the gaping crowd aroundnthié remarka-

bly characterised the incomplete morality of the,aggid as we
call it, that a licence was allowed the seafaritags, not merely
for their freaks on shore, but for far more desgged®eds on their
proper element. The sailor of that day would gorreabe ar-

raigned as a pirate in our own. There could bke Idbubt, for in-

stance, that this very ship’s crew, though no uodaable speci-
mens of the nautical brotherhood, had been gualsywe should
phrase it, of depredations on the Spanish commsuch, as would
have perilled all their necks in a modern couijustice.



But the sea in those old times heaved, swelled f@atied very
much at its own will, or subject only to the temoesis wind, with
hardly any attempts at regulation by human law. Bihecaneer on
the wave might relinquish his calling and becomemte if he
chose, a man of probity and piety on land; norneawethe full ca-
reer of his reckless life, was he regarded as sopage with
whom it was disreputable to traffic or casuallycasate. Thus the
Puritan elders in their black cloaks, starched bamahd steeple-
crowned hats, smiled not unbenignantly at the clanamd rude
deportment of these jolly seafaring men; and iitegcneither sur-
prise nor animadversion when so reputable a citezenld Roger
Chillingworth, the physician, was seen to enterriaket-place in
close and familiar talk with the commander of thessfionable
vessel.

The latter was by far the most showy and gallanirg, so far as
apparel went, anywhere to be seen among the nudtitde wore a
profusion of ribbons on his garment, and gold lacehis hat,
which was also encircled by a gold chain, and sumted with a
feather. There was a sword at his side and a sardn his fore-
head, which, by the arrangement of his hair, henseeanxious
rather to display than hide. A landsman could hatdive worn
this garb and shown this face, and worn and showem tboth with
such a galliard air, without undergoing stern goesbefore a
magistrate, and probably incurring a fine or impnisient, or per-
haps an exhibition in the stocks. As regarded kignsaster, how-
ever, all was looked upon as pertaining to theanttar, as to a fish
his glistening scales.

After parting from the physician, the commandetthad Bristol
ship strolled idly through the market-place; uhtippening to ap-



proach the spot where Hester Prynne was standengppeared to
recognise, and did not hesitate to address hewassusually the
case wherever Hester stood, a small vacant aresort @f magic
circle — had formed itself about her, into whidmugh the people
were elbowing one another at a little distance,enwentured or
felt disposed to intrude. It was a forcible typettod moral solitude
in which the scarlet letter enveloped its fated neegpartly by her
own reserve, and partly by the instinctive, thonghonger so un-
kindly, withdrawal of her fellow-creatures. Now,néver before, it
answered a good purpose by enabling Hester andedmman to
speak together without risk of being overheard; aodchanged
was Hester Prynne’s repute before the public, th@tmatron in
town, most eminent for rigid morality, could notvieaheld such
intercourse with less result of scandal than hersel

“So, mistress,” said the mariner, “I must bid thewsard make
ready one more berth than you bargained for! No déacurvy or
ship fever this voyage. What with the ship’s surgaad this other
doctor, our only danger will be from drug or pithore by token,
as there is a lot of apothecary’s stuff aboard,ctvHitraded for
with a Spanish vessel.”

“What mean you?” inquired Hester, startled morentbhae per-
mitted to appear. “Have you another passenger?”

“Why, know you not,” cried the shipmaster, “thaistiphysician
here — Chillingworth he calls himself — is mindedity my cabin-
fare with you? Ay, ay, you must have known it; Far tells me he
is of your party, and a close friend to the gendargou spoke of —
he that is in peril from these sour old Puritarersil’



“They know each other well, indeed,” replied Hesterth a
mien of calmness, though in the utmost consternatibhey have
long dwelt together.”

Nothing further passed between the mariner anddrd&sinne.
But at that instant she beheld old Roger Chillingtvchimself,
standing in the remotest corner of the market-p&awk smiling on
her; a smile which — across the wide and bustliggase, and
through all the talk and laughter, and various gids, moods, and
interests of the crowd — conveyed secret and fear@aning.



XXII. The Procession

Before Hester Prynne could call together her thtsjghnd con-
sider what was practicable to be done in this nedsartling as-
pect of affairs, the sound of military music wasitteapproaching
along a contiguous street. It denoted the advaht®egrocession
of magistrates and citizens on its way towardsntieeting-house:
where, in compliance with a custom thus early distadd, and
ever since observed, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdadetavdeliver
an Election Sermon.

Soon the head of the procession showed itself, avistow and
stately march, turning a corner, and making its \@ayoss the
market-place. First came the music. It comprisegigety of in-
struments, perhaps imperfectly adapted to one anadind played
with no great skill; but yet attaining the greajem for which the
harmony of drum and clarion addresses itself tonthdtitude —
that of imparting a higher and more heroic airtte scene of life
that passes before the eye. Little Pearl at fiegpped her hands,
but then lost for an instant the restless agitatan had kept her in
a continual effervescence throughout the mornihg gazed si-
lently, and seemed to be borne upward like a thgatiea-bird on
the long heaves and swells of sound. But she wasght back to
her former mood by the shimmer of the sunshinehenvieapons
and bright armour of the military company, whichidwed after
the music, and formed the honorary escort of tloegssion. This
body of soldiery — which still sustains a corporatéstence, and



marches down from past ages with an ancient anadurahle

fame — was composed of no mercenary materialgaftks were
filled with gentlemen who felt the stirrings of niaf impulse, and
sought to establish a kind of College of Arms, whexs in an as-
sociation of Knights Templars, they might learn sogence, and,
so far as peaceful exercise would teach them, thetipes of war.
The high estimation then placed upon the militdrgracter might
be seen in the lofty port of each individual membgthe com-

pany. Some of them, indeed, by their services enltbw Coun-

tries and on other fields of European warfare, taadly won their

title to assume the name and pomp of soldierstip. dntire array,
moreover, clad in burnished steel, and with plumaggding over
their bright morions, had a brilliancy of effect \wh no modern
display can aspire to equal.

