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EDITOR’S NOTE

N a t h a n i e l  H a w t h o r n e  was already a man of forty-six, and 
a tale-writer of some twenty-four years’ standing, when "  The 
Scarlet L etter ”  appeared. H e was born a t Salem, Mass., on 
July 4th, 1804, son of a sea-captain. H e led there a shy and 
rather sombre life; of few artistic encouragements, y e t not 
w holly uncongenial, his moody, intensely m editative tem 
perament being considered. Its colours and shadows are 
m arvelously reflected in his “ Twice-Told T a le s”  and other 
short stories, the product of his first literary period. Even 
his college days at Bowdoin did not quite break through 
his acquired and inherited reserve; but beneath it all, his 
faculty of divining men, and women was exercised with 
almost uncanny prescience and subtlety. "T h e  Scarlet 
L etter,"  which explains as much of this unique im aginative 
art as is to be gathered; from reading his highest single 
achievement, y et needs sta  be ranged with his other writings, 
early and late, to have'.its last effect. In  the year th a t saw 
it  published, he began “ Th,e Hotiq^qf the Seven Gables," 
a later romance or prbse-iyaige^y of th eP n ritan -A m erican  
community as he had'himself;J^nown it— defrauded of art 
and the jo y  of life, "sta rv in g  Jor sym bols" as Emerson 
has it. Nathaniel Hawthorne died a t Plym outh, N ew 
Hampshire, on M ay 19th, 1S64.

The following is the table of his romances, stories, and 
other works:

Fanshawe, published anonymously, 1826; Twice-Told Tales, 1st 
Series, 1837; 2nd Series, 1842; Grandfather’s Chair, a history for 
youth, 1841; Famous Old People (Grandfather’s Chair), 1841; Liberty 
Tree: with the last words of Grandfather’s Chair, 1842; Biographical 
Stories for Children, 1842; Mosses from an Old Manse, 1846; The 
Scarlet Letter, 1850; The House of the Seven Gables, 1851; True 
Stories from History and Biography (the whole History of Grand
father’s Chair), 1851; A  Wonder Book for Girls and Boys, 1851; The 
Snow Image and other Tales, 1851; The Blithedale Romance, 1852; 
Life of Franklin Pierce, 1852; Tanglewood Tales (2nd Series of 
the Wonder Book), 1853; A  Rill from the Town-Pump, with remarks 
by Telba, 1857; The Marble Faun; or, The Romance of Monte Beni
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(published in England under the title of “ Transformation” ), i860; 
Our Old Home, 1863; Dolliver Romance (1st Part in “ Atlantic 
Monthly” ), 1864; in 3 Parts, 1876; Pansie, a fragment, Hawthorne’s 
last literary effort, 1864; American Note-Books, 1868; English Note- 
Books, edited by Sophia Hawthorne, 1870; French and Italian Note- 
Books, 1871; Septimius Felton; or, the Elixir of Life (from the 
“ Atlantic Monthly” ), 187c; Doctor Grimshawe’s Secret, with Preface 
and Notes by Julian Hawthorne, 1882.

Tales of the White Hills, Legends of New England, Legends of the 
Province House, 1877, contain tales which had already been printed in 
book form in “ Twice-Told Tales”  and the “ Mosses” ; Sketches 
and Studies,”  1883.

Hawthorne’s contributions to magazines were numerous, and most 
of his tales appeared first in periodicals, chiefly in “ The Token," 
1831-1838, “ New England Magazine," 1834, 1835; “ Knickerbocker,”  
1837-1839; “ Democratic Review,”  1838-1846; “ Atlantic Monthly,” 
1860-1872 (scenes from the Dolliver Romance, Septimius Felton, and 
passages from Hawthorne’s Note-Books).

Works: in 24 volumes, 1879; in 12 volumes, with introductory 
notes by Lathrop, Riverside Edition, 1883.

Biography, etc.: A . H. Japp (pseud. H. A. Page), Memoir of 
N. Hawthorne, 1872; J. T . Field’s "Yesterdays with Authors,”  1873; 
G. P. Lathrop, “ A Study of Hawthorne,”  1876; Henry James, 
English Men of Letters, 1879; Julian Hawthorne, “ Nathaniel Haw
thorne and his wife,”  1885; Moncure D. Conway, Life of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne, 1891; Analytical Index of Hawthorne’s Works, by E . M. 
O'Connor, 1882.
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T H E  CUSTOM-HOUSE

IN TRO D U C TO RY TO  “ T H E  S C A R L E T  L E T T E R "

I T  is a  little  rem arkable, th a t— th ough  disinclined 
to  ta lk  overm uch o f m yself an d  m y affairs a t  the  

fireside, and  to  m y  personal friends— an au tob io 
graphical im pulse should  tw ice in m y life have taken  
possession o f me, in addressing  th e  public. T h e  first 
tim e w as th ree  o r four years since, w hen I favoured 
the  read e r—inexcusably , and  for no ea rth ly  reason 
th a t e ither th e  indu lg en t reader o r th e  intrusive au th o r 
could im agine— w ith  a  descrip tion  o f  m y  w ay o f life 
in th e  deep qu ie tude  o f an  O ld  M anse. A n d  now —  
because, beyond m y deserts, I was h ap p y  enough to  
find a listener o r tw o on th e  form er occasion— I again  
seize th e  public b y  th e  bu tton , and  ta lk  o f  m y  th ree  
years’ experience in a C ustom -H ouse. T h e  exam ple  
o f the  fam ous “ P.P., C lerk o f th is  Parish ,” was never 
m ore faithfully  followed. T h e  tru th  seem s to  be, 
however, th a t w hen he casts h is leaves forth  upon the  
wind, the  au th o r addresses, no t the  m any  w ho will 
fling aside his volum e, o r never tak e  it up, b u t th e  few 
who will understand  him  b e tte r  th an  m ost o f  his 
schoolm ates or lifem ates. Som e au thors, indeed, do 
far m ore th an  this, and  indulge them selves in such 
confidential dep ths o f  revelation as could fitting ly  be 
addressed  on ly  and  exclusively  to  the  one h ea rt and

*  IH
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m ind o f perfect sy m p a th y ; as if  th e  prin ted  book, 
throw n a t large on the  w ide world, w ere certa in  to  
find ou t th e  divided segm ent o f  th e  w riter’s own 
nature , and  com plete his circle o f  ex istence  b y  b rin g 
ing  him  in to  com m union w ith it. I t  is scarcely 
decorous, however, to  speak  all, even w here we speak  
im personally . B ut, as th o u g h ts  are  frozen and  u tte r 
ance benum bed, unless the  speaker stand  in som e tru e  
relation  w ith his audience, it  m ay  be pardonab le  to  
im agine th a t a friend, a  k ind and  apprehensive, 
though  n o t the  closest friend, is listen ing  to  our t a l k ; 
and  then , a  native reserve being  thaw ed  by  th is 
genial consciousness, we m ay  p ra te  o f the  circum 
stances th a t  lie a round  us, and even o f  ourself, b u t 
still keep th e  inm ost M e behind  its veil. T o  th is 
ex ten t, and  w ith in  these  lim its, an au thor, m ethinks, 
m ay  be autobiographical, w ithou t v io lating  e ither the  
reader’s righ ts or his own.

I t  will be seen, likewise, th a t th is C ustom -H ouse  
sketch  has a certain  proprie ty , o f a  k ind  alw ays 
recognised in literature , as exp la in in g  how  a large 
portion  o f  th e  following pages cam e in to  m y pos
session, and  as offering proofs o f  th e  au th en tic ity  o f  a 
narra tive  therein  contained. This, in fact— a desire 
to  p u t m yself in m y tru e  position  as editor, or very  
little  more, o f the  m ost p ro lix  am ong the  ta les th a t 
m ake up m y volum e— this, and  no other, is m y  true  
reason for assum ing  a personal re la tion  w ith the  public. 
In  accom plishing th e  m ain  purpose, i t  has appeared  
allow able, b y  a few e x tra  touches, to  give a  fa in t re
presen ta tion  o f a m ode o f life no t heretofore described, 
to g e th er w ith  som e of the  characters th a t m ove in  it, 
am ong  whom  the  au th o r happened  to  m ake one.
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In  m y native tow n o f Salem , a t  the  head o f  w hat, 
h a lf a cen tu ry  ago, in th e  days o f  old K in g  D erby, 
was a  bustling  w harf—b u t w hich is now  burdened  
w ith  decayed  w ooden w arehouses, and  exh ib its  few or 
no sym ptom s o f com m ercial l i f e : excep t, perhaps, a 
bark  o r brig, half-w ay dow n its m elancholy  length , 
d ischarg ing  hides ; or, nearer a t  hand , a N ova S cotia  
schooner, p itch ing  ou t h er cargo o f  firewood— a t the 
head, I say, o f  th is d ilap idated  wharf, w hich th e  tide 
often overflows, and  a long  which, a t  th e  base and  in 
the rear o f  the  row  o f buildings, the  track  o f m any  
languid years is seen in a bo rder o f u n th rifty  grass—■ 
here, w ith a view from its fron t w indow s adow n th is 
no t very enlivening prospect, and thence across the  
harbour, s tands a  spacious edifice o f brick. F ro m  the  
loftiest po in t of its roof, d u ring  precisely th ree  and  a 
ha lf hours o f each forenoon, floats or droops, in 
breeze or calm , th e  b an n er o f the  re p u b lic ; b u t w ith 
the th irteen  stripes tu rn ed  vertically , instead  o f h o ri
zontally, and  thus ind ica ting  th a t a civil, and  no t a 
m ilitary, p ost o f  U ncle S am ’s goverm ent is here  
established. I ts  fron t is o rnam ented  w ith  a portico  
o f half-a-dozen w ooden pillars, sup p o rtin g  a balcony, 
beneath  w hich a  flight o f  w ide g ran ite  steps descends 
tow ards the  street. O ver the  en trance  hovers an 
enorm ous specim en o f th e  A m erican  eagle, w ith  
ou tspread  wings, a shield before h er breast, and, if 
I recollect aright, a bunch  o f in term ingled  th u n d er
bolts and barbed  arrow s in each claw. W ith  the 
custom ary  infirm ity  o f tem per th a t characterizes this 
u nhappy  fowl, she appears by  th e  fierceness o f  h er 
beak and eye, and  th e  general trucu lency  o f  her 
a ttitude , to  th rea ten  m ischief to  th e  inoffensive com 



IO THE SCARLET LETTER

m u n ity ; and  especially  to  w arn all citizens careful o f 
th e ir safety  again st in tru d in g  on the  prem ises w hich 
she overshadow s w ith  h er wings. N evertheless, 
v ixen ly  as she looks, m any  people are  seek ing  a t  th is 
very  m om ent to  shelter them selves un d er th e  w ing of 
th e  federal e a g le : im agining, I presum e, th a t  her 
bosom  has all th e  softness and  snugness o f an  eider
dow n pillow. B u t she has no  g re a t tenderness even in 
h er b est o f m oods, and, sooner o r la te r— oftener soon 
th a n  la te— is a p t to  fling off h er nestlings w ith  a 
scra tch  o f h er claw, a  d ab  o f h er beak, o r a  rank ling  
w ound from  h er barbed  arrows.

T h e  pavem ent round  ab o u t th e  above-described 
edifice— w hich we m ay as well nam e a t  once as the 
C ustom -H ouse  o f  the  p o rt— has grass enough  grow ing 
in its chinks to  show  th a t it has not, o f  la te  days, 
been w orn by  an y  m ultitud inous reso rt o f business. 
In  som e m on ths o f  the  year, however, there  often 
chances a  forenoon w hen affairs m ove onw ard w ith a 
livelier tread . Such occasions m igh t rem ind the 
elderly  citizen o f th a t period, before the  last w ar 
w ith  E ng land , w hen Salem  w as a p o rt b y  i ts e lf ; no t 
scorned, as she is now, b y  h er own m erchants and  
ship-ow ners, who perm it her w harves to  crum ble to  
ruin w hile th e ir ven tu res go to  swell, needlessly  and 
im perceptibly, the  m igh ty  flood o f com m erce a t  New  
Y ork  or Boston. O n som e such m orning, w hen th ree  
o r four vessels happen  to  have arrived a t  once—  
usually  from  A frica o r S o u th  A m erica—or to  be on 
th e  verge o f  th e ir d ep artu re  th itherw ard , there  is a 
sound of frequen t feet passing  b risk ly  u p  and  down 
th e  g ran ite  steps. H ere, before his own wife has 
gree ted  him , you m ay  g ree t th e  sea-flushed sh ip 
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m aster, ju s t  in port, w ith  his vessel’s papers u n d er his 
arm  in a  ta rn ished  tin  box . H ere, too, com es his 
owner, cheerful, som bre, gracious or in th e  sulks, 
accordingly  as his schem e o f th e  now  accom plished 
voyage has been realized in m erchandise th a t  will 
read ily  be tu rn ed  to  gold, o r has buried  him  un d er a 
bulk  o f  incom m odities such as nobody  will care to  
rid him  of. H ere, likew ise— th e  germ  o f th e  w rinkle- 
browed, griz7.1y-bearded, carew orn m erch an t— we 
have th e  sm art y oung  clerk, w ho gets  th e  tas te  of 
traffic as a  wolf-cub does o f blood, and  a lready  sends 
adventures in h is m aste r’s ships, w hen he had  b e tte r  
be sailing  m im ic boats upon a m ill-pond. A n o th e r 
figure in th e  scene is th e  ou tw ard-bound  sailor, in 
quest o f  a  p ro te c tio n ; or th e  recently  arrived  one, 
pale and  feeble, seek ing  a p asspo rt to  th e  hospital. 
N or m ust w e forget th e  cap ta ins o f  th e  ru s ty  little  
schooners th a t  b ring  firewood from th e  B ritish  p ro 
vinces : a rough-looking  se t o f  ta rpaulins, w ithou t 
the  alertness o f th e  Y ankee  aspect, b u t con tribu ting  
an item  o f no s ligh t im portance  to  o u r decaying  
trade.

C luster all these  individuals together, as th ey  
som etim es were, w ith  o ther m iscellaneous ones to  
diversify th e  group, and, for th e  tim e being, it  m ade 
the C ustom -H ouse a  s tirrin g  scene. M ore frequently , 
however, on ascending  the  steps, you would discern—  
in the  en try  if  it were sum m er tim e, o r in th e ir  ap 
p rop ria te  room s if  w in try  or inclem ent w eather— a 
row  o f venerable figures, s ittin g  in old-fashioned 
chairs, w hich w ere tipped  on th e ir h ind  legs back 
aga in st the  wall. O ften tim es th ey  w ere asleep, b u t 
occasionally  m igh t be heard  ta lk in g  together, in
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voices betw een a speech and  a  snore, and  w ith th a t 
lack  of energy  th a t d istinguishes the  occupants of 
alm s-houses, and  all o ther hum an beings who depend  
for subsistence on charity , on m onopolized labour, or 
an y th in g  else b u t th e ir own in d ependen t exertions. 
T hese  old gen tlem en— seated, like M atthew  a t  the  
receip t o f custom , b u t no t very  liable to  be sum 
m oned thence, like him , for apostolic e rrands— w ere 
C ustom -H ouse officers.