And yet the men of civil eminence, who came immedyabe-
hind the military escort, were better worth a thuoifigi observer’s
eye. Even in outward demeanour they showed a stdmyajesty
that made the warrior’'s haughty stride look vulgianot absurd. It
was an age when what we call talent had far lessideration
than now, but the massive materials which produabilgy and
dignity of character a great deal more. The peqolesessed by
hereditary right the quality of reverence, which,their descen-
dants, if it survive at all, exists in smaller poofion, and with a
vastly diminished force in the selection and estanaf public
men. The change may be for good or ill, and islypgrerhaps, for
both. In that old day the English settler on theske shores — hav-
ing left king, nobles, and all degrees of awfulkd®hind, while
still the faculty and necessity of reverence wasngf in him — be-
stowed it on the white hair and venerable browgs & on long-



tried integrity — on solid wisdom and sad-colouexgerience — on
endowments of that grave and weighty order whickeghe idea
of permanence, and comes under the general defirofi respect-
ability. These primitive statesmen, therefore —d3teeet, Endicott,
Dudley, Bellingham, and their compeers — who wdevated to

power by the early choice of the people, seem e lheen not of-
ten brilliant, but distinguished by a ponderousrgailp, rather than
activity of intellect. They had fortitude and sedliance, and in
time of difficulty or peril stood up for the weliof the state like a
line of cliffs against a tempestuous tide. Thetsraif character
here indicated were well represented in the sqcase of counte-
nance and large physical development of the neancal magis-

trates. So far as a demeanour of natural authwaty concerned,
the mother country need not have been ashameattthese fore-
most men of an actual democracy adopted into thesélof Peers,
or make the Privy Council of the Sovereign.

Next in order to the magistrates came the youngesmithently
distinguished divine, from whose lips the religialiscourse of the
anniversary was expected. His was the professidaitera in
which intellectual ability displayed itself far nethan in political
life; for — leaving a higher motive out of the qties it offered in-
ducements powerful enough in the almost worshippéaspect of
the community, to win the most aspiring ambitiotoiits service.
Even political power — as in the case of Increasgher — was
within the grasp of a successful priest.

It was the observation of those who beheld him rtbat never,
since Mr. Dimmesdale first set his foot on the Nemgland shore,
had he exhibited such energy as was seen in theamgagiair with
which he kept his pace in the procession. Therengafeebleness



of step as at other times; his frame was not bentdid his hand
rest ominously upon his heart. Yet, if the clergpmeere rightly

viewed, his strength seemed not of the body. Ithtnige spiritual

and imparted to him by angelical ministrationanight be the ex-
hilaration of that potent cordial which is distdle@nly in the fur-

nace-glow of earnest and long-continued thoughpé&chance his
sensitive temperament was invigorated by the lood @iercing

music that swelled heaven-ward, and uplifted himtemscending
wave. Nevertheless, so abstracted was his logkjght be ques-
tioned whether Mr. Dimmesdale even heard the mddiere was
his body, moving onward, and with an unaccustonoedef But

where was his mind? Far and deep in its own rediosying it-

self, with preternatural activity, to marshal a ggssion of stately
thoughts that were soon to issue thence; and ssaWwenothing,

heard nothing, knew nothing of what was around hout the

spiritual element took up the feeble frame andiedrit along, un-
conscious of the burden, and converting it to spke itself. Men

of uncommon intellect, who have grown morbid, pessihis oc-
casional power of mighty effort, into which theyadtv the life of

many days and then are lifeless for as many more.

Hester Prynne, gazing steadfastly at the clergyrigdina dreary
influence come over her, but wherefore or wheneelstew not,
unless that he seemed so remote from her own spdredteutterly
beyond her reach. One glance of recognition she imagined
must needs pass between them. She thought ofrthéodest, with
its little dell of solitude, and love, and anguighd the mossy tree-
trunk, where, sitting hand-in-hand, they had middleeir sad and
passionate talk with the melancholy murmur of tiheok. How
deeply had they known each other then! And was ttlegsman?



She hardly knew him now! He, moving proudly pastyedoped as
it were, in the rich music, with the processiomudjestic and ven-
erable fathers; he, so unattainable in his worpdigition, and still
more so in that far vista of his unsympathizinguigtats, through
which she now beheld him! Her spirit sank with tdea that all
must have been a delusion, and that, vividly ashsldedreamed it,
there could be no real bond betwixt the clergymad herself.

And thus much of woman was there in Hester, that sbuld

scarcely forgive him — least of all now, when tleawy footstep of
their approaching Fate might be heard, nearergneagarer! — for
being able so completely to withdraw himself froheit mutual

world — while she groped darkly, and stretchedhfdner cold

hands, and found him not.

Pearl either saw and responded to her mother'smfgglor her-
self felt the remoteness and intangibility that felten around the
minister. While the procession passed, the child waeasy, flut-
tering up and down, like a bird on the point ofitakflight. When
the whole had gone by, she looked up into Hestacs —

“Mother,” said she, “was that the same ministett #fiased me
by the brook?”

“Hold thy peace, dear little Pearl!"” whispered meother. “We
must not always talk in the marketplace of whatpeas to us in
the forest.”

“l could not be sure that it was he — so strangéobked,” con-
tinued the child. “Else | would have run to himdapid him kiss
me now, before all the people, even as he did yoad®ng the
dark old trees. What would the minister have saidther? Would



he have clapped his hand over his heart, and sdoovieme, and
bid me begone?”

“What should he say, Pearl,” answered Hester, “shakit was
no time to kiss, and that kisses are not to bengineghe market-
place? Well for thee, foolish child, that thou did®t speak to
him!”

Another shade of the same sentiment, in referemdért Dim-
mesdale, was expressed by a person whose ecdeggrieiinsan-
ity, as we should term it — led her to do what fefwthe townspeo-
ple would have ventured on — to begin a convemsatih the
wearer of the scarlet letter in public. It was Vst Hibbins, who,
arrayed in great magnificence, with a triple rafforoidered stom-
acher, a gown of rich velvet, and a gold-headeck,chad come
forth to see the procession. As this ancient ladg the renown
(which subsequently cost her no less a price tlearifie) of being
a principal actor in all the works of necromancgttivere continu-
ally going forward, the crowd gave way before laarg seemed to
fear the touch of her garment, as if it carried pfegue among its
gorgeous folds. Seen in conjunction with HestemRey— kindly
as so many now felt towards the latter — the dmeggired by Mis-
tress Hibbins had doubled, and caused a genera¢mmevt from
that part of the market-place in which the two warstood.

“Now, what mortal imagination could conceive it?’hispered
the old lady confidentially to Hester. “Yonder diei man! That
saint on earth, as the people uphold him to be,amnd | must
needs say — he really looks! Who, now, that saw pass in the
procession, would think how little while it is seate went forth
out of his study — chewing a Hebrew text of Scmetin his
mouth, | warrant — to take an airing in the foresita! we know



what that means, Hester Prynne! But truly, forspbfind it hard

to believe him the same man. Many a church mender swalk-

ing behind the music, that has danced in the samesuone with
me, when Somebody was fiddler, and, it might belnairan pow-

wow or a Lapland wizard changing hands with us!tTieabut a

trifle, when a woman knows the world. But this rsier. Couldst
thou surely tell, Hester, whether he was the same tlmat encoun-
tered thee on the forest path?”

“Madam, | know not of what you speak,” answered teles
Prynne, feeling Mistress Hibbins to be of infirm nadj yet
strangely startled and awe-stricken by the confidewith which
she affirmed a personal connexion between so marsops (her-
self among them) and the Evil One. “It is not foe o talk lightly
of a learned and pious minister of the Word, like Reverend Mr.
Dimmesdale.”

“Fie, woman — fie!” cried the old lady, shaking higmger at
Hester. “Dost thou think | have been to the fosgsimany times,
and have yet no skill to judge who else has beeneth Yea,
though no leaf of the wild garlands which they warkile they
danced be left in their hair! | know thee, Hester, | behold the
token. We may all see it in the sunshine! and oigl like a red
flame in the dark. Thou wearest it openly, so theeed be no
guestion about that. But this minister! Let me tkeéle in thine ear!
When the Black Man sees one of his own servangsedi and
sealed, so shy of owning to the bond as is the iRadeMr. Dim-
mesdale, he hath a way of ordering matters sottieatark shall
be disclosed, in open daylight, to the eyes oftalworld! What is
that the minister seeks to hide, with his hand gévaver his
heart? Ha, Hester Prynne?”



“What is it, good Mistress Hibbins?” eagerly asKitle Pearl.
“Hast thou seen it?”

“No matter, darling!” responded Mistress Hibbinsaking Pearl
a profound reverence. “Thou thyself wilt see itedime or an-
other. They say, child, thou art of the lineagehef Prince of Air!
Wilt thou ride with me some fine night to see thathier? Then
thou shalt know wherefore the minister keeps hisdhaver his
heart!”

Laughing so shrilly that all the market-place cob&hr her, the
weird old gentlewoman took her departure.

By this time the preliminary prayer had been offeia the
meeting-house, and the accents of the ReverendMmmesdale
were heard commencing his discourse. An irresestieéling kept
Hester near the spot. As the sacred edifice wasniach thronged
to admit another auditor, she took up her positimse beside the
scaffold of the pillory. It was in sufficient praxity to bring the
whole sermon to her ears, in the shape of an indtsbut varied
murmur and flow of the minister’s very peculiar e®i

This vocal organ was in itself a rich endowmensomuch that
a listener, comprehending nothing of the languagevhich the
preacher spoke, might still have been swayed tofemdy the
mere tone and cadence. Like all other music, iathed passion
and pathos, and emotions high or tender, in a ®mgtive to the
human heart, wherever educated. Muffled as thedsawas by its
passage through the church walls, Hester Prynnenéd with
such intenseness, and sympathized so intimatedy,tile sermon
had throughout a meaning for her, entirely apamnfits indistin-
guishable words. These, perhaps, if more distincdgrd, might



have been only a grosser medium, and have clodgeddiritual

sense. Now she caught the low undertone, as oivitie sinking

down to repose itself; then ascended with it, assé through pro-
gressive gradations of sweetness and power, ustilvolume

seemed to envelop her with an atmosphere of awesalamn

grandeur. And yet, majestic as the voice sometipeeame, there
was for ever in it an essential character of phaémess. A loud or
low expression of anguish — the whisper, or théekhas it might

be conceived, of suffering humanity, that toucheskasibility in

every bosom! At times this deep strain of pathos alathat could
be heard, and scarcely heard sighing amid a dessilance. But
even when the minister’s voice grew high and condiman —

when it gushed irrepressibly upward — when it assliits utmost
breadth and power, so overfilling the church adudost its way
through the solid walls, and diffuse itself in thpen air — still, if

the auditor listened intently, and for the purpdse,could detect
the same cry of pain. What was it? The complainadiuman

heart, sorrow-laden, perchance guilty, tellingsigsret, whether of
guilt or sorrow, to the great heart of mankind;deehing its sym-
pathy or forgiveness, — at every moment, — in esstent, — and
never in vain! It was this profound and continuadertone that
gave the clergyman his most appropriate power.

During all this time, Hester stood, statue-likettet foot of the
scaffold. If the minister's voice had not kept hiere, there
would, nevertheless, have been an inevitable megnen that
spot, whence she dated the first hour of her lifigilwominy. There
was a sense within her — too ill-defined to be madieought, but
weighing heavily on her mind — that her whole ofblife, both



before and after, was connected with this spotwiéis the one
point that gave it unity.