F u rtherm ore , on th e  left hand  as you en te r the  
fron t door, is a certain  room  or office, abou t fifteen 
feet square, and  o f a  lofty  height, w ith  tw o o f its 
arched  window s com m anding  a  view  o f th e  aforesaid 
d ilap idated  wharf, and the  th ird  looking across a 
narrow  lane, and a long  a portion  o f D erb y  S treet. 
A ll th ree  give glim pses o f th e  shops o f  grocers, block- 
m akers, slop-sellers, and  ship-chandlers, a round  the 
doors o f  w hich are  genera lly  to  be seen, laughing  and 
gossiping, clusters o f  old salts, and such o th e r wharf- 
ra ts  as h au n t th e  W ap p in g  o f a seaport. T h e  room  
itse lf is cobw ebbed, and  d ingy  w ith  old p a in t ; its 
floor is strew n w ith  g rey  sand, in a fashion th a t has 
elsew here fallen in to  long d isu se ; and  it is easy  to  
conclude, from  the  general slovenliness o f  the  place, 
th a t  th is  is a san c tu ary  in to  w hich w om ankind , w ith 
h er tools o f m agic, the  broom  and  m op, has very  in
frequent access. In  the  w ay o f furniture, there  is a 
stove w ith  a volum inous fu n n e l; an  old p ine desk  
w ith  a  th ree-legged  stool beside i t ; tw o or th ree  
w ooden-bottom  chairs, exceed ing ly  d ecrep it and 
infirm  ; an d — no t to  forget th e  lib rary— on som e 
shelves, a  score or tw o o f volum es o f th e  A c ts  o f C on
gress, and  a  bu lky  D igest o f  th e  R evenue Laws. A
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tin  pipe ascends th rough  the  ceiling, and  form s a 
m edium  o f vocal com m unication w ith  o ther p arts  o f 
the edifice. A n d  here, som e s ix  m onths ago— pacing 
from corner to  corner, o r lounging on the  long-legged 
stool, w ith  his elbow on th e  desk, and  his eyes 
w andering up  and  down the  colum ns o f the  m orning 
new spaper— you m igh t have recognised, honoured 
reader, the  sam e individual who w elcom ed you into 
his cheery  little  study, w here the  sunshine glim m ered 
so p leasan tly  th rough  the  willow branches on the 
w estern side o f the  O ld M anse. B u t now, should you 
go th ith e r to  seek him , you w ould inquire in vain for 
the Locofoco Surveyor. T h e  besom  o f reform  h a th  
sw ept him  ou t o f office, and a  w orthier successor 
wears his d ign ity  and  pockets his em olum ents.

T h is old tow n o f S alem — m y native place, though  
I have dw elt m uch aw ay from it bo th  in boyhood and  
m atu rer years— possesses, o r d id  possess, a hold on 
m y affection, the  force o f which I have never realized 
during  m y seasons o f actual residence here. Indeed , 
so far as its physical aspect is concerned, w ith its flat, 
unvaried surface, covered chiefly w ith w ooden houses, 
few or none o f  w hich p re tend  to  arch itec tu ra l beau ty  
— its irregularity , w hich is neither p icturesque nor 
quaint, bu t only  tam e— its long and  lazy  street, 
lounging w earisom ely th rough  th e  w hole e x te n t o f 
the  peninsula, w ith Gallows H ill and  N ew  G uinea a t  
one end, and a  view o f the  alm s-house a t the  o ther—  
such being  the  features o f m y  native town, it would 
be quite as reasonable to  form  a  sen tim ental a tta ch 
m ent to  a d isarranged  checker-board. A n d  y e t 
though  invariably  h app iest elsewhere, there  is w ithin 
me a feeling for O ld Salem , which, in lack o f  a  b e tte r
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phrase, I m ust be co n ten t to  call affection. T h e  
sen tim en t is p robab ly  assignable to  th e  deep  and  aged 
roo ts w hich m y  fam ily has stuck  in to  th e  soil. I t  is 
now  nearly  two cen turies and  a  q u a rte r since th e  
original B riton, th e  earliest em ig ran t o f m y  nam e, 
m ade his appearance  in th e  wild and  forest-bordered 
se ttlem en t w hich has since becom e a city. A n d  here 
h is descendan ts have been born  and  died, and  have 
m ingled th e ir  ea rth ly  substance w ith  th e  soil, un til no 
sm all portion  o f it m ust necessarily  be ak in  to  the  
m ortal fram e w herew ith, for a  little  while, I w alk the  
streets. In  p art, therefore, th e  a tta ch m en t which I 
speak  o f is th e  m ere sensuous sy m p a th y  o f  d u st for 
dust. F ew  o f m y coun trym en  can know  w hat it is ; 
nor, as frequent tran sp lan ta tio n  is perhaps b e tte r  for 
th e  stock, need th ey  consider it  desirable to  know.

B u t th e  sen tim en t has likew ise its m oral quality . 
T h e  figure o f  th a t  first ancestor, invested  by  fam ily 
trad itio n  w ith  a d im  and  dusk y  g randeur, w as p resen t 
to  m y  boyish  im agination as far back as I can re
m em ber. I t  still h au n ts  me, an d  induces a  so rt of 
hom e-feeling w ith  th e  past, w hich I scarcely  claim  in 
reference to  th e  p resen t phase o f  th e  tow n. I seem  
to  have a  stro n g er claim  to  a  residence here  on 
accoun t o f th is grave, bearded , sable-cloaked, and  
steeple-crow ned progen ito r— w ho cam e so early, w ith  
his B ible and  his sword, and  trode  the  unw orn s tree t 
w ith  such a s ta te ly  port, and  m ade so large a  figure, 
as a  m an o f w ar and  peace— a stronger claim  th an  
for myself, w hose nam e is seldom  heard  and  m y face 
ha rd ly  know n. H e  was a soldier, legislator, ju d g e  ; 
he was a  ru ler in th e  C hurch ; he  had  all the  
P u ritan ic  tra its, bo th  good and evil. H e  was
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likew ise a  b e tte r  p e rse c u to r ; as w itness th e  Q uakers, 
who have rem em bered  him  in th e ir h istories, and  
re la te  an  inc iden t o f h is h a rd  severity  tow ards a 
w om an o f the ir sect, w hich will last longer, it is to  be 
feared, th an  an y  record o f his b e tte r deeds, a lthough  
these  w ere m any. H is son, too, inherited  th e  
persecu ting  spirit, and  m ade h im self so conspicuous 
in the  m arty rdom  o f th e  witches, th a t  th e ir blood 
m ay  fairly  be said to  have left a  s ta in  upon him . So 
deep a  stain , indeed, th a t  his d ry  old bones, in th e  
C harte r-stree t burial-ground, m ust still re ta in  it, if  
th ey  have n o t crum bled u tte rly  to  d u s t ! I know  no t 
w hether these ancestors o f m ine beth o u g h t th em 
selves to  repent, and  ask  pardon  o f H eaven  for the ir 
c ru e ltie s ; o r w hether th ey  are  now  g roan ing  u n d er 
the heavy  consequences o f  them  in an o th er s ta te  of 
being. A t  all events, I, th e  p resen t w riter, as th e ir 
representative, hereby  tak e  sham e upon m yself for 
the ir sakes, and  p ray  th a t  an y  curse incurred  by  
them — as I have heard , and  as the  d reary  and  un- 
prosperous condition o f the  race, for m an y  a long 
year back, w ould argue to  ex is t— m ay be now  and 
henceforth  rem oved.

D oubtless, however, e ither of these stern  and 
black-brow ed P u ritan s  would have th o u g h t it qu ite  
a sufficient re tribu tion  for his sins th a t, a fte r so long 
a lapse o f  years, th e  old tru n k  o f th e  fam ily tree, 
w ith so m uch venerable m oss upon it, should  have 
borne, as its topm ost bough, an  id ler like myself. 
N o aim  th a t I have ever cherished would th ey  
recognise as la u d a b le ; no success o f m ine— if m y 
life, beyond its dom estic scope, h ad  ever been 
brigh tened  b y  success— w ould th ey  deem  otherw ise
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th an  w orthless, if  n o t positively  disgraceful. “ W h a t 
is he  ? ” m urm urs one g rey  shadow  o f m y  forefathers 
to  th e  o ther. “ A  w riter o f  sto ry  b o o k s ! W h a t 
k ind  o f business in life— w hat m ode o f  g lorify ing 
God, o r being  serviceable to  m ank ind  in his d ay  and  
genera tion— m ay th a t  be ? W hy, th e  degenerate  
fellow m igh t as well have been a  f id d le r! ” Such  are 
th e  com plim ents band ied  betw een m y g rea t g rand - 
sires and  myself, across the  g u lf o f t im e ! A n d  yet, 
le t them  scorn m e as th ey  will, s tro n g  tra its  o f  the ir 
na tu re  have in tertw ined  them selves w ith  mine.

P lan ted  deep, in the  tow n’s earliest infancy and  
childhood, by  these  tw o earnest and  energetic  men, 
th e  race has ever since subsisted  h e r e ; alw ays, too, 
in re sp e c ta b ility ; never, so far as I have know n, d is
graced  by  a single unw orthy  m e m b e r ; b u t seldom  or 
never, on th e  o th e r hand, after th e  first tw o genera
tions, perform ing  an y  m em orable deed, o r so m uch as 
p u ttin g  forw ard a claim  to  public notice. G radually , 
th ey  have sunk  alm ost ou t o f s ig h t ; as old houses, 
h ere  and  there  ab o u t the  streets, g e t covered half-w ay 
to  th e  eaves b y  th e  accum ulation  o f new soil. F rom  
fa ther to  son, for above a hundred  years, th ey  
followed the  s e a ; a  g rey-headed  shipm aster, in each 
generation , re tirin g  from the  q uarter-deck  to  the 
hom estead, w hile a  boy  o f fourteen took  the  
h e red ita ry  p lace before th e  m ast, confron ting  th e  sa lt 
sp ray  and  th e  gale w hich had  b lustered  aga in st his 
sire an d  grandsire. T h e  boy, also in due tim e, 
passed from  th e  forecastle to  th e  cabin, spen t a 
tem pestuous m anhood, and re tu rned  from  his w orld- 
w anderings, to  grow  old, an d  die, an d  m ingle his d ust 
w ith th e  n a ta l earth . T h is  long connex ion  o f  a



THE CUSTOM-HOUSE ‘7

fam ily w ith  one spot, as its place o f  b irth  and  burial, 
creates a  k ind red  betw een th e  hum an  being  and  the  
locality, qu ite  independen t o f an y  charm  in th e  
scenery  or m oral c ircum stances th a t  su rround  him . 
I t  is n o t love b u t instinct. T h e  new  in h ab itan t—  
who cam e h im self from  a  foreign land, or whose 
fa ther or g ran d fa th er cam e— has little  claim  to  be 
called a S a le m ite ; he has no conception o f the 
oyster-like ten ac ity  w ith w hich an old settler, over 
w hom  his th ird  cen tu ry  is creeping, clings to  th e  spo t 
where his successive genera tions have been em 
bedded. I t  is no m a tte r th a t th e  p lace is joy less for 
him  : th a t he is w eary  o f the  old w ooden houses, the  
m ud and  dust, th e  dead  level o f  site  and  sen tim ent, 
the  chill east wind, and  the  chillest of social a tm o 
spheres ;— all these, and  w hatever faults besides he 
m ay see or im agine, are  n o th in g  to  th e  purpose. 
T h e  spell survives, and  ju s t as pow erfully  as if the 
nata l sp o t w ere an ea rth ly  paradise. So has it been 
in m y case. I felt it  a lm ost as a  d estiny  to  m ake 
Salem  m y h o m e ; so th a t the  m ould  o f features and  
cast o f character w hich had  all a long  been fam iliar 
here— ever, as one rep resen tative o f the  race lay  
down in th e  grave, an o th er assum ing, as it  were, his 
sen try -m arch  a long  th e  m ain stree t— m ight still in 
m y little  day  be seen and  recognised in the  old town. 
N evertheless, th is  very  sen tim en t is an evidence th a t 
the  connexion, w hich has becom e an unhea lth y  one, 
should a t least be severed. H u m an  n a tu re  will no t 
flourish, an y  m ore th an  a po tato , if  it be p lan ted  and  
re-planted , for too  long  a  series o f  generations, in the  
sam e w orn-ou t soil. M y children have had  o ther 
b irth-places, and, so far as th e ir fortunes m ay  be
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w ithin  m y control, shall s trike  th e ir  roots in to  un
accustom ed earth .

O n em erg ing  from  th e  O ld  M anse, it w as chiefly 
th is strange, indolent, un joyous a ttach m en t for m y 
native tow n th a t b ro u g h t m e to  fill a place in U ncle 
S am ’s brick  edifice, w hen I m igh t as well, or be tter, 
have gone som ew here else. M y doom  was on me. 
I t  was no t th e  first tim e, no r th e  second, th a t I had  
gone aw ay— as it  seem ed, p erm anen tly— b u t y e t 
re turned , like the  bad  halfpenny, o r as if  S alem  w ere 
for me the  inevitable cen tre  o f  th e  universe. So, one 
fine m orn ing  I ascended  the  flight o f  g ran ite  steps, 
w ith  the  P resid en t’s com m ission in m y pocket, and  
w as in troduced  to  th e  corps o f gen tlem en  w ho w ere 
to  aid m e in m y  w eigh ty  responsib ility  as chief 
executive officer o f th e  C ustom -H ouse.

I dou b t g rea tly— or, ra ther, I do  no t d o u b t a t  all—  
w hether an y  public functionary  o f th e  U n ited  S ta tes, 
e ither in th e  civil or m ilita ry  line, has ever h ad  such 
a  p a tria rchal body  o f veterans under his o rders as 
myself. T h e  w hereabouts o f  th e  O ldest In h a b ita n t 
was a t  once se ttled  w hen I looked a t  them . F o r 
upw ards o f  tw en ty  years before th is epoch, th e  
in d ependen t position o f  the  C ollector h ad  k ep t the  
Salem  C ustom -H ouse  ou t o f the  w hirlpool o f  political 
vicissitude, w hich m akes th e  ten u re  o f  office generally  
so fragile. A  soldier— N ew  E n g lan d ’s m ost d is
tingu ished  soldier— he stood  firm ly on th e  pedestal 
o f  his g a llan t se rv ices ; and, h im self secure in the  
wise libera lity  o f  th e  successive adm in istra tions 
th ro u g h  w hich he had  held  office, he had  been the  
safety  o f  his subord inates in m any  an  hour o f danger 
and  heart-quake. G eneral M iller was rad ically  con
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servative : a m an over whose k ind ly  n a tu re  h ab it had  
no sligh t in fluence; a ttach in g  h im self s trong ly  to  
fam iliar faces, and  w ith difficulty m oved to  change, 
even w hen change m ig h t have b ro u g h t unquestion
able im provem ent. T hus, on tak in g  charge of m y  
departm en t, I found few b u t aged m en. T h e y  were 
ancien t sea-captains, for th e  m ost part, who, after 
being tossed on every  sea, and  stan d in g  up  stu rd ily  
against life’s tem pestuous b last, had  finally drifted  
into th is q u ie t nook, where, w ith little  to  d istu rb  
them , ex cep t th e  periodical terrors o f a  P residentia l 
election, th ey  one and  all acquired  a  new  lease o f 
existence. T ho u g h  by  no m eans less liable than  
their fellow-m en to  age and  infirm ity, th e y  had  
ev idently  som e ta lism an o r o ther th a t k ep t d eath  
a t bay. T w o or th ree  o f  th e ir num ber, as I was 
assured, being  gou ty  and  rheum atic, o r perhaps 
bed-ridden, never d ream ed  o f m ak ing  th e ir ap p ear
ance a t  the  C ustom -H ouse du ring  a large p a rt o f the 
y e a r ; but, a fter a  to rp id  w inter, w ould creep ou t in to  
the w arm  sunshine o f M ay or June, go lazily abou t 
w hat th ey  term ed  du ty , and, a t  th e ir own leisure and 
convenience, be take  them selves to  bed again. I 
m ust plead g u ilty  to  th e  charge o f abbrev ia ting  the  
official b rea th  o f  m ore th an  one o f these venerable 
servants o f  th e  republic. T h ey  w ere allowed, on m y 
representation, to  res t from  th e ir arduous labours, 
and soon afterw ards— as if th e ir  sole principle o f life 
had been zeal for th e ir  coun try ’s service— as I verily  
believe it was— w ithdrew  to a  b e tte r w orld. I t  is a 
pious consolation to  m e th a t, th rough  m y in te r
ference, a  sufficient space w as allow ed them  for 
repentance o f  the  evil and  co rrup t p ractices in to
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which, as a m a tte r  o f course, every  C ustom -H ouse 
officer m ust be supposed to  fall. N e ither the  fron t 
nor th e  back en trance  o f  th e  C ustom -H ouse  opens 
on the road to  Paradise.