Little Pearl, meanwhile, had quitted her motheidesand was
playing at her own will about the market-place. Shade the
sombre crowd cheerful by her erratic and glistemang even as a
bird of bright plumage illuminates a whole treedafky foliage by
darting to and fro, half seen and half concealeddahre twilight
of the clustering leaves. She had an undulating,offentimes a
sharp and irregular movement. It indicated thelesstvivacity of
her spirit, which to-day was doubly indefatigabte its tip-toe
dance, because it was played upon and vibratedheithmother’s
disquietude. Whenever Pearl saw anything to exatesver active
and wandering curiosity, she flew thitherward, aasl,we might
say, seized upon that man or thing as her own pgpso far as
she desired it, but without yielding the minutesgike of control
over her motions in requital. The Puritans looked &and, if they
smiled, were none the less inclined to pronouneeckild a demon
offspring, from the indescribable charm of beauty accentricity
that shone through her little figure, and sparkieth its activity.
She ran and looked the wild Indian in the face, hedyrew con-
scious of a nature wilder than his own. Thenceh wétive audac-
ity, but still with a reserve as characteristice $lew into the midst
of a group of mariners, the swarthy-cheeked wildnnoé the
ocean, as the Indians were of the land; and thegdyavonderingly
and admiringly at Pearl, as if a flake of the seaf had taken the
shape of a little maid, and were gifted with a soluthe sea-fire,
that flashes beneath the prow in the night-time.

One of these seafaring men the shipmaster, indebkd, had
spoken to Hester Prynne was so smitten with Peaslgect, that



he attempted to lay hands upon her, with purposmaéich a kiss.
Finding it as impossible to touch her as to catblu@ming-bird in

the air, he took from his hat the gold chain thaswwisted about
it, and threw it to the child. Pearl immediatelyined it around her
neck and waist with such happy skill, that, oncensthere, it be-
came a part of her, and it was difficult to imagivez without it.

“Thy mother is yonder woman with the scarlet lettsaid the
seaman, “Wilt thou carry her a message from me?”

“If the message pleases me, | will,” answered Pearl

“Then tell her,” rejoined he, “that | spake agaithathe black-a-
visaged, hump shouldered old doctor, and he engagesng his
friend, the gentleman she wots of, aboard with h8uo. let thy
mother take no thought, save for herself and thi¢d. thou tell
her this, thou witch-baby?”

“Mistress Hibbins says my father is the Princeha Air!” cried
Pearl, with a naughty smile. “If thou callest matthil-name, |
shall tell him of thee, and he will chase thy shith a tempest!”

Pursuing a zigzag course across the marketplaeechiid re-
turned to her mother, and communicated what thenerahad
said. Hester’s strong, calm steadfastly-enduringtsimost sank,
at last, on beholding this dark and grim countepasfcan inevita-
ble doom, which at the moment when a passage setmauken
for the minister and herself out of their labyrinbh misery —
showed itself with an unrelenting smile, right retmidst of their
path.

With her mind harassed by the terrible perplexitywihich the
shipmaster’s intelligence involved her, she wa® algbjected to
another trial. There were many people present ftioencountry



round about, who had often heard of the scarlgérletand to
whom it had been made terrific by a hundred falsexaggerated
rumours, but who had never beheld it with their dvadlily eyes.
These, after exhausting other modes of amusemewt timronged
about Hester Prynne with rude and boorish intrusgs. Unscru-
pulous as it was, however, it could not bring theearer than a
circuit of several yards. At that distance theyaadmgly stood,
fixed there by the centrifugal force of the repugr® which the
mystic symbol inspired. The whole gang of saildilsgwise, ob-
serving the press of spectators, and learning tivpopt of the
scarlet letter, came and thrust their sunburnt dedperado-
looking faces into the ring. Even the Indians wafiected by a
sort of cold shadow of the white man’s curiositydamgliding
through the crowd, fastened their snake-like bleyds on Hester’'s
bosom, conceiving, perhaps, that the wearer oflthikantly em-
broidered badge must needs be a personage of igigitydamong
her people. Lastly, the inhabitants of the towreiftown interest
in this worn-out subject languidly reviving itselfy sympathy
with what they saw others feel) lounged idly to #zne quarter,
and tormented Hester Prynne, perhaps more thaheahest, with
their cool, well-acquainted gaze at her familiaarsle. Hester saw
and recognized the selfsame faces of that groupatfons, who
had awaited her forthcoming from the prison-dooveseyears
ago; all save one, the youngest and only compas&oamong
them, whose burial-robe she had since made. Afitia hour,
when she was so soon to fling aside the burninggrleit had
strangely become the centre of more remark andeswrent, and
was thus made to sear her breast more painfully) #t any time
since the first day she put it on.



While Hester stood in that magic circle of ignomimyhere the
cunning cruelty of her sentence seemed to have trvee for ever,
the admirable preacher was looking down from theresh pulpit
upon an audience whose very inmost spirits hadlgteto his con-
trol. The sainted minister in the church! The wonefithe scarlet
letter in the marketplace! What imagination woulvé been ir-
reverent enough to surmise that the same scorshigiga was on
them both!



XXIIl. The Revelation of the Scarlet Letter

The eloquent voice, on which the souls of the tistg audience
had been borne aloft as on the swelling waveset#a, at length
came to a pause. There was a momentary silenciupib as
what should follow the utterance of oracles. Thasued a mur-
mur and half-hushed tumult, as if the auditorseaséd from the
high spell that had transported them into the megb another’s
mind, were returning into themselves, with all theive and won-
der still heavy on them. In a moment more the crdedan to
gush forth from the doors of the church. Now tHeré was an
end, they needed more breath, more fit to supp@rtgross and
earthly life into which they relapsed, than thahasphere which
the preacher had converted into words of flame,adlburdened
with the rich fragrance of his thought.

In the open air their rapture broke into speecte Jtneet and the
market-place absolutely babbled, from side to sid#) applauses
of the minister. His hearers could not rest uiitéyt had told one
another of what each knew better than he coulotdiear.