T h e  g rea te r p a rt o f m y  officers w ere W higs. I t  
w as well for the ir venerab le  b ro therhood th a t th e  new 
S urveyor was n o t a  politician, and  th ough  a  faithful 
D em ocrat in principle, ne ither received nor held  his 
office w ith an y  reference to  political services. H a d  it 
been otherw ise— had an active politician been pu t 
in to  th is influential post, to  assum e the  easy  task  of 
m aking  head against a W hig  Collector, whose infir
m ities w ithheld him  from th e  personal adm in istra tion  
o f his office— hard ly  a  m an o f th e  old corps would 
have draw n the  b rea th  of official life w ith in  a  m on th  
after the  ex te rm in a tin g  angel h ad  com e up  the  
C ustom  - H ouse steps. A ccord ing  to  th e  received 
code in such m atters, it  would have been no th ing  
sh o rt o f du ty , in a politician, to  b ring  every  one of 
those w hite heads u n d er the  ax e  o f th e  guillotine. I t  
was plain enough  to  discern th a t th e  old fellows 
d readed  som e such d iscourtesy  a t  m y  hands. I t  
pained, and  a t  th e  sam e tim e am used me, to  behold 
th e  terro rs th a t a tten d ed  m y advent, to  see a fur
row ed cheek, w eather-beaten  b y  h a lf a cen tu ry  o f 
storm , tu rn  ashy  pale a t th e  g lance o f so harm less an 
individual as m yse lf; to  detect, as one or ano ther 
addressed  me, th e  trem or o f a  voice which, in long- 
p ast days, had  been w ont to  bellow th ro u g h  a 
speak ing-trum pet, hoarsely  enough to  frigh ten  Boreas 
h im self to  silence. T h ey  knew, these  excellen t old 
persons, th a t, by  all estab lished  rule— and, as re
g arded  som e o f them , w eighed b y  th e ir  own lack o f
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efficiency for business— th ey  ough t to  have given 
place to  younger m en, m ore o rthodox  in politics, and 
a ltoge ther fitter th an  them selves to  serve our com m on 
Uncle. I knew  it, too, b u t could never qu ite  find in 
m y h ea rt to  ac t upon th e  know ledge. M uch and  
deservedly  to  m y own discredit, therefore, and  con
siderab ly  to  the  d e trim en t o f  m y official conscience, 
th ey  continued, d u rin g  m y incum bency, to  creep 
about th e  wharves, and  loiter up  and  dow n the 
C ustom -H ouse steps. T h ey  sp en t a  good deal of 
tim e, also, asleep in the ir accustom ed corners, w ith 
the ir chairs tilted  back against th e  w a lls ; aw aking, 
however, once o r tw ice in th e  forenoon, to  bore one 
ano ther w ith  the  several thousan d th  repetition  o f old 
sea-stories and  m ou ldy  jokes, th a t  had  grow n to  be 
passw ords and  countersigns am ong them .

T h e  discovery  w as soon m ade, I im agine, th a t  th e  
new Surveyor h ad  no g rea t harm  in him . So, w ith 
lightsom e hearts  and  the  h ap p y  consciousness o f  
being usefully em ployed— in th e ir  own behalf, a t 
least, if  no t for our beloved coun try— these good old 
gentlem en w ent th rough  the  various form alities o f 
office. Sagaciously, u n d er th e ir  spectacles, d id  th ey  
peep in to  th e  holds o f vessels 1 M igh ty  w as the ir 
fuss abou t little  m atters, and  m arvellous, som etim es, 
the obtuseness th a t allowed g rea te r ones to  slip 
betw een th e ir  fingers! W henever such a  m ischance 
occurred— w hen a  w aggon-load o f  valuable m erchan
dise had  been sm uggled ashore, a t  noonday, perhaps, 
and d irectly  b eneath  th e ir unsuspicious noses—  
no th ing  could exceed  the  vigilapce and  alacrity  w ith 
which th ey  proceeded to  lock, and  double-lock, and  
secure w ith  tap e  and  sealing-w ax, all th e  avenues o f
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th e  d elinquen t vessel. In stead  o f a  reprim and for 
th e ir  previous negligence, th e  case seem ed ra th e r 
to  require an  eulogium  on th e ir p raisew orthy  caution 
after th e  m ischief had  h a p p e n e d ; a  gratefu l recog
nition  o f th e  p ro m ptitude  o f  th e ir  zeal th e  m om ent 
th a t  there  was no longer an y  rem edy.

U nless people are  m ore th an  com m only d isagree
able, it is m y  foolish h ab it to  con trac t a k indness for 
them . T h e  b e tte r  p a r t o f  m y  com panion’s character, 
if it  have a  b e tte r  part, is th a t  w hich usually  com es 
u pp erm o st in m y regard , and  form s th e  ty p e  w hereby 
I recognise th e  m an. A s  m ost o f  these  old Custom - 
H ouse officers had  good tra its, and  as m y  position  in 
reference to  them , being  pa te rn a l and  protective, was 
favourable to  th e  g row th  o f friendly  sen tim ents, I 
soon grew  to  like them  all. I t  w as p leasan t in the  
sum m er forenoons —  w hen th e  fervent heat, th a t 
a lm ost liquefied the  re s t o f  th e  hum an  fam ily, m erely  
com m unicated  a  genial w arm th  to  th e ir  h a lf  to rp id  
system s— it w as p leasan t to  h ear them  ch a ttin g  in the  
back en try , a row  o f them  all tipped  aga in st th e  wall, 
as u s u a l ; while th e  frozen w itticism s o f p ast genera
tions w ere thaw ed out, and  cam e b ubb ling  w ith 
laugh te r from  th e ir lips. E x te rn a lly , th e  jo llity  o f 
aged m en has m uch in com m on w ith  th e  m irth  o f 
c h ild re n ; the  intellect, an y  m ore th an  a  deep  sense 
o f  hum our, has little  to  do  w ith  th e  m a t te r ; it  is, 
w ith  both, a  gleam  th a t  p lays upon th e  surface, and  
im parts  a  su nny  and  cheery  aspect a like  to  th e  green  
branch  and  grey, m ouldering  trunk . In  one case, 
however, it is real su n sh in e ; in th e  o ther, it m ore 
resem bles th e  phosphorescen t glow o f decaying  
wood.



TH E CUSTOM-HOUSE *3

I t  would be sad  injustice, th e  reader m ust under
stand, to  rep resen t all m y  excellen t old friends as in 
th e ir dotage. In  th e  first place, m y  coadju tors were 
n o t invariably  o ld ; there  were m en am ong them  in 
their s tren g th  and  prim e, o f m arked  ab ility  and  
energy, and a ltoge ther superior to  th e  sluggish  and  
d ependen t m ode o f life on w hich the ir evil stars  had  
cast them . T hen , m oreover, th e  w hite locks o f age 
were som etim es found to  be the  th a tch  o f an  in tellec
tual ten em en t in good repair. B ut, as respects the  
m ajo rity  o f m y  corps o f veterans, there  will be no 
w rong done if  I characterize them  generally  as a se t 
o f w earisom e old souls, w ho had  ga thered  no th ing  
w orth preservation from  their varied experience o f 
life. T h e y  seem ed to  have flung aw ay all tire golden 
grain  o f p ractical w isdom , w hich th ey  had  enjoyed so 
m any opportun ities o f harvesting , and  m ost carefully  
to  have sto red  the ir m em ory w ith the  husks. T h ey  
spoke w ith  far m ore in te rest an d  unction  o f th e ir 
m orning’s breakfast, or yeste rd ay ’s, to -d ay ’s, or to 
m orrow ’s d inner, th an  o f th e  shipw reck o f forty  or 
fifty years ago, and  all th e  w orld’s w onders w hich 
they  had  w itnessed w ith  th e ir  youthfu l eyes.

T h e  fa ther o f the  C ustom -H ouse— the patriarch , 
no t only o f th is little  squad  o f officials, but, I am  
bold to  say, o f th e  respectab le  body  o f tide-w aiters 
all over th e  U n ited  S ta te s— was a  certa in  perm an en t 
Inspector. H e  m igh t tru ly  be term ed  a  leg itim ate  
son of the  revenue system , d yed  in the  wool, o r ra th e r 
born in the  p u rp le ; since his sire, a  R evo lu tionary  
colonel, and  form erly collector o f th e  port, had  
created  an  office for him , and  appo in ted  him  to  fill 
it, a t a  period o f the  early  ages w hich few liv ing m en



24 THE SCARLET LETTER

can now rem em ber. T h is  Inspecto r, w hen I first 
knew  him , was a m an o f fourscore years, or th ere 
abouts, and  certa in ly  one o f th e  m ost w onderful 
specim ens o f w inter-green th a t  you would be likely 
to  discover in a  lifetim e’s search. W ith  his florid 
cheek, his com pact figure sm artly  arrayed  in a 
b r ig h t-b u tto n e d  blue coat, his brisk  and  vigorous 
step, and  his hale and  h ea rty  aspect, a ltoge ther he 
seem qd— no t young, indeed— b u t a  kind o f new con
trivance o f M other N a tu re  in  th e  shape o f  m an, whom  
age and in firm ity  had  no business to  touch. H is 
voice and  laugh, w hich perp e tu a lly  re-echoed th rough  
th e  C ustom -H ouse, had  no th ing  o f the  trem ulous 
quaver and  cackle o f an  old m an’s u t te ra n c e ; they  
cam e s tru ttin g  ou t o f his lungs, like th e  crow o f a 
cock, or th e  b last o f  a clarion. L ook ing  a t  him  
m erely  as an  an im al— and th ere  w as very  little  else 
to  look a t— he was a  m ost satisfac to ry  object, from 
th e  tho rough  healthfu lness and  w holesom eness o f  his 
system , and  his capacity , a t  th a t ex trem e  age, to  
en joy  all, or nearly  all, th e  deligh ts w hich he had  
ever aim ed a t  or conceived of. T h e  careless security  
o f his life in th e  C ustom -H ouse, on a regu lar income, 
an d  w ith  b u t s ligh t an d  infrequen t apprehensions of 
rem oval, had  no do u b t con tribu ted  to  m ake tim e  pass 
ligh tly  over him. T h e  original and  m ore p o ten t 
causes, however, lay  in th e  rare  perfection of his 
anim al nature , th e  m odera te  p roportion  o f intellect, 
and  the  very  trifling a d m ix tu re  o f  m oral and  sp iritual 
in g re d ie n ts ; these la tte r  qualities, indeed, being  in 
bare ly  enough m easure to  keep the  old gen tlem an  
from  w alk ing  on all-fours. H e  possessed no pow er 
o f though t, no  d ep th  o f  feeling, no troublesom e sensi
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b ilitie s : noth ing , in short, b u t a  few com m onplace 
instincts, which, aided  by  th e  cheerful tem per w hich 
grew inevitab ly  ou t o f  his physical w ell-being, d id  
d u ty  very  respectab ly , and  to  general acceptance, in 
lieu o f  a  heart. H e  h ad  been the  husband  o f th ree  
wives, all long  since d e a d ; the  fa ther o f tw en ty  
children, m ost o f whom , a t  every  age o f childhood or 
m aturity , h ad  likew ise re tu rned  to  dust. H ere, one 
would suppose, m igh t have been sorrow  enough to  
im bue th e  sunn iest d isposition  th ro u g h  an d  th rough  
w ith a sable tinge. N o t so w ith  our old In sp ec to r! 
O ne brief sigh sufficed to  ca rry  off the  en tire  burden  
of these dism al rem iniscences. T h e  n e x t m om ent he 
was as read y  for sp o rt as an y  unbreeched  in fa n t: far 
readier th an  the  C ollector’s ju n io r clerk, who a t  n ine
teen years w as m uch th e  elder and  g raver m an o f 
the two.

I used to  w atch  and  s tu d y  th is pa triarchal person
age w ith, I th ink , livelier curiosity  th an  an y  o ther 
form o f h u m an ity  th ere  presen ted  to  m y  notice. H e  
was, in tru th , a ra re  p h en o m e n o n ; so perfect, in one 
poin t o f view ; so shallow, so delusive, so im palpable, 
such an  abso lu te  nonen tity , in every  o ther. M y con
clusion was th a t he  had  no soul, no heart, no m in d ; 
nothing, as I have a lread y  said, b u t instinc ts ; and  yet, 
withal, so cunn ing ly  h ad  the  few m ateria ls o f his 
character been p u t together, th a t th ere  w as no painful 
perception o f deficiency, but, on m y part, an en tire  
con ten tm ent w ith  w hat I found in him . I t  m ig h t be 
difficult— and  it w as so— to  conceive how  he  should  
ex is t hereafter, so ea rth ly  an d  sensuous did  he seem  ; 
bu t surely  h is ex istence  here, ad m ittin g  th a t  it w as to  
te rm inate  w ith  his last b reath , h ad  been no t unk ind ly
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given ; w ith  no h igher m oral responsibilities th an  the  
beasts o f th e  field, b u t w ith  a  la rger scope o f  en joy
m en t th an  theirs, and  w ith  all th e ir  blessed im m unity  
from  th e  dreariness and  duskiness o f  age.

O ne p o in t in w hich he h ad  vastly  the  advan tage  
over his four-footed b re th ren  w as his ab ility  to  recol
lec t th e  good d inners w hich it h ad  m ade no sm all 
portion  o f  th e  happ iness o f  his life to  eat. H is gour- 
m andism  was a h igh ly  agreeable  t r a i t ; and  to  hear 
h im  ta lk  o f  ro ast m ea t was as appetiz ing  as a  pickle or 
an  oyster. A s he  possessed no  h ig h er a ttr ib u te , and  
n e ither sacrificed no r v itia ted  an y  sp iritua l endow 
m en t b y  devo ting  all his energies and  ingenuities to  
subserve th e  d e ligh t and  profit o f his maw, it alw ays 
p leased  and  satisfied m e to  h ear him  ex p a tia te  on 
fish, poultry , and  b u tch er’s m eat, and  th e  m ost 
eligible m ethods o f  p rep arin g  them  for th e  table. 
H is rem iniscences o f  good cheer, how ever anc ien t the  
d a te  o f  th e  actual banquet, seem ed to  b rin g  the 
savour o f  p ig  o r tu rk ey  u n d er one’s very  nostrils. 
T h e re  w ere flavours on his p a la te  th a t  had  lingered 
th ere  n o t less th an  s ix ty  or seven ty  years, and  were 
still a p p a ren tly  as fresh as th a t o f  th e  m u tto n  chop 
w hich he  had  ju s t  devoured for his b reakfast. I have 
heard  h im  sm ack his lips over dinners, every  guest a t 
which, ex cep t him self, h ad  long been food for worms. 
I t  was m arvellous to  observe how  th e  ghosts o f  b y 
gone m eals w ere con tinually  rising  u p  before h im — 
n o t in anger or re tribu tion , b u t as if  g ratefu l for his 
form er appreciation , and  seek ing  to  rep u d ia te  an  en d 
less series o f  en joym ent, a t  once shadow y and  sensual. 
A  ten d er loin o f  beef, a  h in d -q u arte r o f  veal, a  spare- 
rib  o f pork, a particu la r chicken, or a  rem arkab ly
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praisew orthy tu rkey , w hich had  perhaps adorned his 
board in th e  days o f the  e lder A dam s, would be 
rem em bered ; while all th e  subsequen t experience of 
our race, and  all th e  events th a t  b righ tened  or 
darkened  his individual career, had gone over him  
w ith as little  perm an en t effect as th e  passing  breeze. 
T h e  chief trag ic  event o f the  old m an ’s life, so far as I 
could judge, was his m ishap w ith a certain  goose, 
which lived and  died som e tw en ty  or forty  years a g o : 
a goose o f m ost prom ising figure, b u t which, a t table, 
proved so invetera te ly  tough, th a t  th e  carving-knife 
would m ake no im pression on its carcase, and it  could 
only be divided w ith  an  ax e  and handsaw .

B ut it is tim e to  qu it th is  sketch  ; on which, how 
ever, I should  be g lad  to  dwell a t considerab ly  m ore 
length, because o f  all m en w hom  I have ever known, 
th is individual was fittest to  be a  C ustom -H ouse 
officer. M ost persons, ow ing to  causes w hich I m ay 
not have space to  h in t at, suffer m oral de trim en t from 
th is peculiar m ode o f life. T h e  old In specto r was 
incapable o f i t ; and, were he to  continue in office to  
the  end o f tim e, would be ju s t as good as he was 
then, and  sit dow n to d inner w ith ju s t as good an 
appetite.

T here  is one likeness, w ithou t w hich m y gallery  of 
C ustom -H ouse p o rtra its  would be strange ly  incom 
plete, b u t w hich m y com paratively  few opportun ities 
for observation enable m e to  sketch  only  in the  m erest 
outline. I t  is th a t o f th e  Collector, our ga llan t old 
General, who, after his b rillian t m ilita ry  service, sub 
sequently  to  w hich he h ad  ru led  over a  wild W estern  
territo ry , had  com e hither, tw en ty  years before, to  
spend the  decline of his varied and  honourable  life.
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T h e  brave sold ier had  a lready  num bered, n early  or 
quite, his three-score years and  ten, and  was pursu ing  
th e  rem ainder o f h is ea rth ly  m arch, burdened  w ith 
infirm ities w hich even th e  m artia l m usic o f  his own 
sp irit-s tirring  recollections could do little  tow ards 
lightening. T h e  step  was palsied now, th a t had  been 
forem ost in th e  charge. I t  was only  w ith th e  assist
ance o f a  servant, and  by  lean ing  his h and  heavily  on 
th e  iron balustrade, th a t he could slow ly and  painfu lly  
ascend th e  C ustom -H ouse  steps, and, w ith  a toilsom e 
progress across th e  floor, a tta in  his custom ary  chair 
beside th e  fireplace. T h e re  he used to  sit, gazing  
w ith  a som ew hat dim  seren ity  o f  aspect a t  the  figures 
th a t cam e and  w ent, am id th e  rustle  o f  papers, the  
adm in istering  o f oaths, th e  discussion o f business, and  
the casual ta lk  o f  the  office ; all w hich sounds and  
c ircum stances seem ed b u t ind istinc tly  to  im press his 
senses, and  h a rd ly  to  m ake th e ir w ay in to  his inner 
sphere o f contem plation . H is  countenance, in th is 
repose, w as m ild and  kindly . I f  his notice was 
sought, an expression  o f courtesy  and  in te rest g leam ed 
ou t upon his features, proving  th a t  th ere  was ligh t 
w ith in  him , and  th a t it w as on ly  th e  ou tw ard  m edium  
o f th e  in tellectual lam p  th a t  obstructed  th e  ray s in 
th e ir passage. T h e  closer you p en e tra ted  to  the  sub 
stance o f his m ind, th e  sounder it appeared . W hen  
no  longer called upon to  speak  or listen— either of 
w hich operations cost him  an ev iden t effort— his face 
w ould briefly  subside in to  its form er no t uncheerful 
qu ietude. I t  was no t painful to  behold  th is lo o k ; for, 
th o u g h  dim , it had  no t th e  im becility  o f  decay ing  age. 
T h e  fram ew ork o f his na tu re , o rig inally  s trong  and  
massive, was no t y e t crum pled  in to  ruin.
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T o  observe and  define his character, however, 
under such disadvantages, w as as difficult a task  as to  
trace ou t and  build  up  anew , in im agination, an  old 
fortress, like T iconderoga, from  a view o f its g rey  and 
broken ruins. H ere  and  there, perchance, the walls 
m ay rem ain  alm ost c o m p le te ; b u t elsew here m ay  be 
only a shapeless m ound, cum brous w ith  its very 
strength , and  overgrow n, th ro u g h  long years o f  peace 
and neglect, w ith  grass and  alien weeds.

N evertheless, looking a t  the  old w arrior w ith 
affection— for, sligh t as was the  com m unication 
betw een us, m y  feeling tow ards him , like th a t o f all 
bipeds an d  quad rupeds who knew  him , m igh t no t 
im properly  be term ed  so,— I could discern th e  m ain 
points o f his po rtra it. I t  was m arked  w ith th e  noble 
and heroic qualities w hich show ed it  to  be no t a  m ere 
accident, b u t o f good right, th a t  he h ad  won a 
d istinguished nam e. H is sp irit could never, I con
ceive, have been characterized b y  an uneasy  a c tiv i ty ; 
it m ust, a t an y  period o f  his life, have required  an 
im pulse to  se t him  in m o tio n ; b u t once stirred  up, 
w ith obstacles to  overcom e, and  an  adequate  object 
to  be atta ined , it w as no t in the  m an to  give ou t or 
fail. T h e  h ea t th a t had  form erly pervaded  his nature, 
and which was no t y e t ex tinc t, w as never o f  th e  k ind 
tha t flashes and  flickers in a b la z e ; b u t ra th e r a deep 
red glow, as of iron in a  furnace. W eigh t, solidity, 
firmness— this w as th e  expression  o f his repose, even 
in such decay  as had  crep t un tim ely  over him  a t  the 
period of w hich I speak. B u t I could im agine, even 
then, tha t, under som e ex c item en t w hich should go 
deeply into his consciousness— roused by  a tru m p et- 
peal, loud enough to  aw aken all o f  his energies th a t
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w ere n o t dead, b u t on ly  slum bering— he w as y e t 
capable  o f  flinging off his infirm ities like a  sick m an ’s 
gow n, d ro p p in g  th e  sta ff o f  age  to  seize a  ba ttle - 
svvord, and  s ta rtin g  up once m ore a  w arrior. A nd, in 
so in tense a  m om en t his dem eanour w ould have still 
been calm . S uch  an  exh ib ition , however, w as b u t to  
be p ictured  in fa n c y ; n o t to  be an tic ipated , nor 
•desired. W h a t I saw in h im — as ev iden tly  as the  
indestructib le  ram p arts  o f  O ld  T iconderoga, a lready  
cited  as th e  m ost ap p ro p ria te  sim ile— w as th e  features 
-of stubborn  and  ponderous endurance, w hich m igh t 
well have am ounted  to  obstinacy  in his earlier d a y s ; 
-of in teg rity , tha t, like m ost o f  h is o th e r endow m ents, 
lay  in a som ew hat heavy  m ass, and  was ju s t as 
unm alleab le  o r unm anageab le  as a  ton  o f iron o r e ; 
and  of benevolence which, fiercely as he led th e  
bayonets on a t C hippew a o r F o r t  Erie, I tak e  to  be of 
q u ite  as genuine a s tam p  as w hat actuates an y  or all 
th e  polem ical ph ilan th rop ists  o f th e  age. H e  had 
slain  m en w ith  his own hand, for au g h t 1 know —  
certain ly , th ey  had  fallen like blades o f  g rass a t  the  
sw eep  o f  th e  scy the  before th e  charge to  w hich his 
sp ir it im parted  its tr iu m p h an t energy— but, be th a t 
a s  it m ight, th ere  w as never in his h ea rt so m uch 
c ruelty  as would have brushed  th e  dow n off a b u tte r
fly’s wing. I have n o t know n th e  m an to  w hose 
in n a te  k indliness I w ould m ore confidently  m ake an 
ap p ea l.

M any characteristics— and  those, too, w hich con
tr ib u te  n o t the  least forcibly to  im p art resem blance in 
a  sketch— m ust have vanished, o r been obscured, 
before I m e t th e  G eneral. A ll m erely  graceful a ttr i
b u te s  a re  usually  th e  m ost e v a n escen t; no r does
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nature  adorn  th e  hum an  ruin  w ith  blossom s o f new 
beauty, th a t have the ir roo ts and  p roper n u trim en t 
only in the  chinks and  crevices of decay, as she sows 
wall-flowers over the  ru ined  fortress o f T iconderoga, 
Still, even in respect o f grace and  beauty , th ere  were 
points well w orth  noting. A  ray  o f hum our, now and  
then, would m ake its w ay th rough  th e  veil o f  dim  
obstruction, and  glim m er p leasan tly  upon our faces. 
A  tra it o f native elegance, seldom  seen in the  m ascu
line character after childhood or early  youth , was 
shown in th e  G eneral’s fondness for th e  sigh t and  
fragrance o f flowers. A n  old sold ier m igh t be sup 
posed to  prize only  th e  bloody laurel on his b ro w ; 
bu t here was one w ho seem ed to  have a  y o u n g  g irl’s 
appreciation  o f  the  floral tribe.

There , beside th e  fireplace, the  brave old G eneral 
used to  s i t ; while th e  Surveyor— though  seldom , w hen 
it could be avoided, tak in g  upon h im self the  difficult 
task  o f engag ing  him  in conversation— w as fond o f 
standing  a t a distance, and  w atch ing  his qu ie t and  
alm ost slum berous countenance. H e  seem ed aw ay 
from us, a lthough  we saw him  b u t a few yards o ff ; 
rem ote, though we passed close beside his ch a ir ; 
unattainable, though  we m igh t have s tre tched  forth  our 
hands and  touched his own. I t  m igh t be th a t he lived 
a more real life w ithin his th ough ts th an  am id the 
unappropriate  environm ent o f  the  C ollector’s office 
T he evolutions o f th e  p a ra d e ; th e  tu m u lt o f  th e  
b a t t le ; the  flourish o f  old heroic music, heard  th ir ty  
years before— such scenes and  sounds, perhaps, w ere 
all alive before his intellectual sense. M eanw hile, th e  
m erchants and  ship-m asters, th e  spruce clerks and  
uncouth sailors, en tered  and  departed  ; the  bustle  of

B 1,2
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th is com m ercial and  C ustom -H ouse  life k e p t up  its 
little  m urm ur round  abou t him  ; an d  n e ith e r w ith  the  
m en nor th e ir  affairs d id  th e  G eneral ap p ea r to  sustain 
the  m ost d is tan t relation. H e  was as m uch ou t of 
place as an  old sw ord— now rusty , bu t w hich had  
flashed once in the  b a ttle ’s front, and  show ed still a 
b rig h t gleam  a long  its b lade—-would have been am ong  
th e  inkstands, paper-folders, and  m ahogany  ru lers on 
th e  D ep u ty  C ollector’s desk.

T h ere  w as one th in g  th a t  m uch aided m e in 
renew ing  and  re -creating  th e  s ta lw art so ld ier of 
th e  N iagara  fron tier— th e  m an o f tru e  and  sim ple 
energy. I t  was th e  recollection o f those m em orable 
w ords o f h is— “ I ’11 try , S i r ! ”— spoken on th e  very  
verge o f a  d espera te  and  heroic en terprise , and 
b rea th in g  the  soul and  sp irit o f  N ew  E n g lan d  h a rd i
hood, com prehend ing  all perils, and  encoun tering  all. 
If, in our coun try , valour w ere rew arded by  heraldic 
honour, th is  phrase—which it seem s so easy  to  speak, 
b u t w hich on ly  he, w ith  such a  task  o f d an g er and  glory 
before him , has ever spoken— w ould be the  best and  
fittest o f all m ottoes for th e  G eneral’s shield  o f  arm s.

I t  con tribu tes g rea tly  tow ards a m an ’s m oral and 
in tellectual h ea lth  to  be b ro u g h t in to  hab its  o f com 
pan ionsh ip  w ith  individuals unlike himself, w ho care 
little  for h is pursuits, and  w hose sphere  an d  abilities 
he  m ust go ou t o f  h im se lf to  appreciate. T he 
accidents o f  m y  life have often afforded m e this 
advantage, b u t never w ith  m ore fulness and  variety  
th a n  d u ring  m y con tinuance in office. T h e re  was 
one m an, especially, th e  observation o f whose 
charac ter gave m e a new  idea o f  ta len t. H is gifts 
w ere em phatica lly  those  o f  a  m an o f  b u s in ess ;
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prom pt, acute, c le a r-m in d ed ; w ith  an  eye th a t  saw 
th rough  all perp lex ities, and  a  faculty  o f  a rran g em en t 
th a t m ade th em  vanish  as b y  th e  w aving o f an
enchan te r’s wand. B red u p  from  boyhood in the
C ustom -H ouse, i t  was his p roper field o f  a c t iv i ty ; 
and the  m any  in tricacies o f business, so harassing  to  
the  in terloper, p resen ted  them selves before h im  w ith 
the  regu la rity  o f  a perfectly  com prehended  system . 
In  m y  contem plation, he stood  as th e  ideal o f his 
class. H e  was, indeed, th e  C ustom -H ouse  in him self; 
or, a t  all events, th e  m ainspring  th a t k ep t its
variously revolving wheels in m otion ; for, in an
institu tion  like this, w here its officers are  appo in ted  
to  subserve th e ir own profit and  convenience, and  
seldom  w ith  a lead ing  reference to  th e ir fitness for 
the d u ty  to  be perform ed, th ey  m ust perforce seek 
elsewhere the  d e x te rity  w hich is no t in them . T hus, 
by  an inevitable necessity, as a  m agnet a ttrac ts  steel- 
filings, so did our m an o f business draw  to  h im self 
the difficulties w hich everybody  m et w ith. W ith  an 
easy condescension, and  k ind forbearance tow ards 
our s tu p id ity — which, to  his o rd er o f  m ind, m ust 
have seem ed little  sho rt o f crim e— would he fo rth 
with, b y  th e  m erest touch  o f h is finger, m ake the  
incom prehensible as clear as day ligh t. T h e  m er
chants valued him  no t less th an  we, his esoteric 
friends. H is in teg rity  was p e rfe c t; it  was a law  o f 
nature  w ith  him , ra th e r th an  a  choice or a  p rin c ip le ; 
nor can it be otherw ise th an  the  m ain condition o f an 
in tellect so rem arkab ly  clear and  accurate  as his to  
be honest and  regu lar in th e  adm in istra tion  o f  affairs. 
A  stain  on his conscience, as to  an y th in g  th a t cam e 
w ithin th e  range of his vocation, would trouble  such
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a m an very  m uch in th e  sam e way, th ough  to  a far 
g rea te r degree, th an  an erro r in th e  balance o f an 
account, or an  ink-b lo t on th e  fair page o f a  book 
o f  record. H ere, in a  w ord— and it is a rare  instance 
in m y  life— I had  m et w ith  a person thorough ly  
ad ap ted  to  th e  situation  w hich he held.

Such  w ere som e o f th e  people w ith  w hom  I now 
found m yself connected. I took  it in good part, a t 
th e  hands o f  P rovidence, th a t  I w as th row n in to  a 
position so little  akin  to  m y p ast hab its  ; an d  set 
m yself seriously to  g a th e r from  it w hatever profit 
w as to  be had. A fte r m y  fellowship of toil and  
im practicab le  schem es w ith th e  d ream y  b re th ren  of 
B rook  F arm  ; a fter living for th ree  years w ithin the 
sub tle  influence o f  an  in te llec t like E m erso n ’s ; after 
those wild, free days on th e  A ssabeth , indulg ing  
fan tastic  speculations, beside our fire o f fallen boughs, 
w ith  E lle ry  C h a n n in g ; after ta lk in g  w ith  T horeau  
abou t p ine-trees and  Ind ian  relics in his herm itage  
a t  W ald en  ; a fter grow ing  fastidious by  sy m p ath y  
w ith the  classic refinem ent o f  P lilla rd ’s c u ltu re ; after 
becom ing im bued  w ith poetic  sen tim en t a t  L o n g 
fellow’s h earth sto n e— it was tim e, a t  length , th a t  I 
should exercise  o th e r faculties o f  m y  natu re , and 
nourish  m yself w ith food for w hich I had  h ith erto  
had  little  appetite . E ven  th e  old In sp ec to r was 
desirable, as a  change o f  diet, to  a  m an w ho had 
know n A lcott. I looked upon it  as an  evidence, in 
som e m easure, o f a system  n a tu ra lly  well balanced, 
and  lack ing  no essential p a r t  o f a  thorough  organiza
tion, th a t, w ith  such associates to  rem em ber, I could 
m ingle a t  once w ith  m en o f a lto g e th e r different 
qualities, and  never m urm ur a t  th e  change.