According to their united testimony, never had rapaken in so
wise, so high, and so holy a spirit, as he thakephis day; nor
had inspiration ever breathed through mortal lipgrenevidently
than it did through his. Its influence could berse&s it were, de-
scending upon him, and possessing him, and cotinliing
him out of the written discourse that lay beforenhiand filling
him with ideas that must have been as marvellousmself as to



his audience. His subject, it appeared, had beerrdlation be-
tween the Deity and the communities of mankindhvétspecial
reference to the New England which they were hixeting in the
wilderness. And, as he drew towards the closeijra ap of proph-
ecy had come upon him, constraining him to its psepas might-
ily as the old prophets of Israel were constrairady with this
difference, that, whereas the Jewish seers hadudeed judg-
ments and ruin on their country, it was his missiorforetell a
high and glorious destiny for the newly gatheredpbte of the
Lord. But, throughout it all, and through the whdiscourse, there
had been a certain deep, sad undertone of patinich would not
be interpreted otherwise than as the natural regrene soon to
pass away. Yes; their minister whom they so lovexhd who so
loved them all, that he could not depart heavenwatigout a sigh
— had the foreboding of untimely death upon hing @ould soon
leave them in their tears. This idea of his tramgitstay on earth
gave the last emphasis to the effect which theghexahad pro-
duced; it was as if an angel, in his passage tektes, had shaken
his bright wings over the people for an instant erece a shadow
and a splendour — and had shed down a shower démydfuths
upon them.

Thus, there had come to the Reverend Mr. Dimmesédalg to
most men, in their various spheres, though seldmognised until
they see it far behind them — an epoch of life mani#iant and
full of triumph than any previous one, or than amlyich could
hereafter be. He stood, at this moment, on the peyydest emi-
nence of superiority, to which the gifts or intetlerich lore, pre-
vailing eloquence, and a reputation of whitest sgncould exalt
a clergyman in New England’s earliest days, whenptfofessional



character was of itself a lofty pedestal. Such wees position
which the minister occupied, as he bowed his heasdrd on the
cushions of the pulpit at the close of his Elect®srmon. Mean-
while Hester Prynne was standing beside the schaffblthe pil-
lory, with the scarlet letter still burning on Heeast!

Now was heard again the clamour of the music, aedneas-
ured tramp of the military escort issuing from teirch door. The
procession was to be marshalled thence to the t@Minwhere a
solemn banquet would complete the ceremonies aldlge

Once more, therefore, the train of venerable angstia fathers
were seen moving through a broad pathway of thelpgavho
drew back reverently, on either side, as the Gareamd magis-
trates, the old and wise men, the holy ministens, @l that were
eminent and renowned, advanced into the midst einthWhen
they were fairly in the marketplace, their presewes greeted by
a shout. This — though doubtless it might acqudeiteonal force
and volume from the child-like loyalty which theeagwarded to
its rulers — was felt to be an irrepressible owbwf enthusiasm
kindled in the auditors by that high strain of aeleqce which was
yet reverberating in their ears. Each felt the ils@un himself,
and in the same breath, caught it from his neighb@lithin the
church, it had hardly been kept down; beneath Kyeitspealed
upward to the zenith. There were human beings dnoagd
enough of highly wrought and symphonious feelingptoduce
that more impressive sound than the organ ton#dsedblast, or the
thunder, or the roar of the sea; even that mightgllsof many
voices, blended into one great voice by the unalemnpulse
which makes likewise one vast heart out of the matgver, from
the soil of New England had gone up such a shoewiel on New



England soil had stood the man so honoured by bisaibrethren
as the preacher!

How fared it with him, then? Were there not thdliant parti-
cles of a halo in the air about his head? So edhisesl by spirit as
he was, and so apotheosised by worshipping admidgds his
footsteps, in the procession, really tread upordtist of earth?

As the ranks of military men and civil fathers mdwenward, all
eyes were turned towards the point where the neinisas seen to
approach among them. The shout died into a murasuone por-
tion of the crowd after another obtained a glimp$déim. How
feeble and pale he looked, amid all his triumphé Emergy — or
say, rather, the inspiration which had held him wmtjl he should
have delivered the sacred message that had bratggidwn
strength along with it from heaven — was withdrawaw that it
had so faithfully performed its office. The glowhieh they had
just before beheld burning on his cheek, was euisipd, like a
flame that sinks down hopelessly among the latayleg embers.
It seemed hardly the face of a man alive, with saatheath-like
hue: it was hardly a man with life in him, thattesed on his path
so nervously, yet tottered, and did not fall!

One of his clerical brethren — it was the venerdblen Wilson —
observing the state in which Mr. Dimmesdale wasbgfthe retir-
ing wave of intellect and sensibility, stepped fard/ hastily to of-
fer his support. The minister tremulously, but dedily, repelled
the old man’s arm. He still walked onward, if thadvement could
be so described, which rather resembled the wayefiort of an
infant, with its mother’'s arms in view, outstretdh® tempt him
forward. And now, almost imperceptible as werel#teer steps of
his progress, he had come opposite the well-remexdband



weather-darkened scaffold, where, long since, aithhat dreary
lapse of time between, Hester Prynne had encouhtbesworld’s
ignominious stare. There stood Hester, holdintgliearl by the
hand! And there was the scarlet letter on her Ibrddee minister
here made a pause; although the music still pléyedtately and
rejoicing march to which the procession moveduhsoned him
onward — inward to the festival! — but here he magause.

Bellingham, for the last few moments, had kept axi@us eye
upon him. He now left his own place in the procassiand ad-
vanced to give assistance judging, from Mr. Dimna¢sd aspect
that he must otherwise inevitably fall. But therasnsomething in
the latter's expression that warned back the magestalthough a
man not readily obeying the vague intimations {regs from one
spirit to another. The crowd, meanwhile, lookedvath awe and
wonder. This earthly faintness, was, in their viem)y another
phase of the minister’s celestial strength; nor aLhave seemed
a miracle too high to be wrought for one so hobd Ine ascended
before their eyes, waxing dimmer and brighter, tading at last
into the light of heaven!

He turned towards the scaffold, and stretched foitlarms.
“Hester,” said he, “come hither! Come, my littleaPl&’

It was a ghastly look with which he regarded thdmt there
was something at once tender and strangely triuntphait. The
child, with the bird-like motion, which was one loér characteris-
tics, flew to him, and clasped her arms about meek. Hester
Prynne — slowly, as if impelled by inevitable fadmd against her
strongest will — likewise drew near, but pausedtethe reached
him. At this instant old Roger Chillingworth thrusimself through



the crowd — or, perhaps, so dark, disturbed, afldvas his look,

he rose up out of some nether region — to snatck bi victim

from what he sought to do! Be that as it might, alleman rushed
forward, and caught the minister by the arm.

“Madman, hold! what is your purpose?” whispered ‘Wave
back that woman! Cast off this child! All shall eell! Do not
blacken your fame, and perish in dishonour! | cah save you!
Would you bring infamy on your sacred profession?”

“Ha, tempter! Methinks thou art too late!” answetbé minis-
ter, encountering his eye, fearfully, but firmlyTHy power is not
what it was! With God’s help, | shall escape thea/ti

He again extended his hand to the woman of théetdaiter.

“Hester Prynne,” cried he, with a piercing earness “in the
name of Him, so terrible and so merciful, who gives grace, at
this last moment, to do what — for my own heavyasid miserable
agony — | withheld myself from doing seven year®,agome
hither now, and twine thy strength about me! Thgrggth, Hester;
but let it be guided by the will which God hath gged me! This
wretched and wronged old man is opposing it withhisl might! —
with all his own might, and the fiend’'s! Come, Hast come!
Support me up yonder scaffold.”

The crowd was in a tumult. The men of rank and itygnvho
stood more immediately around the clergyman, wer¢éaken by
surprise, and so perplexed as to the purport ot tiey saw — un-
able to receive the explanation which most reggligsented itself,
or to imagine any other — that they remained silamd inactive
spectators of the judgement which Providence seeabedt to
work. They beheld the minister, leaning on Hestsheulder, and



supported by her arm around him, approach the addafand as-
cend its steps; while still the little hand of thi@-born child was
clasped in his. Old Roger Chillingworth followeds ane inti-

mately connected with the drama of guilt and sormowhich they

had all been actors, and well entitled, therefored present at its
closing scene.

“Hadst thou sought the whole earth over,” said beking
darkly at the clergyman, “there was no one placesewmet — no
high place nor lowly place, where thou couldst heseaped me —
save on this very scaffold!”

“Thanks be to Him who hath led me hither!” answetieel min-
ister.

Yet he trembled, and turned to Hester, with an esgion of
doubt and anxiety in his eyes, not the less evigdmtrayed, that
there was a feeble smile upon his lips.

“Is not this better,” murmured he, “than what weamned of in
the forest?”

“I know not! | know not!” she hurriedly replied. ‘@ter? Yea,;
so we may both die, and little Pearl die with us!”

“For thee and Pearl, be it as God shall orderd sia¢ minister;
“and God is merciful! Let me now do the will whi¢ke hath made
plain before my sight. For, Hester, | am a dyingnm&o let me
make haste to take my shame upon me!”

Partly supported by Hester Prynne, and holdingaared of lit-
tle Pearl’s, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale turneth&dignified
and venerable rulers; to the holy ministers, whoewes brethren;
to the people, whose great heart was thoroughlglbggpyet over-
flowing with tearful sympathy, as knowing that someep life-



matter — which, if full of sin, was full of anguisind repentance
likewise — was now to be laid open to them. The bunm little past
its meridian, shone down upon the clergyman, amve gadistinct-
ness to his figure, as he stood out from all thehe#o put in his
plea of guilty at the bar of Eternal Justice.

“People of New England!” cried he, with a voicetthase over
them, high, solemn, and majestic — yet had alwaysemor
through it, and sometimes a shriek, struggling upad a fathom-
less depth of remorse and woe — “ye, that havedlove! — ye, that
have deemed me holy! — behold me here, the onersiminthe
world! At last — at last! — | stand upon the spdtere, seven years
since, | should have stood, here, with this womahpse arm,
more than the little strength wherewith | have trepherward,
sustains me at this dreadful moment, from grovgliown upon
my face! Lo, the scarlet letter which Hester weafs! have all
shuddered at it! Wherever her walk hath been — ewsgr so mis-
erably burdened, she may have hoped to find repaseath cast a
lurid gleam of awe and horrible repugnance rounouglbher. But
there stood one in the midst of you, at whose biErgin and in-
famy ye have not shuddered!”

It seemed, at this point, as if the minister masawk the remain-
der of his secret undisclosed. But he fought baekbodily weak-
ness — and, still more, the faintness of heartatwas striving for
the mastery with him. He threw off all assistararag stepped pas-
sionately forward a pace before the woman andhiidren.

“It was on him!” he continued, with a kind of fiencess; so de-
termined was he to speak out the whole. “God’slmfeeld it! The
angels were for ever pointing at it! (The Devil kné well, and
fretted it continually with the touch of his burgifinger!) But he



hid it cunningly from men, and walked among youhatihe mien
of a spirit, mournful, because so pure in a simfafld! — and sad,
because he missed his heavenly kindred! Now, atd#ath-hour,
he stands up before you! He bids you look agaldester’s scarlet
letter! He tells you, that, with all its mysterioherror, it is but the
shadow of what he bears on his own breast, ancetlaat this, his
own red stigma, is no more than the type of what $eared his
inmost heart! Stand any here that question Godigment on a
sinner! Behold! Behold, a dreadful witness of it!”

With a convulsive motion, he tore away the minisieband
from before his breast. It was revealed! But it @vareverent to
describe that revelation. For an instant, the gafizéhe horror-
stricken multitude was concentrated on the ghamsthacle; while
the minister stood, with a flush of triumph in fé€e, as one who,
in the crisis of acutest pain, had won a victorpeil, down he
sank upon the scaffold! Hester partly raised hingd supported his
head against her bosom. Old Roger Chillingworthitkdewn be-
side him, with a blank, dull countenance, out ofichhthe life
seemed to have departed.

“Thou hast escaped me!” he repeated more than difibeu
hast escaped me!”

“May God forgive thee!” said the minister. “Thowyot hast
deeply sinned!”

He withdrew his dying eyes from the old man, angkdi them
on the woman and the child.

“My little Pearl,” said he, feebly and there waswveeet and gen-

tle smile over his face, as of a spirit sinkingpidlieep repose; nay,
now that the burden was removed, it seemed alnso$the would



be sportive with the child — “dear little Pearl,ltwthou kiss me
now? Thou wouldst not, yonder, in the forest! Botvrthou wilt?”