THE CUSTOM-HOUSE 35

L ite ra tu re , its exertions and  objects, w ere now  of 
little  m om ent in m y  regard . I cared no t a t  this 
period for books ; th e y  w ere a p a rt from me. N atu re  
— ex cep t it were hum an  na tu re— th e  n a tu re  th a t  is 
developed in ea rth  and  sky, was, in one sense, h idden  
from m e ; and  all th e  im aginative d e ligh t w herew ith 
it h ad  been spiritualized passed aw ay ou t o f m y 
m ind. A  gift, a faculty, if it  had  no t been departed , 
was suspended  and  inan im ate  w ithin me. T h ere  
would have  been som eth ing  sad, u n u tte rab ly  dreary , 
in all this, had  I no t been conscious th a t it lay  a t  m y 
own option  to  recall w hatever was valuable  in the  
past. I t  m igh t be true, indeed, th a t  th is  was a  life 
which could not, w ith im punity , be lived too  lo n g ; 
else, it m igh t m ake m e p erm anen tly  o th e r th an  I had  
been, w ithou t transfo rm ing  m e in to  an y  shape w hich 
it would be w orth  m y  while to  take. B u t I never 
considered it  as o ther th an  a  tran s ito ry  life. T h ere  
was alw ays a prophetic  instinct, a low w hisper in m y 
ear, th a t  w ith in  no  long  period, and  w henever a new 
change o f custom  should be essential to  m y good, 
change w ould come.

M eanwhile, th ere  I was, a Surveyor o f  the  R evenue, 
and, so far as I have been able to  understand , as 
good a Surveyor as need be, A  m an o f thought, 
fancy, and  sensib ility  (had  he ten  tim es th e  S u r
veyor’s p roportion  o f  those qualities), m ay, a t  an y  
time, be a  m an o f affairs, if  he will only  choose to  
give h im self th e  trouble. M y fellow-officers, an d  the  
m erchants and  sea-captains w ith w hom  m y official 
duties b ro u g h t m e in to  an y  m anner o f  connection, 
viewed m e in no o th e r light, and  probab ly  knew  m e 
in  no o ther character. N one o f them , I presum e, had
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ever read  a page c f  m y  inditing , o r w ould have cared 
a  fig the  m ore for m e if th ey  had  read  them  a l l ; nor 
would it  have m ended the  m atte r, in the  least, had  
those sam e unprofitable pages been w ritten  w ith 
a  pen like th a t o f B urns o r o f  Chaucer, each o f whom  
was a C ustom -H ouse officer in his day, as well as 
I. I t  is a  good lesson— though  it m ay  often be a 
hard  one— for a m an who has dream ed o f lite ra ry  
fame, and  o f  m ak ing  for h im self a ran k  am ong the  
w orld’s d ign itaries b y  such m eans, to  step  aside ou t 
of th e  narrow  circle in w hich his claim s are 
recognized and  to  find how  u tte rly  devoid of signifi
cance, beyond  th a t  circle, is all th a t  he achieves, and  
all he aim s at. I know  no t th a t I especially  needed 
th e  lesson, e ither in th e  w ay  o f w arn ing  or r e b u k e ; 
b u t a t  an y  rate, I learned  it  thorough ly  : nor, it gives 
m e p leasure to  reflect, d id  the  tru th , as it cam e hom e 
to  m y perception , ever cost m e a  pang, o r require  to  
be throw n off in a sigh. In  the  w ay o f lite ra ry  talk , 
it  is true, the  N aval Officer— an excellen t fellow, who 
cam e in to  th e  office w ith  me, and  w ent ou t only  a 
little  la te r— would often engage m e in a discussion 
ab o u t one or the  o th e r o f  his favourite topics, 
N apoleon or Shakespeare. T h e  C ollector’s jun io r 
clerk, too— a y o u n g  gen tlem an  who, it was w hispered, 
occasionally  covered a  shee t o f U ncle S am ’s le tte r- 
pap er w ith w hat (a t th e  d istance o f a  few yards) 
looked very  m uch like poetry— used now  and  then  
to  speak  to  m e o f books, as m atte rs  w ith  w hich I 
m igh t possibly be co n v ersan t T h is  was m y all of 
le tte red  in te rco u rse ; an d  it w as qu ite  sufficient for 
m y necessities.

N o  longer seek ing  or caring  th a t m y  nam e should
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be blazoned abroad  on title-pages, I sm iled to  th in k  
th a t it had  now an o th er k ind o f vogue. T h e  C ustom - 
H ouse m arker im prin ted  it, w ith  a  stencil and  black 
paint, on pepper-bags, and  baskets o f anatto , and 
cigar-boxes, and  bales o f all k inds o f  du tiab le  m er
chandise, in testim ony  th a t these com m odities had  
paid the  im post, and  gone regu larly  th ro u g h  the 
office. B orne on such queer vehicle o f  fame, a know 
ledge o f m y  existence, so fa r  as a  n a m e  co n v ey s i t ,  
was carried w here it had  never been before, and, I 
hope, will never go again.

B ut the  p ast was no t dead. O nce in a  g rea t while, 
the though ts th a t  had  seem ed so vital and  so active, 
y e t had  been p u t to  rest so quietly , revived again. 
O ne o f th e  m ost rem arkable  occasions, w hen th e  hab it 
o f bygone days aw oke in me, was th a t w hich brings 
it  w ithin the  law of lite ra ry  p rop rie ty  to  offer the  
public th e  sketch  which I am  now w riting.

In  th e  second sto rey  o f th e  C ustom -H ouse there  
is a large room , in which the  brick-w ork and  naked  
rafters have never been covered w ith panelling  and  
plaster. T h e  edifice—originally  projected  on a  scale 
adapted  to  the  old com m ercial en terp rise  o f th e  port, 
and w ith an idea of subsequen t p rosperity  destined 
never to  be realized—contains far m ore space th an  
its occupants know  w h a t to  do with. T h is  a iry  hall, 
therefore, over the  C ollector’s apartm en ts, rem ains 
unfinished to  th is  day, and, in sp ite  o f  th e  aged 
cobwebs th a t festoon its d u sky  beam s, appears still 
to  aw ait the  labour o f  the  carpen ter and  m ason. 
A t one end o f the  room , in a recess, w ere a  num ber 
o f barrels piled one upon another, contain ing  bund les 
o f official docum ents. L a rg e  quan tities o f  sim ilai
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rubbish  lay  lum bering  th e  floor. I t  w as sorrowful 
to  th in k  how  m any  days, an d  weeks, and  m onths, 
and  years o f toil had  been w asted  on these m usty  
papers, w hich w ere now  on ly  an encum brance on 
earth , and  w ere h idden  aw ay in th is forgotten  corner, 
never m ore to  be g lanced  a t by  hum an  eyes. B u t 
then , w hat ream s o f o ther m anuscrip ts— filled, no t 
w ith  the  du lness o f official form alities, b u t w ith  the 
th o u g h t o f  inventive brains and  the  rich effusion of 
deep  h ea rts— h ad  gone equally  to  o b liv io n ; and  tha t, 
m oreover, w ithou t serving a  purpose in the ir day, as 
these h ea p e d -u p  papers had, an d — saddest o f all—  
w ithou t purchasing  for th e ir  w riters th e  com fortable 
livelihood w hich the  clerks o f  th e  C ustom -H ouse had  
gained b y  these w orthless scratch ings o f th e  pen ! 
Y e t n o t a lto g e th er w orthless, perhaps, as m aterials 
of local h istory . H ere, no doub t, sta tis tics o f  the  
form er com m erce o f Salem  m igh t be discovered, and 
m em orials o f  h er princely  m erch an ts— old K in g  
D erb y — old B illy G ray —old S im on F o rreste r— and 
m any  an o th er m agnate  in his day, w hose pow dered 
head , however, w as scarcely in th e  to m b  before his 
m ountain  pile o f w ealth  began to  dw indle. T h e  
founders o f the  g rea te r p a r t o f  the  fam ilies w hich 
now com pose th e  aristocracy  o f Salem  m igh t here 
be traced, from  th e  p e tty  and  obscure beginnings of 
th e ir traffic, a t  periods genera lly  m uch posterior to 
th e  R evolution, upw ard to  w hat the ir children look 
upon  as long-established rank.

P rio r to  th e  R evolu tion  th ere  is a  d ea rth  of 
re c o rd s ; the  earlier docum ents and  archives o f the 
C ustom -H ouse having, probably , been carried  off to 
H alifax , w hen all the  k ing’s officials accom panied
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th e  B ritish  a rm y  in its flight from  B oston. I t  has 
often  been a  m a tte r o f  reg re t w ith  m e ; for, going  
back, perhaps, to  th e  clays o f the P ro tecto rate , those 
papers m ust have con tained  m any  references to  for
g o tten  or rem em bered  m en, and  to  an tique  custom s, 
w hich w ould have affected m e w ith  th e  sam e pleasure 
as w hen I used to  pick up  In d ian  arrow -heads in the 
field near th e  O ld M anse.

B ut, one idle and  ra iny  day, it was m y  fortune to  
m ake a discovery o f som e little  interest. P ok ing  
and  burrow ing in to  th e  h e ap ed -u p  rubbish  in the  
corner, unfolding one and  ano ther docum ent, and  
read ing  the  nam es o f vessels th a t  had  long ago 
foundered a t  sea or ro tted  a t the  wharves, and  those 
o f m erchants never heard  o f now  on 'C hange, nor 
very read ily  decipherab le  on the ir m ossy tom bstones; 
glancing a t  such m atte rs  w ith  th e  saddened, weary, 
half-re luctan t in te rest w hich we bestow  on th e  corpse 
o f dead  ac tiv ity— and  ex ertin g  m y  fancy, sluggish  
w ith little  use, to  raise up  from  these  d ry  bones an  
im age o f  the  old tow n’s b rig h te r aspect, when Ind ia  
was a new  region, and  only  Salem  knew  the  w ay 
th ith e r —  I chanced to  lay  m y h and  on a  sm all 
package, carefully  done up in a  piece o f ancien t 
yellow  parchm ent. T h is  envelope had  the  a ir  o f an 
official record o f  som e period long past, w hen clerks 
engrossed th e ir stiff and  form al ch irography  on m ore 
substantial m aterials th an  a t  present. T h ere  was 
som ething abou t it th a t quickened an instinctive 
curiosity, and  m ade m e undo th e  faded red tape  
th a t tied  up  th e  package, w ith th e  sense th a t a 
treasure w ould here  be b rough t to  light. U nbend
ing th e  rigid folds of th e  parchm ent cover, I found
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it to  be a com m ission, under the h and  and  seal o f 
G overnor Shirley, in favour o f one Jo n a th an  Pue, 
as Surveyor of H is M ajesty ’s C ustom s for the  P o rt 
o f Salem , in the  Province of M assachusetts Bay. 
I rem em bered  to  have read  (p robab ly  in F e lt’s 
“ A nnals ”) a notice o f the  decease o f  Mr. S urveyor 
Pue, abou t fourscore years a g o ; and  likewise, in a 
new spaper o f recen t tim es, an account o f th e  d igg ing  
up  o f his rem ains in th e  little  g raveyard  o f S t. P e te r’s 
Church, d u rin g  the  renew al o f th a t edifice. N oth ing , 
if I righ tly  call to  m ind, was left o f  m y  respected 
predecessor, save an im perfect skeleton, and  som e 
fragm ents o f apparel, and a  w ig o f m ajestic  frizzle, 
which, unlike th e  head th a t it  once adorned , was in 
very  satisfactory  preservation. B ut, on exam in ing  
the  papers w hich th e  p archm en t com m ission served 
to  envelop, I found m ore traces o f Mr. P ue’s m ental 
part, and  the  in ternal operations o f his head, th an  
the frizzled w ig had  contained  o f the  venerab le  skull 
itself.

T h e y  w ere docum ents, in short, n o t official, b u t o f 
a p rivate  na tu re , or, a t least, w ritten  in his p rivate 
capacity , and  ap p aren tly  w ith his own hand. I 
could account for the ir being included in th e  heap  
o f C ustom -H ouse lum ber on ly  by  the  fact th a t Mr. 
P u e’s dea th  h ad  happened  suddenly , and  th a t these 
papers, w hich he p robab ly  k ep t in his official desk, 
had  never com e to  the  know ledge o f his heirs, or 
w ere supposed to  re la te  to  th e  business o f  the 
revenue. O n th e  transfer of the  archives to  H alifax , 
th is  package, proving to  be o f  no public concern, 
w as left behind, and  had  rem ained  ever since un 
opened.
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T h e  ancien t S urveyor— being  little  m olested, I 
suppose, a t  th a t early  d a y  w ith business p e rta in ing  
to  his office— seem s to  have devoted  som e o f his 
m any  leisure hours to  researches as a  local an ti
quarian , and  o th e r inquisitions o f  a  sim ilar nature. 
T hese supplied  m ateria l for p e tty  ac tiv ity  to  a  m ind 
th a t would otherw ise have been ea ten  up  w ith  r u s t  
A  portion  o f h is facts, by -the-by , d id  m e good 
service in th e  p repara tion  o f th e  artic le  en titled  
“ M a i n  S t r e e t ,”  included in th e  p resen t volume. 
T h e  rem ainder m ay  perhaps be applied  to  purposes 
equally  valuable  hereafter, or n o t im possibly  m ay  be 
w orked up, so far as th e y  go, in to  a  regu lar h isto ry  
o f Salem , should m y  veneration  for th e  n a ta l soil 
ever im pel m e to  so pious a  task. M eanw hile, th ey  
shall be a t  the  com m and o f an y  gentlem an, inclined 
and  com peten t, to  tak e  th e  unprofitable labour off 
m y  hands. A s a  final d isposition  I contem pla te  
depositing  them  w ith  the  E ssex  H isto rical Society.

B u t the  ob jec t th a t m ost drew  m y a tten tio n  to  the  
m ysterious package was a certa in  affair o f fine red  
cloth, m uch worn and  faded. T h e re  w ere traces 
abou t it o f  gold em broidery , which, however, was 
g rea tly  frayed and  defaced, so th a t  none, o r very  
little, o f th e  g litte r was left. I t  had  been w rought, 
as was easy  to  perceive, w ith  w onderful skill o f 
n eed lew o rk ; and th e  stitch  (as I am  assured b y  
ladies conversan t w ith  such m ysteries) gives evidence 
o f a now forgotten  art, n o t to  be discovered even by  
the process o f p ick ing  ou t th e  th reads. T h is  rag  of 
scarlet clo th— for tim e, and  wear, and  a sacrilegious 
m oth  had  reduced it to  little  o th e r th an  a  rag— on 
careful exam ination , assum ed th e  shape  o f  a  letter.
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I t  was th e  cap ita l le tte r  A . B y  an accurate  m easure
m ent, each lim b proved to  be precisely  th ree  inches 
and  a  q u arte r in length . I t  had  been in tended, 
th ere  could be no  doubt, as an  o rnam enta l a rtic le  of 
d r e s s ; b u t how  i t  was to  be worn, o r w hat rank, 
honour, and  dignity , in b y -past tim es, w ere signified 
by  it, w as a ridd le  w hich (so evanescent are  the  
fashions o f th e  w orld in these  particu lars) I saw  little  
hope o f solving. A n d  y e t it s tran g e ly  in terested  
me. M y eyes fastened  them selves upon th e  old 
scarle t letter, an d  w ould no t be tu rn ed  aside. 
C erta in ly  th ere  was som e deep  m ean ing  in it  m ost 
w orthy  o f  in terp re ta tion , and  which, as it were, 
s tream ed  fo rth  from  th e  m ystic  sym bol, su b tly  com 
m unicating  itse lf to  m y  sensibilities, b u t evad ing  th e  
analysis o f m y  m ind.

W hen  thus perp lex ed — and  cogitating , am ong 
o th e r hypotheses, w hether th e  le tte r m igh t n o t have 
been one o f those decorations w hich th e  w hite m en 
used to  contrive in o rder to  tak e  th e  eyes o f Ind ians 
— I happened  to  place it on m y breast. I t  seem ed 
to  m e— th e  reader m ay  smile, b u t m ust n o t doub t 
m y  w ord— it seem ed to  me, then , th a t  I experienced  
a  sensation  no t a lto g e th er physical, y e t a lm ost so, as 
o f  b u rn in g  heat, an d  as if  th e  le tte r w ere n o t o f  red  
cloth, b u t red -ho t iron. I shuddered , and  involun
ta rily  le t it  fall upon  th e  floor.