Pearl kissed his lips. A spell was broken. The gee@ne of
grief, in which the wild infant bore a part had deped all her
sympathies; and as her tears fell upon her fatlobegk, they were
the pledge that she would grow up amid human jay sorrow,
nor forever do battle with the world, but be a woma it. To-
wards her mother, too, Pearl’s errand as a mess@fgeguish
was fulfilled.

“Hester,” said the clergyman, “farewell!”

“Shall we not meet again?” whispered she, bendieg face
down close to his. “Shall we not spend our immadrfaltogether?
Surely, surely, we have ransomed one another, aliitthis woe!
Thou lookest far into eternity, with those brighiry eyes! Then
tell me what thou seest!”

“Hush, Hester — hush!” said he, with tremulous suoigy. “The
law we broke! — the sin here awfully revealed! ttheese alone be
in thy thoughts! | fear! | fear! It may be, thathan we forgot our
God — when we violated our reverence each for thers soul —
it was thenceforth vain to hope that we could negeafter, in an
everlasting and pure reunion. God knows; and Haasciful! He
hath proved his mercy, most of all, in my afflictedo By giving me
this burning torture to bear upon my breast! Bydseg yonder
dark and terrible old man, to keep the torture gbvat red-heat!
By bringing me hither, to die this death of triunaph ignominy
before the people! Had either of these agonies eeing, | had
been lost for ever! Praised be His name! His waldone! Fare-
well!”



That final word came forth with the minister’s esipg breath.
The multitude, silent till then, broke out in aastge, deep voice of
awe and wonder, which could not as yet find utteeasave in this
murmur that rolled so heavily after the departedtsp



XXIV. Conclusion

After many days, when time sufficed for the peofdearrange
their thoughts in reference to the foregoing scémere was more
than one account of what had been witnessed osctféold.

Most of the spectators testified to having seenthenbreast of
the unhappy minister, scarlet letter — the very semblance of tha
worn by Hester Prynne — imprinted in the flesh. rAgarded its
origin there were various explanations, all of whioust necessar-
ily have been conjectural. Some affirmed that tlevdRend Mr.
Dimmesdale, on the very day when Hester Prynné iicse her
ignominious badge, had begun a course of penamd@ch he af-
terwards, in so many futile methods, followed ougy-inflicting a
hideous torture on himself. Others contended thatstigma had
not been produced until a long time subsequentnvwdieé Roger
Chillingworth, being a potent necromancer, had edu to ap-
pear, through the agency of magic and poisonougsdrQthers,
again and those best able to appreciate the nrisigteculiar sen-
sibility, and the wonderful operation of his spupon the body —
whispered their belief, that the awful symbol whs &ffect of the
ever-active tooth of remorse, gnawing from the istrieeart out-
wardly, and at last manifesting Heaven’s dreadidgment by the
visible presence of the letter. The reader may sh@mong these
theories. We have thrown all the light we could e upon the
portent, and would gladly, now that it has doneoifsce, erase its



deep print out of our own brain, where long medtahas fixed it
in very undesirable distinctness.

It is singular, nevertheless, that certain perswig were spec-
tators of the whole scene, and professed never tn¢ave re-
moved their eyes from the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdidajed that
there was any mark whatever on his breast, mome ¢dhaa new-
born infant’s. Neither, by their report, had hisirdy words ac-
knowledged, nor even remotely implied, any — thghsést — con-
nexion on his part, with the guilt for which Hest&rynne had so
long worn the scarlet letter. According to thesghhi-respectable
witnesses, the minister, conscious that he wasgdyigonscious,
also, that the reverence of the multitude placed ddready among
saints and angels — had desired, by yielding upbraesth in the
arms of that fallen woman, to express to the whda utterly nu-
gatory is the choicest of man’s own righteousnééter exhaust-
ing life in his efforts for mankind’s spiritual gdphe had made the
manner of his death a parable, in order to impoeskis admirers
the mighty and mournful lesson, that, in the vidvindinite Purity,
we are sinners all alike. It was to teach themi tha holiest
amongst us has but attained so far above his fellmsto discern
more clearly the Mercy which looks down, and reptglimore ut-
terly the phantom of human merit, which would loagpiringly
upward. Without disputing a truth so momentous,nuest be al-
lowed to consider this version of Mr. Dimmesdalstsry as only
an instance of that stubborn fidelity with whichman'’s friends —
and especially a clergyman’s — will sometimes ughuok charac-
ter, when proofs, clear as the mid-day sunshinéherscarlet let-
ter, establish him a false and sin-stained creattitiee dust.



The authority which we have chiefly followed — amaacript of
old date, drawn up from the verbal testimony ofivicials, some
of whom had known Hester Prynne, while others hedrdh the
tale from contemporary witnesses fully confirms tew taken in
the foregoing pages. Among many morals which prggm us
from the poor minister's miserable experience, w gnly this
into a sentence: — “Be true! Be true! Be true! SHosely to the
world, if not your worst, yet some trait whereb tivorst may be
inferred!”

Nothing was more remarkable than the change whodk t
place, almost immediately after Mr. Dimmesdale’'sittle in the
appearance and demeanour of the old man known @erR
Chillingworth. All his strength and energy — alkhiital and intel-
lectual force — seemed at once to desert him, iosbnthat he
positively withered up, shrivelled away and almeatished from
mortal sight, like an uprooted weed that lies wdtiin the sun.
This unhappy man had made the very principle oflifésto con-
sist in the pursuit and systematic exercise of mgee and when,
by its completest triumph consummation that evih@ple was
left with no further material to support it — when, short, there
was no more Devil's work on earth for him to dogrily remained
for the unhumanised mortal to betake himself whithie master
would find him tasks enough, and pay him his watydyg. But, to
all these shadowy beings, so long our near accurasas — as well
Roger Chillingworth as his companions we would fae merci-
ful. It is a curious subject of observation anduing, whether ha-
tred and love be not the same thing at bottom. Eacits utmost
development, supposes a high degree of intimacy lzart-
knowledge; each renders one individual dependenthifood of



his affections and spiritual fife upon another: leégaves the pas-
sionate lover, or the no less passionate hatdgrfoeand desolate
by the withdrawal of his subject. Philosophicallpnsidered,

therefore, the two passions seem essentially time sexcept that
one happens to be seen in a celestial radiancethandther in a
dusky and lurid glow. In the spiritual world, thielghysician and

the minister — mutual victims as they have beenay,mnawares,
have found their earthly stock of hatred and atiiparansmuted
into golden love.

Leaving this discussion apart, we have a mattdsusiness to
communicate to the reader. At old Roger Chillingthisr decease,
(which took place within the year), and by his lagit and testa-
ment, of which Governor Bellingham and the Reverbtrd Wil-
son were executors, he bequeathed a very considexaiount of
property, both here and in England to little Petlmg daughter of
Hester Prynne.

So Pearl — the elf child — the demon offspringsasie people
up to that epoch persisted in considering her -atmecthe richest
heiress of her day in the New World. Not improbatblg circum-
stance wrought a very material change in the puddiimation;
and had the mother and child remained here, Rdarl at a mar-
riageable period of life might have mingled herdmilood with
the lineage of the devoutest Puritan among themBait, in no
long time after the physician’s death, the weafdhe scarlet let-
ter disappeared, and Pearl along with her. For nyaays, though
a vague report would now and then find its way s€rhe sea —
like a shapeless piece of driftwood tossed ashatte tive initials
of a name upon it — yet no tidings of them unquoestbly authen-
tic were received. The story of the scarlet legtew into a legend.



Its spell, however, was still potent, and kept fvaffold awful

where the poor minister had died, and likewisedbiage by the
sea-shore where Hester Prynne had dwelt. Nealattes spot, one
afternoon some children were at play, when theyelkla tall

woman in a gray robe approach the cottage-doall ithose years
it had never once been opened; but either she kedoit or the
decaying wood and iron yielded to her hand, orglited shadow-
like through these impediments — and, at all evemesit in.

On the threshold she paused — turned partly rouror per-
chance the idea of entering alone and all so clthrige home of
so intense a former life, was more dreary and désdhan even
she could bear. But her hesitation was only formstant, though
long enough to display a scarlet letter on herdirea

And Hester Prynne had returned, and taken up Ingrflarsaken
shame! But where was little Pearl? If still aliveesnust now have
been in the flush and bloom of early womanhood. éNknew —
nor ever learned with the fulness of perfect cetya+ whether the
elf-child had gone thus untimely to a maiden grarewhether her
wild, rich nature had been softened and subduedret® capable
of a woman’s gentle happiness. But through the netea of Hes-
ter’s life there were indications that the reclo$ehe scarlet letter
was the object of love and interest with some iithab of another
land. Letters came, with armorial seals upon thimigh of bear-
ings unknown to English heraldry. In the cottager¢hwere arti-
cles of comfort and luxury such as Hester neveecc&n use, but
which only wealth could have purchased and affactiave imag-
ined for her. There were trifles too, little ornamte beautiful to-
kens of a continual remembrance, that must have Weaught by
delicate fingers at the impulse of a fond heartd Aomce Hester



was seen embroidering a baby-garment with suckishlaichness
of golden fancy as would have raised a public tarhatl any in-
fant thus apparelled, been shown to our sober-bhasanunity.

In fine, the gossips of that day believed — and $mveyor Pue,
who made investigations a century later, believexhd- one of his
recent successors in office, moreover, faithfulblidves — that
Pearl was not only alive, but married, and happy enindful of
her mother; and that she would most joyfully hantedained that
sad and lonely mother at her fireside.

But there was a more real life for Hester Prynrezghin New
England, than in that unknown region where Pead foaind a
home. Here had been her sin; here, her sorrowharelwas yet to
be her penitence. She had returned, thereforeremitned — of her
own free will, for not the sternest magistrate lodttiron period
would have imposed it — resumed the symbol of whiehhave
related so dark a tale. Never afterwards did it ar bosom. But,
in the lapse of the toilsome, thoughtful, and sieif:oted years that
made up Hester’s life, the scarlet letter ceasdxbta stigma which
attracted the world’s scorn and bitterness, andaineca type of
something to be sorrowed over, and looked upon aitie, yet
with reverence too. And, as Hester Prynne had Hislsends, nor
lived in any measure for her own profit and enjogmepeople
brought all their sorrows and perplexities, andooight her coun-
sel, as one who had herself gone through a mighiyble.
Women, more especially — in the continually reagririals of
wounded, wasted, wronged, misplaced, or erring @inflil pas-
sion — or with the dreary burden of a heart ungd|decause un-
valued and unsought came to Hester's cottage, ddingarwhy
they were so wretched, and what the remedy! Hesimforted



and counselled them, as best she might. She asthaexl too, of
her firm belief that, at some brighter period, whine world

should have grown ripe for it, in Heaven’'s own tjraenew truth
would be revealed, in order to establish the whelation between
man and woman on a surer ground of mutual happiesser in

life, Hester had vainly imagined that she hersatjihhbe the des-
tined prophetess, but had long since recognisednpessibility

that any mission of divine and mysterious truthudtidoe confided
to a woman stained with sin, bowed down with shaareeven
burdened with a life-long sorrow. The angel andstpoof the
coming revelation must be a woman, indeed, buy qgfure, and
beautiful, and wise; moreover, not through duskiefgrbut the
ethereal medium of joy; and showing how sacred lIskieuld

make us happy, by the truest test of a life sudokess such an
end.



So said Hester Prynne, and glanced her sad eyeswdod at
the scarlet letter. And, after many, many yearsg@w grave was
delved, near an old and sunken one, in that bgr@mnd beside
which King’s Chapel has since been built. It waarrtbat old and
sunken grave, yet with a space between, as if tisé af the two
sleepers had no right to mingle. Yet one tomb-steaeed for
both. All around, there were monuments carved wvatmorial
bearings; and on this simple slab of slate — acth®us investi-
gator may still discern, and perplex himself witte tpurport —
there appeared the semblance of an engraved esontdh bore a
device, a herald’s wording of which may serve fomatto and
brief description of our now concluded legend; embre is it, and
relieved only by one ever-glowing point of lighbgimier than the
shadow: —

“On A field, sable, the letter A, gules”