In  th e  absorb ing  con tem pla tion  o f  th e  scarle t 
le tter, I had  h ith e rto  neglected  to  ex am in e  a  sm all 
roll o f d in g y  paper, a round  w hich it  had  been 
tw isted . T h is  I now  opened, an d  had  th e  satisfac
tion  to  find recorded b y  th e  old S urveyor’s pen, 
a  reasonably  com plete  ex p lan a tio n  o f  th e  w hole
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affair. T h e re  w ere several foolscap sheets, con ta in 
ing m any  particu lars respecting  th e  life and  conver
sation o f one H este r P rynne, w ho appeared  to  have 
been ra th e r a  no tew orthy  personage in the  view  o f 
our ancestors. S he had  flourished d u rin g  the  period 
betw een th e  early  days o f M assachusetts and  the 
close o f th e  seven teen th  century . A ged  persons, 
alive in the  tim e o f M r. S urveyor Pue, and  from 
w hose oral testim o n y  he h ad  m ade up  his narrative, 
rem em bered  her, in th e ir  youth , as a v e ry  old, b u t 
no t d ecrep it w om an, o f a s ta te ly  and  solem n aspect. 
I t  had  been h er habit, from  an alm ost im m em orial 
date, to  go abou t the  coun try  as a k ind  o f vo lun tary  
nurse, and  do ing  w hatever m iscellaneous good she 
m ig h t ; tak in g  upon herself, likewise, to  give advice 
in all m atters, especially  those o f th e  heart, b y  w hich 
m eans— as a  person o f such  propensities inev itab ly  
m ust— she gained  from  m any  people th e  reverence 
due to  an  angel, but, I should im agine, was looked 
upon b y  o thers as an in tru d er and  a  nuisance. P ry 
ing fu rther in to  th e  m anuscrip t, I found th e  record o f 
o ther doings and  sufferings o f  th is  singu lar w om an, 
for m ost o f w hich th e  reader is referred  to  th e  sto ry  
en titled  “ T h e  S c a r l e t  L e t t e r ” ; and  it  should  
be borne carefully  in m ind th a t  th e  m ain facts o f th a t 
sto ry  are au thorized  and  au then tica ted  by  th e  docu
m ent o f Mr. Surveyor Pue. T h e  original papers( 
toge ther w ith  th e  scarle t le tte r itse lf—a m ost curious 
relic— are still in m y  possession, and  shall be freely 
exh ib ited  to  whom soever, induced b y  th e  g rea t 
in terest o f th e  narrative, m ay  desire a  s igh t o f  them .
I m ust no t be understood  as affirm ing th a t, in the  
dressing up o f  the  tale, and  im agin ing  the  m otives
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and  m odes o f  passion th a t  influenced th e  characters 
w ho figure in it, I have invariab ly  confined m yself 
w ith in  th e  lim its o f th e  old S u rveyor’s half-a-dozen 
sheets o f foolscap. O n th e  con trary , I have allow ed 
m yself, as to  such points, nearly , o r a ltogether, as 
m uch license as if  th e  facts h ad  been en tire ly  o f m y 
own invention. W h a t I con tend  for is the  a u th e n 
tic ity  o f th e  outline.

T h is  inc iden t recalled m y m ind, in som e degree, 
to  its old track . T h e re  seem ed to  be here  th e  
ground-w ork  o f  a  tale. I t  im pressed m e as if  the  
ancien t Surveyor, in h is garb  o f  a  hu n d red  years 
gone by, and  w earing his im m ortal w ig— w hich was 
buried  w ith  him , b u t d id  n o t perish  in th e  grave—  
h ad  m et m e in the  deserted  cham ber o f th e  C ustom - 
H ouse. In  his p o rt was th e  d ig n ity  o f  one w ho had  
borne H is M ajesty ’s com m ission, an d  w ho was th e re 
fore illum inated  by  a  ray  o f the  sp lendour th a t shone 
so dazzling ly  abou t th e  th rone. H ow  unlike a la s ! 
th e  h angdog  look o f a  republican  official, who, as the  
se rvan t o f th e  people, feels h im self less th an  the  
least, and  below th e  low est o f his m asters. W ith  his 
own ghostly  hand , th e  obscurely  seen, b u t m ajestic, 
figure had  im parted  to  m e the  scarle t sym bol and  th e  
little  roll o f  ex p lan a to ry  m anuscrip t. W ith  his own 
g hostly  voice he  h ad  ex h o rted  me, on th e  sacred 
consideration  o f m y  filial d u ty  and  reverence tow ards 
h im — w ho m igh t reasonably  regard  h im self as m y 
official ancestor— to  b ring  h is m ouldy  an d  m oth- 
ea ten  lucubrations before th e  public. “ D o  th is,” 
said th e  ghost o f  M r. S urveyor Pue, em phatica lly  
nodd ing  th e  head  th a t looked so im posing  w ith in  its 
m em orable w ig ; “ do  this, and  th e  profit shall be all
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your own ! Y ou will sh o rtly  need i t ; for it  is n o t in 
y o u r days as it  was in m ine, when a m an’s office was 
a life-lease, and  often tim es an heirloom . B u t 1 
charge you, in th is m a tte r  o f old M istress P rynne, 
give to  your predecessor’s m em ory  th e  cred it which 
will be righ tfu lly  d u e ! ” A n d  I said  to  th e  ghost of 
Mr. S urveyor P ue— “ I w il l! ”

O n H este r P ry n n e ’s story , therefore, I bestow ed 
m uch though t. I t  w as th e  sub jec t o f  m y m editations 
for m a n y  an hour, w hile pacing  to  and  fro across m y 
room, or traversing, w ith  a hundredfo ld  repetition , 
the  long  e x te n t from  the  fron t door o f  the  C ustom  - 
H ouse to  th e  side en trance, and  back  again. G reat 
were th e  w eariness and  annoyance o f  th e  old 
In specto r and  th e  W eighers and  G augers, w hose 
slum bers were d istu rbed  b y  th e  unm ercifully  
leng thened  tram p  o f m y passing  and  re tu rn in g  
footsteps. R em em bering  th e ir  own form er habits, 
th ey  used to  say  th a t  th e  Surveyor was w alk ing  the 
quarter-deck . T h e y  p robab ly  fancied th a t m y  sole 
ob ject— and, indeed, th e  sole ob jec t for w hich a sane 
m an could ever p u t h im self in to  vo lu n ta ry  m otion— 
was to  g e t an ap p e tite  for d inner. A nd, to  say  the  
tru th , an  appetite , sharpened  b y  th e  ea s t w ind th a t 
generally  blew  a long  th e  passage, was th e  only  
valuable resu lt o f  so m uch indefatigable  exercise. 
So little  ad ap ted  is th e  a tm osphere  o f  a C ustom 
house to  the  delicate harvest o f  fancy an d  sensibility , 
tha t, had  I rem ained  th ere  th ro u g h  ten  Presidencies 
y e t to  come, I d o u b t w hether th e  ta le  o f  “ T h e  
S carle t L e tte r  ” w ould ever have been b ro u g h t before 
the  public eye. M y im ag ination  was a tarn ished  
m irror. I t  w ould no t reflect, or on ly  w ith m iserable
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dim ness, th e  figures w ith  w hich I did m y  b es t to  
people i t  T h e  characters o f  th e  narra tive  w ould no t 
be w arm ed and  rendered  m alleable by  an y  h ea t th a t 
I could k indle  a t  m y  in tellectual forge. T h e y  w ould 
ta k e  n e ither th e  glow o f passion no r the  tenderness 
o f sen tim ent, b u t re ta ined  all th e  rig id ity  o f  dead 
corpses, and sta red  m e in th e  face w ith  a fixed and  
g h astly  g rin  o f con tem ptuous defiance. “ W h a t have 
you  to  do w ith  u s ? ” th a t expression  seem ed to  say. 
“ T h e  little  pow er you m igh t have once possessed 
over th e  trib e  o f  unrealities is gone 1 Y ou have 
b arte red  it  for a  p ittan ce  o f  the  public gold. Go, 
then , and  earn  yo u r w ages 1 ” In  short, th e  a lm ost 
to rp id  crea tu res o f  m y own fancy tw itted  m e w ith  
im becility , and  n o t w ithou t fair occasion.

I t  was n o t m erely  d u ring  th e  th ree  hours and  a 
h a lf  w hich U ncle S am  claim ed as his share  o f  m y 
daily  life th a t  th is w retched num bness held  possession 
o f  me. I t  w en t w ith m e on m y  sea-shore w alks and  
ram bles in to  th e  country, w henever— w hich was 
seldom  and  re luc tan tly— I bestirred  m yself to  seek 
th a t  inv igorating  charm  o f N a tu re  w hich used to  give 
m e such freshness and  ac tiv ity  o f though t, the  m om ent 
th a t  I s tepped  across th e  th reshold  o f th e  O ld  M anse. 
T h e  sam e torpor, as regarded  th e  capacity  for in te l
lectual effort, accom panied m e hom e, and  w eighed 
upon m e in th e  cham ber w hich I m ost absurd ly  
te rm ed  m y study. N o r d id  it  q u it m e when, la te  a t  
n ight, I sa t in th e  deserted  parlour, ligh ted  on ly  by 
th e  g lim m ering  coal-fire and  the  m oon, striv ing  to  
p ictu re  fo rth  im ag inary  scenes, which, the  n e x t day, 
m igh t flow o u t on th e  b rig h ten in g  page in  m any- 
hued  description.
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I f  th e  im aginative facu lty  refused to  ac t a t  such 
an hour, it  m igh t well be deem ed a hopeless case. 
M oonlight, in a fam iliar room , falling so w hite upon 
the  carpet, and  show ing all its figures so d is tinc tly—■ 
m ak in g  every  ob ject so m inu te ly  visible, y e t so unlike 
a m orning  or noontide v isib ility— is a  m edium  th e  
m ost su itab le  for a  rom ance-w riter to  g e t acquain ted  
w ith his illusive guests. T h ere  is th e  little  dom estic  
scenery  o f th e  w ell-know n a p a r tm e n t; th e  chairs, 
w ith each its separa te  in d iv id u a lity ; th e  cen tre-tab le , 
sustain ing  a w ork-basket, a  volum e o r two, and  an 
ex tingu ished  la m p ; the  s o fa ; the  b o o k -case ; th e  
picture on th e  w all— all these  details, so com pletely  
seen, are  so spiritualised  by  the  unusual light, th a t 
th ey  seem  to  lose th e ir  actual substance, and  becom e 
th ings o f  in te lle c t N o th in g  is too  sm all o r too  
trifling to  undergo  th is change, and  acquire d ig n ity  
thereby. A  child’s s h o e ; the  doll, seated  in h e r little  
w icker c a r r ia g e ; the  hobby-horse— w hatever, in a 
word, has been used or p layed  w ith  d u rin g  the  d ay  
is now invested  w ith  a  q u a lity  o f strangeness and  
rem oteness, though  still a lm ost as vividly p resen t as 
by  dayligh t. Thus, therefore, the  floor o f ou r fam iliar 
room has becom e a neu tra l territo ry , som ew here 
betw een th e  real w orld and  fairy-land, w here the  
A ctual and  th e  Im ag in a ry  m ay m eet, and  each im bue 
itself w ith  th e  n a tu re  o f th e  other. G hosts m igh t 
en ter here w ithou t ■ affrighting us. I t  would be too  
much in keep ing  w ith  the  scene to  excite  surprise, 
were we to  look ab o u t us and  discover a form, 
beloved, bu t gone hence, now  s ittin g  qu ie tly  in a 
streak o f th is  m agic m oonshine, w ith  an  aspect th a t 
would m ake us dou b t w hether it  had  re tu rned
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from  afar, o r had  never once stirred  from our 
fireside.

T h e  som ew hat dim  coal - fire has an  essential 
influence in p roducing  the  effect which I would 
describe. I t  throw s its unobtrusive tinge  th ro u g h o u t 
th e  room , w ith  a  fa in t ruddiness upon th e  walls and 
ceiling, and  a  reflected gleam  upon th e  polish o f the  
furniture. T h is w arm er lig h t m ingles itse lf w ith the 
cold sp iritua lity  o f  th e  m oon-beam s, an d  com m uni
cates, as it were, a h ea rt and  sensibilities of hum an 
tenderness to  th e  form s w hich fancy sum m ons up. 
I t  converts th em  from snow -im ages in to  m en and 
w omen. G lancing a t the  looking-glass, we behold—  
deep  w ithin  its h au n ted  verge— th e  sm ouldering  glow 
o f th e  half-ex tingu ished  an th racite , th e  w hite m oon
beam s on th e  floor, and  a repetition  o f all th e  gleam  
an d  shadow  o f the  picture, w ith  one rem ove fu rther 
from  th e  actual, and  nearer to  th e  im aginative. T hen , 
a t  such an hour, and  w ith  th is  scene before him, 
if  a  m an, s ittin g  all alone, canno t d ream  strange 
th ings, and  m ake them  look like tru th , he need never 
try  to  w rite  rom ances.

But, for myself, d u ring  th e  w hole o f m y  C ustom - 
H o u se  experience, m oonligh t and  sunshine, and  the 
glow o f firelight, w ere ju s t a like  in m y  re g a rd ; and 
neither o f  them  was o f one w hit m ore avail than  the 
tw inkle  o f  a  tallow -candle. A n  en tire  class o f sus
ceptibilities, an d  a g ift connected  w ith  th em — of no 
g rea t richness o r value, b u t th e  best I h ad — was gone 
from  me.

I t  is m y belief, however, th a t  h ad  I a ttem p ted  a 
d ifferent o rd er o f com position, m y  faculties w ould not 
have been found so pointless and  inefficacious. I
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m ight, for instance, have con ten ted  m yse lf w ith  
w riting  ou t th e  narratives o f  a  veteran  shipm aster, 
one of th e  Inspectors, w hom  I should be m ost u n 
grateful no t to  m ention, since scarcely a  d ay  passed 
th a t he  d id  no t s tir  me to  laugh ter and  adm iration  
by  his m arvellous gifts as a story-teller. Could I 
have preserved the  p icturesque force o f his sty le, and  
the hum ourous colouring w hich na tu re  tau g h t him  
how to th row  over his descriptions, the  result, I hon
estly  believe, w ould have been som eth ing  new  in 
literature. O r I m ig h t read ily  have found a m ore 
serious task. I t  was a  folly, w ith  the  m ateria lity  o f 
th is daily  life pressing  so in trusively  upon me, to  
a ttem p t to  fling m yself back in to  an o th e r age, or to  
insist on c rea ting  th e  sem blance o f a  w orld ou t o f 
airy  m atter, when, a t  every  m om ent, th e  im palpable 
beau ty  o f m y soap-bubble was broken  by  th e  rude 
contact o f  som e actual circum stance. T h e  wiser 
effort w ould have been to  diffuse th o u g h t and 
im agination th ro u g h  the  opaque substance o f to-day, 
and thus to  m ake it a b rig h t tran sp aren cy  ; to  
sp iritualise th e  burden  th a t  began  to  w eigh so 
heavily ; to  seek, resolutely, th e  tru e  and  inde
structib le value th a t  lay  h idden  in th e  p e tty  and 
wearisom e incidents, and  o rd inary  characters w ith 
which I was now  conversant. T h e  fau lt was mine. 
T h e  page o f life th a t  was sp read  ou t before me 
seem ed dull and  com m onplace only  because I had 
no t fathom ed its deeper im port. A  be tte r book th an  
I shall ever w rite  w as there  ; leaf after leaf p resen ting  
itself to  me, ju s t  as it  w as w ritten  ou t by  th e  rea lity  
o f the  flitting  hour, and  vanish ing  as fast as w ritten , 
only because m y brain w anted  th e  insight, and  m y
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hand  th e  cunning, to  transcribe it. A t  som e fu tu re  
day, it  m ay be, I shall rem em ber a  few scattered  
fragm ents and  broken  paragraphs, and  w rite them  
down, and  find th e  le tte rs  tu rn  to  gold upon th e  page.

T hese  perceptions had  com e too late. A t  the  
instan t, I was only  conscious th a t  w hat would have 
been a  p leasure  once was now  a  hopeless toil. T h ere  
w as no occasion to  m ake m uch m oan abou t th is s ta te  
o f affairs. I  had  ceased to  be a w riter o f to lerab ly  
p oor ta les and  essays, and  had becom e a to lerab ly  
good S urveyor o f  th e  Custom s. T h a t was all. But, 
nevertheless, it is a n y th in g  b u t agreeable to  be 
h au n ted  b y  a suspicion th a t  one’s in te llec t is dw indling  
aw ay, or exhaling , w ithou t yo u r consciousness, like 
e th e r ou t o f a p h ia l ; so tha t, a t  every  glance, you find 
a  sm aller and  less vo latile  residuum . O f  th e  fact 
th ere  could be no d o u b t ; and, ex am in in g  m yself and  
others, I was led to  conclusions, in reference to  the  
effect o f public office on the  character, n o t very  
favourable to  the  m ode o f life in question. In  som e 
o ther form, perhaps, I m ay  hereafter develop these 
effects. Suffice it  here  to  say  th a t  a  C ustom -H ouse 
officer o f  long  continuance can h a rd ly  be a  very 
p raisew orthy  or respectab le  personage, for m any  
re a so n s ; one o f them , the  tenu re  by  w hich he  holds 
his situation , and  another, th e  very  n a tu re  o f his 
business, w hich— though, I trust, an  honest one— is o f 
such a  so rt th a t he does n o t share  in th e  un ited  effort 
o f  m ankind.

A n effect— w hich I believe to  be observable, m ore 
or less, in every  individual w ho has occupied the  
position— is, th a t w hile he leans on the  m ig h ty  arm  o f 
th e  R epublic, h is own p roper s tren g th  d ep arts  from
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him . H e  loses, in an  e x te n t p roportioned  to  th e  
w eakness or force o f h is orig inal nature , th e  capab ility  
o f self-support. I f  he possesses an  unusual share of 
na tive  energy, o r th e  enerva ting  m agic o f  place do no t 
opera te  too long upon him , his forfeited pow ers m ay 
be redeem able. T h e  ejected  officer— fortunate  in the  
u nk ind ly  shove th a t  sends h im  forth  betim es, to  
strugg le  am id a s tru gg ling  w orld— m ay re tu rn  to  
himself, and  becom e all th a t he  has ever been. B u t 
th is seldom  happens. H e  usually  keeps his g round 
ju s t long  enough for his own ruin, and is then  th ru s t 
out, w ith  sinews all unstrung , to  to tte r  a long  the  
difficult foo tpath  o f  life as he  best m ay. Conscious 
of his own infirm ity— th a t his tem pered  steel and 
elastic ity  a re  lost— he for ever afterw ards looks w ist
fully abou t him  in quest o f  sup p o rt ex te rn a l to  
himself. H is pervad ing  and  continual hope— a hallu 
cination, which, in th e  face o f all d iscouragem ent, and 
m aking  ligh t o f im possibilities, h au n ts  him  w hile he 
lives, and, I fancy, like th e  convulsive th roes o f the 
cholera, to rm en ts  him  for a b rie f space after dea th —  
is, th a t finally, and  in no long time,' by  som e h ap p y  
coincidence o f circum stances, he shall be restored  to  
office. T h is  faith, m ore th an  a n y th in g  else, steals the  
p ith  and  availab ility  ou t o f w hatever en terp rise  he 
m ay dream  o f undertak ing . W h y  should he  to il and  
moil, and  be a t so m uch troub le  to  pick  h im self up 
out o f th e  m ud, when, in a little  w hile hence, the  
strong arm  o f his U ncle  will raise and  su p p o rt him  ? 
W hy  should he  w ork for his living here, o r go to  d ig  
gold in California, w hen he is so soon to  be m ade 
happy, a t  m o n th ly  intervals, w ith a  little  pile o f 
g litte ring  coin ou t of his U ncle’s p ocket?  I t  is sad ly
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curious to  observe how  sligh t a ta s te  o f  office suffices 
to  infect a  poor fellow w ith  th is singu lar disease. 
U ncle S am ’s gold— m eaning  no d isrespect to  the  
w orthy  old gen tlem an— has, in th is respect, a  q u a lity  
o f  en ch an tm en t like th a t  o f  th e  devil’s wages. W h o 
ever touches it should  look well to  him self, o r he m ay 
find the  bargain  to  go h a rd  against him , involving, if 
n o t his soul, y e t  m any  of its b e tte r  a t tr ib u te s ; its 
s tu rd y  force, its courage and  constancy, its tru th , its 
self-reliance, an d  all th a t gives th e  em phasis to  m an ly  
character.

H ere  w as a  fine prospect in th e  d istance ! N o t th a t 
th e  S urveyor b rough t the  lesson hom e to  him self, or 
ad m itted  th a t he could be so u tte rly  undone, e ith er by 
continuance in office or e jectm ent. Y e t m y  reflections 
were n o t th e  m ost com fortable. I  began  to  grow  
m elancholy  and  restless ; con tinually  p ry in g  in to  m y 
m ind, to  discover w hich o f its poor p roperties were 
gone, and  w hat degree o f  d e trim en t h ad  a lready  
accrued to  the  rem ainder. I endeavoured to  calculate 
how  m uch longer I could s tay  in th e  C ustom -H ouse, 
and  y e t go forth  a m an. T o  confess th e  tru th , it  was 
m y  g rea test apprehension— as it  w ould never be a 
m easure o f policy to  tu rn  ou t so qu ie t an  individual 
as m y se lf ; and  it being  h a rd ly  in th e  n a tu re  o f  a 
public officer to  resign— it was m y chief trouble, 
therefore, th a t  I w as likely  to  grow  grey  and  decrep it 
in th e  Surveyorship , and  becom e m uch such ano ther 
an im al as th e  old Inspector. M igh t it not, in the  
ted ious lapse o f  official life th a t  lay  before me, finally 
be w ith m e as it was w ith  th is venerab le  friend— to 
m ake th e  d inner-hour th e  nucleus o f the  day, an d  to  
spend  the  rest o f it, as an  old dog  spends it, asleep in
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th e  sunshine or in the  shade ? A  d reary  look-forw ard, 
this, for a m an w ho felt it to  be th e  best definition of 
happiness to  live th ro u g h o u t th e  w hole range o f his 
faculties an d  sen s ib ilitie s! B ut, all th is while, I was 
giving m yself very  unnecessary  alarm . Providence 
had  m ed ita ted  b e tte r  th ings for m e th an  I could 
possibly im agine for myself.

A  rem arkab le  even t o f the  th ird  y ea r o f  m y  Sur- 
veyorsh ip— to ad o p t th e  tone  o f “ P .P .”— was the 
election o f G eneral T ay lo r to  th e  Presidency. I t  is 
essential, in o rder to  a  com plete  estim ate  o f the 
advan tages o f  official life, to  view the  incum ben t a t 
the  in-com ing o f a hostile  adm inistra tion . H is position 
is then  one o f the  m ost s ingularly  irksom e, and, in 
every contingency, d isagreeable, th a t a  w retched 
m ortal can possib ly  o c c u p y ; w ith  seldom  an a lte rn a
tive o f  good on e ither hand, a lthough  w hat presen ts 
itself to  him  as th e  w orst even t m ay  very  p robab ly  be 
the best. B u t it  is a  s tran g e  experience, to  a m an of 
pride and  sensibility , to  know  th a t  his in terests are 
w ithin th e  con tro l o f  individuals w ho neither love nor 
understand  him , an d  by  whom , since one o r th e  o ther 
m ust needs happen , he  w ould ra th e r be in jured than  
obliged. S trange, too, for one w ho has k ep t his 
calm ness th ro u g h o u t th e  contest, to  observe the  
bloodthirstiness th a t  is developed in th e  h ou r o f 
trium ph, an d  to  be conscious th a t  he is h im self am ong 
its o b je c ts ! T h e re  are few uglier tra its  o f hum an 
natu re  th a n  th is  tendency— which I now  w itnessed in 
men no worse th an  th e ir neighbours— to  grow  cruel, 
m erely because th ey  possessed th e  pow er o f  inflicting 
harm. If  th e  guillotine, as applied  to  office-holders, 
were a literal fact, instead  o f one o f th e  m ost a p t o f
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m etaphors, it is m y  sincere belief th a t the  active 
m em bers of th e  victorious p a rty  w ere sufficiently 
exc ited  to  have chopped  off all our heads, an d  have 
th an k ed  H eaven  for the  o p p o rtu n ity ! I t  appears to  
m e— w ho have been a calm  and  curious observer, as 
well in v ic tory  as defeat— th a t th is fierce and  b itte r 
sp irit of m alice and  revenge has never d istinguished  
th e  m any  trium phs of m y  own p a rty  as it now did  
th a t  o f the  W higs. T h e  D em ocrats tak e  the  offices, 
as a  general rule, because th ey  need them , and  because 
th e  practice  o f  m any  years has m ade it the  law  of 
political w arfare, which, unless a different system  be 
proclaim ed, it was w eakness and  cow ardice to  m urm ur 
at. B u t the  long  h ab it o f v ic to ry  has m ade them  
generous. T h e y  know  how  to  spare  w hen th ey  see 
occasion ; and  w hen th ey  strike, the  ax e  m ay  be sharp  
indeed, bu t its edge is seldom  poisoned w ith  ill-w ill; 
nor is it th e ir custom  ignom iniously  to  kick th e  head  
w hich th ey  have ju s t s truck  off.

In  short, unp leasan t as was m y predicam ent, a t 
best, I saw  m uch reason to  congra tu la te  m yself th a t 
I was on th e  losing side ra th e r than  the  tr iu m p h an t 
one. If, heretofore, I had been none o f the  w arm est 
o f  partisans, I began now, a t th is season o f  peril and  
adversity , to  be p re tty  acu te ly  sensible w ith  which 
p a rty  m y  predilections l a y ; nor was it w ithout som e
th in g  like regre t and  sham e that, accord ing  to  a 
reasonable calculation o f chances, I saw m y own 
p rospect o f re ta in ing  office to  be b e tte r  than  those 
o f  m y  dem ocratic  breth ren . B u t who can see an  inch 
in to  fu tu rity  beyond his nose? M y own head  was 
th e  first th a t fell 1

T h e  m om ent when a  m an’s head d rops off is
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seldom  or never, I am  inclined to  th ink , precisely the  
m ost ag reeab le  o f his life. N evertheless, like the  
g rea te r p a r t  o f  our m isfortunes, even so serious 
a  contingency  brings its rem edy  and  consolation w ith 
it, if th e  sufferer will b u t m ake th e  b est ra th e r th an  
the  worst, o f  th e  acciden t w hich has befallen him. 
In  m y particu la r case th e  consolatory  topics w ere 
close a t  hand, and, indeed, h ad  suggested  them selves 
to  m y m ed ita tions a  considerable tim e  before it  was 
requisite  to  use them . In  view o f m y previous w eari
ness o f office, and  vague th o u g h ts  o f  resignation , m y  
fortune som ew hat resem bled th a t  o f  a  person who 
should en te rta in  an idea o f com m itting  suicide, and 
a lthough  beyond his hopes, m eet w ith  th e  good hap  
to  be m urdered. In  th e  C ustom -H ouse, as before in 
the O ld M anse, I h ad  spen t th ree  years— a term  long 
enough to  res t a  w eary  brain  : long  enough  to  b reak  
off old in tellectual hab its, and  m ake room  for new 
o n e s : long enough, and  too long, to  have lived in an 
u n na tu ra l s ta te , do ing  w hat was really  o f  no 
advan tage n o r de ligh t to  an y  hum an  being, and  
w ithholding m yself from  toil th a t  would, a t  least, 
have stilled  an  unqu ie t im pulse in me. T hen , m ore
over, as regarded  his uncerem onious e jectm ent, the 
late Surveyor w as no t a ltoge ther ill-pleased to  be 
recognised by  th e  W higs as an  e n e m y ; since his 
inactiv ity  in political affairs— his tendency  to  roam , 
a t will, in th a t  broad  and  qu ie t field w here all m an 
kind m ay  m eet, ra th e r  th an  confine h im self to  those 
narrow  pa th s  w here b re th ren  o f th e  sam e household  
m ust diverge from  one an o th er —  h ad  som etim es 
m ade it questionab le  w ith  h is b ro th er D em ocrats 
w hether he w as a  friend. Now, after h e  had  won the
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crow n o f m arty rd o m  (though  w ith no longer a head 
to  w ear it  on), th e  p o in t m igh t be looked upon as 
settled . F inally , little  heroic as he was, it  seem ed 
m ore decorous to  be overthrow n in th e  dow nfall o f 
th e  p a rty  w ith  w hich h e  h ad  been co n ten t to  stan d  
th an  to rem ain  a  forlorn survivor, when so m any  
w orth ier m en w ere fa llin g : and  a t  last, a fter sub 
sisting  for four years on th e  m ercy o f a  hostile  
adm in istra tion , to  be com pelled then  to  define his 
position  anew, and  claim  th e  y e t m ore hum ilia ting  
m ercy o f  a  friendly  one.

M eanw hile, th e  press had  taken  up  m y affair, and  
k ep t m e for a  w eek o r tw o careering  th ro u g h  the  
public p rin ts, in m y d ecap ita ted  sta te , like Irv ing ’s 
H ead less H orsem an, g h astly  and  grim , and  longing 
to  be buried, as a  political dead  m an ought. So 
m uch for m y figurative self. T h e  real hum an  being  
all th is  tim e, w ith  his head  safely on his shoulders, had  
b ro u g h t h im self to  th e  com fortable conclusion th a t 
every th ing  w as for th e  b e s t ; an d  m ak in g  an  investm en t 
in ink, paper, and  steel pens, h ad  opened  his long- 
d isused  w riting  desk, and  w as again  a  lite ra ry  m an.

N ow  it was th a t  th e  lucubrations o f m y  ancien t 
predecessor, M r. S urveyor Pue, cam e in to  play. 
R u s ty  th ro u g h  long idleness, som e little  space was 
requ isite  before m y in tellectual m achinery  could be 
b ro u g h t to  w ork upon the  ta le  w ith  an  effect in an y  
degree  satisfactory . E ven  yet, th o u g h  m y  tho u g h ts  
w ere u ltim ate ly  m uch absorbed  in th e  task , it  wears, 
to  m y  eye, a  s te rn  and  som bre a s p e c t : too  m uch 
ung laddened  by  genial su n sh in e ; too  little  relieved 
by  th e  ten d e r an d  fam iliar influences w hich soften 
alm ost every  scene o f n a tu re  an d  real life, and
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undoub ted ly  should soften every  p ictu re  o f  them . 
T h is u n cap tiva ting  effect is perhaps due  to  the  
period of h a rd ly  accom plished revolution, and  still 
seeth ing  turm oil, in w hich th e  sto ry  shaped itself. I t  
is no indication, however, o f a lack  of cheerfulness in 
the  w riter’s m ind : for he w as h ap p ier while s tray in g  
th rough  th e  gloom  o f these  sunless fantasies th an  a t 
any tim e since he had  q u itted  th e  O ld  M anse. Som e 
o f the  briefer articles, w hich con tribu te  to  m ake up 
the volum e, have likew ise been w ritten  since m y 
involuntary  w ithdraw al from  th e  toils and  honours 
of public life, and  th e  rem ainder are  g leaned from 
annuals an d  m agazines, o f  such an tique  date, th a t 
th ey  have gone round  th e  circle, an d  com e back to  
novelty  again. K eep in g  up  th e  m etap h o r o f the  
political guillotine, th e  w hole m ay  be considered 
as the  P o s t h u m o u s  P a p e r s  o f  a  D e c a p i t a t e d  
S u r v e y o r  : an d  th e  sketch  w hich I am  now  
bring ing  to  a close, if  too  au tobiographical for a 
m odest person  to  publish  in his lifetim e, will read ily  
be excused  in a  gen tlem an  who w rites from  beyond 
the grave. Peace be w ith  all th e  w o r ld ! M y 
blessing on m y  f r ie n d s ! M y forgiveness to  m y 
en em ies! F o r  I am  in th e  realm  o f q u ie t !

T h e  life o f tire C ustom -H ouse  lies like a dream  
behind me. T h e  old In specto r— who, by-the-bye, I 
reg re t to  say, was overthrow n and  killed by  a horse 
some tim e ago, else he w ould certa in ly  have lived for 
ever— he, and  all those o th e r venerab le  personages 
who sa t w ith h im  a t the  receip t o f custom , are  bu t 
shadows in m y  v ie w : w hite-headed  and  w rinkled 
images, w hich m y  fancy used to  sp o rt w ith, and  has 
now flung aside for ever. T h e  m erchan ts— Pingree,
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Phillips, Shepard , U pton , K im ball, B ertram , H u n t—  
these  and  m any  o ther nam es, w hich h ad  such a 
classic fam iliarity  for m y  ear s ix  m onths ago,— these 
m en o f traffic, w ho seem ed to  occupy so im p o rtan t 
a position in th e  w orld —  how  little  tim e  has it 
required  to  d isconnect m e from  th em  all, n o t m erely  
in act, b u t recollection ! I t  is w ith an  effort th a t  
I recall the  figures and  appella tions o f  these few. 
Soon, likewise, m y  old native  tow n will loom  upon 
m e th ro u g h  th e  haze o f  m em ory, a  m ist b rooding  
over an d  around  i t ; as if  it were no portion  o f the  
real earth , b u t an  overgrow n village in cloud-land, 
w ith  on ly  im aginary  inhab itan ts  to  people its w ooden 
houses and  w alk  its hom ely  lanes, and  th e  unpic- 
tu resque p ro lix ity  o f  its  m ain stree t. H encefo rth  
it  ceases to  be a  rea lity  o f m y  life ; I am  a  citizen of 
som ew here else. M y good tow nspeople will no t 
m uch reg re t m e, for— th ough  it  has been as dear 
an  ob jec t as any, in m y lite ra ry  efforts, to  be o f  som e 
im portance  in th e ir  eyes, an d  to  win m yself a  p leasan t 
m em ory  in th is abode and  burial-p lace o f so m any  o f 
m y  forefathers—-there has never been, for me, the  
genial a tm osphere  w hich a  lite ra ry  m an requires in 
o rd er to  ripen  th e  best h arv est o f his m ind. I shall do 
b e tte r  am ongst o ther fa c e s ; and  these fam iliar ones, 
it  need h a rd ly  be said, will do ju s t  as well w ithou t me.

I t  m ay  be, how ever— oh, tran sp o rtin g  and  tr iu m 
p h a n t th o u g h t!— th a t  th e  g rea t-g randch ild ren  o f the  
p resen t race m ay som etim es th in k  k ind ly  o f  the  
scribbler o f  bygone days, w hen th e  an tiq u a ry  o f  days 
to  come, am ong  th e  sites m em orable  in the  tow n’s 
h istory , shall p o in t ou t the  locality  o f  T h e  T o w n  
Pum p.
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THE PRISON-DOOR

A T H R O N G  o f bearded  m en, in sad -co loured  
garm en ts an d  g rey  steeple-crow ned hats, in te r

m ixed w ith  wom en, som e w earing hoods, and  o thers 
bareheaded, was assem bled in fron t o f  a  w ooden 
edifice, th e  door o f  w hich w as heavily  tim bered  w ith  
oak, and  studded  w ith iron spikes.

T h e  founders o f a  new colony, w hatever U top ia  
of hum an v irtue  and  happ iness th e y  m igh t orig inally  
project, have invariab ly  recognised it  am ong  their 
earliest p ractical necessities to  a llo t a portion  o f  the  
virgin soil as a cem etery, and  an o th e r portion  as 
the site  o f a prison. In  accordance w ith  th is  rule, 
it m ay safely  be assum ed th a t  th e  forefathers o f  
Boston had  bu ilt the  first prison-house som ew here in 
the  vicin ity  o f  Cornhill, a lm ost as seasonably  as 
they  m ark ed  o u t th e  first bu ria l-ground, on Isaac  
Johnson’s lot, and  round abou t h is grave, w hich 
subsequently  becam e th e  nucleus o f  all th e  con
gregated  sepulchres in th e  old churchyard  o f K in g ’s 
Chapel. C ertain  it is tha t, som e fifteen o r tw en ty
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years after th e  se ttlem en t o f  th e  town, th e  w ooden 
jail, w as a lread y  m arked  w ith  w eather-sta ins and  
o th e r ind ications o f  age, w hich gave a  y e t d a rk e r 
asp ec t to  its beetle-brow ed an d  g loom y f ro n t  T h e  
ru s t on th e  ponderous iron-w ork o f its oaken  door 
looked m ore an tique  th an  a n y th in g  else in  th e  N ew  
W orld . L ik e  all th a t  perta in s to  crim e, it seem ed 
never to  have know n a youthfu l era. Before th is  ug ly  
edifice, and  betw een it  and  th e  w heel-track  o f  the  
stree t, was a  grass-plot, m uch overgrow n w ith burdock , 
p ig -w e e d , a p p le -p e rn , and  such u n sigh tly  vege
ta tion , w hich ev iden tly  found som eth ing  congenial in 
th e  soil th a t  had  so early  borne th e  b lack  flower 
o f  civilised society, a prison. B u t on one side o f 
th e  porta l, and  roo ted  a lm ost a t  th e  th resho ld , was 
a w ild rose-bush, covered, in th is  m o n th  o f  June, 
w ith  its delicate gem s, w hich m igh t be im agined 
to  offer th e ir  frag rance and  fragile b eau ty  to  th e  
prisoner as he w ent in, and  to  th e  condem ned 
crim inal as he  cam e fo rth  to  his doom , in  token  
th a t  th e  deep  h e a r t o f N a tu re  could p ity  an d  be 
k ind  to  him .

T h is  rose-bush, by  a  s tran g e  chance, has been k ep t 
alive in h is to ry ; b u t w hether it  h ad  m erely  survived 
o u t o f  th e  ste rn  o ld  w ilderness, so long  after the  
fall o f  th e  g igan tic  pines an d  oaks th a t  orig inally  
overshadow ed it, or w hether, as th e re  is fair a u th o rity  
for believing, it had  sp ru n g  up  u n d er th e  foo tsteps o f 
th e  sa in ted  A n n  H u tch inson  as she en te red  the  
prison-door, we shall n o t tak e  upon us to  determ ine. 
F in d in g  it  so d irec tly  on th e  th resho ld  o f our 
narrative, w hich is now  ab o u t to  issue from  th a t 
inauspicious porta l, w e could h a rd ly  do otherw ise
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th an  pluck one o f its flowers, and  p resen t it to  the 
reader. I t  m ay  serve, le t us hope, to  sym bolise som e 
sw eet m oral blossom  th a t m ay  be found a long  the  
track , or relieve the  darken ing  close o f a  tale o f 
hum an fra ilty  and  sorrow.



II

T H E  grass-p lo t before th e  jail, in Prison L ane, on 
a  certain  sum m er m orning, n o t less th an  tw o 

centuries ago, was occupied b y  a p re tty  large num ber 
o f th e  inhab itan ts  o f Boston, all w ith  th e ir  eyes 
in ten tly  fastened on th e  iron-clam ped oaken door. 
A m o n g st an y  o ther population , or a t  a la te r  period 
in  the  h isto ry  o f N ew  E n g lan d , th e  grim  rig id ity  
th a t  petrified  th e  bearded  physiognom ies o f  these 
good people  would have aug u red  som e awful 
business in hand. I t  could have betokened  n o th ing  
sh o rt o f th e  an tic ipated  execu tion  o f som e no ted  
culprit, on w hom  th e  sen tence o f  a  legal tribunal had  
b u t confirm ed th e  verd ict o f public sen tim ent. But, 
in th a t  early  severity  o f  th e  P u ritan  character, an 
inference o f th is k ind could n o t so in dub itab ly  be 
draw n. I t  m igh t be th a t  a sluggish bond-servant, or 
an  undutifu l child, w hom  his p aren ts  had  given over 
to  th e  civil au tho rity , w as to  be corrected  a t the  
w h ip p in g -p o st I t  m ig h t be th a t an  A ntinom ian , 
a  Q uaker, or o th e r h e te ro d o x  religionist, was ta P \  
be scourged o u t o f  th e  town, or an  idle o r v ag ran t 
Ind ian , w hom  th e  w hite  m an’s firew ater h ad  m ade 
rio tous abou t th e  streets, w as to  be driven w ith  
stripes in to  th e  shadow  o f th e  fo re s t I t  m igh t be,
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too, th a t a w itch, like old M istress H ibbins, the 
b itte r-tem pered  widow o f th e  m ag istra te , was to  
die upon th e  gallows. In  e ither case, there  was very- 
m uch the  sam e so lem nitj' o f dem eanour on the part 
of the spectators, as befitted a people am ong  whom  
religion and  law w ere alm ost identical, and in whose 
character bo th  w ere so thorough ly  interfused, th a t 
the m ildest and  severest acts o f public discipline 
were alike m ade venerab le  and  awful. M eagre, 
indeed, and  cold, was the  sy m p a th y  th a t a tran s
gressor m ig h t look for, from  such bystanders, a t the  
scaffold. O n th e  o ther hand , a p ena lty  which, in our 
days, would infer a  degree of m ocking infam y and  
ridicule, m igh t then be invested w ith  a lm ost as stern  
a d ign ity  as the  pun ishm en t o f dea th  itself.

I t  was a c ircum stance to  be no ted  on th e  sum m er 
m orning when our sto ry  begins its course, th a t the  
women, o f whom  th ere  w ere several in th e  crowd, 
appeared to  tak e  a peculiar in terest in w hatever 
penal infliction m igh t be expected  to  ensue. T h e  
age had no t so m uch refinem ent, th a t any  sense 
of im proprie ty  restra ined  the  w earers o f pe tticoat 
and farth ingale from  step p in g  forth  into the  public 
ways, and  w edging th e ir no t unsubstan tia l persons, if 
occasion were, in to  the  th ro n g  nearest to  th e  scaffold 
a t an execution. M orally, as well as m aterially , 
there w as a  coarser fibre in those wives and  m aidens 
of old E n g lish  b irth  and  b reeding  th an  in th e ir fair 
descendants, separa ted  from  them  by  a  series o f six  
or seven g e n e ra tio n s ; for, th ro u g h o u t th a t chain o f 
ancestry, every  successive m other had  tran sm itted  to  
her child a  fa in ter bloom , a  m ore delicate and  briefer 
beauty, an d  a  sligh te r physical fram e, if  no t a 
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ch arac ter o f less force and  so lid ity  th an  h er own. 
T h e  w om en w ho w ere now  s tan d in g  ab o u t th e  
prison-door stood  w ith in  less th an  h a lf  a  cen tu iy  
o f th e  period w hen th e  m an-like E lizab e th  h ad  been 
th e  n o t a lto g e th er unsu itab le  rep resen ta tive  o f  the 
sex. T h e y  w ere h er countryw om en : and  the  beef 
and  ale o f th e ir  native land , w ith  a  m oral d ie t no t 
a w hit m ore refined, en tered  largely  in to  the ir 
com position. T h e  b rig h t m orn ing  sun, therefore, 
shone on broad  shoulders and  w ell-developed busts, 
an d  on round  and  ru d d y  cheeks, th a t  h ad  ripened 
in  th e  far-off island, and  h ad  h a rd ly  y e t grow n paler 
o r th in n er in th e  a tm osphere  o f  New- E ng lan d . 
T h e re  was, m oreover, a  boldness and  ro tu n d ity  
o f  speech am ong  these  m atrons, as m ost o f  them  
seem ed to  be, th a t  w ould s ta rtle  us a t  the  present 
day, w hether in respect to  its p u rp o rt o r its volum e 
o f tone.

“ Goodwives,” said a  hard -fea tu red  d am e o f fifty, 
“ I ’11 tell ye  a  piece o f m y  m ind. I t  would be g rea tly  
for th e  public behoof, if  we wom en, being o f  m atu re  
age and  church-m em bers in good repute, should have 
th e  h an d ling  o f such m alefactresses as th is H este r 
P rynne. W h a t th in k  ye, gossips? I f  the  hussy  
stood  up  for ju d g m en t before us five, th a t are now  
here  in a k n o t together, would she com e off w ith  such 
a  sen tence as th e  w orshipful m ag istra tes have 
aw arded? M arry, I trow  n o t ! ”

“ P eople  say,” said another, “ th a t th e  R ev eren d ' 
M aster D im m esdale, h er god ly  pastor, tak es  it very  
g iievously  to  h ea rt th a t  such a  scandal should have 
com e upon his congregation .”

“ T h e  m ag istra tes are  G od-fearing gentlem en, bu t
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m erciful overm uch— th a t is a tru th ,” added  a  th ird  
au tum nal m atron . “ A t th e  very  least, th ey  should 
have p u t th e  b rand  o f a ho t iron on H este r P ry n n e ’s 
forehead. M adam e H e s te r  w ould have w inced a t 
that, I w arran t me. B u t she— the  n au g h ty  baggage 
— little  will she care w hat th e y  p u t upon th e  bodice 
of her gow n ! W hy, look you, she m ay  cover it  w ith  
a brooch, o r such like heathen ish  adornm ent, and  so 
walk th e  stree ts  as b rave as e v e r ! ”

“ A h, bu t,” in terposed, m ore softly, a y oung  wife, 
holding a  child by  the  hand, “ let her cover th e  m ark 
as she will, th e  p an g  o f  it will be alw ays in her 
heart.”

“ W h a t do we ta lk  o f  m arks and  brands, w hether 
on the  bodice o f h er gown o r the  flesh o f  h er fore
h e a d ? ” cried an o th er female, th e  ugliest as well as 
the m ost pitiless o f these self-constitu ted  judges. 
“ T his w om an has b ro u g h t sham e upon us all, and  
ought to  die. Is  there  n o t law for it?  T ru ly  there  
is, bo th  in th e  S crip tu re  and  th e  sta tu te-book . T h en  
let the  m agistra tes, w ho have m ade it o f no effect, 
thank  them selves if  th e ir own wives and  d augh ters go 
a s tr a y ! ”

“ M ercy on us, good w ife! ” exclaim ed a m an in the  
crowd, “ is there  no v irtue  in wom an, save w hat 
springs from  a w holesom e fear o f th e  gallow s ? T h a t 
is the  h a rd es t w ord y e t!  H u sh  now, gossips! for 
the lock is tu rn in g  in th e  prison-door, an d  here  com es 
M istress P ry n n e  herself.”

T h e  door o f th e  ja il being flung open from  w ith in  
there appeared , in the  first place, like a  black shadow  
em erging in to  sunshine, th e  grim  and  g ris tly  presence 
of the  tow n-beadle, w ith  a  sw ord b y  his side, and  his
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sta ff o f  office in h is hand. T h is  personage prefigured 
and  represen ted  in his aspect th e  w hole dism al 
severity  o f  th e  P u ritan ic  code o f  law, w hich it was 
his business to  adm in ister in its  final and  closest 
app lication  to  th e  offender. S tre tch in g  forth  the  
official sta ff in his left hand, he laid his rig h t upon 
the  shoulder o f  a  y o ung  w om an, w hom  he thus drew  
forward, until, on th e  th resho ld  o f  th e  prison-door, 
she repelled  him , b y  an action m arked  w ith natu ra l 
d ig n ity  and force o f character, and  stepped  in to  the 
open a ir as if  b y  her own free will. S he bore in her 
arm s a child, a  baby  o f som e th ree  m onths old, who 
w inked and  tu rn ed  aside its little  face from  th e  too 
vivid lig h t o f  d a y ; because its existence, heretofore, 
had  b rough t it acquain tance  on ly  w ith  th e  grey  
tw iligh t o f  a  dungeon, o r o th e r darksom e ap artm en t 
o f  th e  prison.

W hen  th e  y oung  w om an— the m other o f  th is child 
— stood fully revealed before th e  crowd, it seem ed to  
be h er first im pulse to  clasp th e  in fan t closely to  her 
b o so m ; n o t so m uch by  an  im pulse  o f  m otherly  
affection, as th a t  she m igh t th ereb y  conceal a certain  
token, w hich was w rought o r fastened in to  h er dress. 
In  a  m om ent, however, w isely ju d g in g  th a t one token 
o f  h er sham e w ould b u t poorly  serve to  h ide another, 
she took the  b aby  on h er arm , and  w ith  a burn ing  
blush, and  y e t a h au g h ty  smile, and  a  g lance th a t 
would no t be abashed, looked a round  a t  h e r tow ns
people and  neighbours. O n th e  b reast o f  h er gown, 
in fine red  cloth, su rrounded  w ith an  elaborate  
em bro idery  an d  fan tastic  flourishes o f  gold th read , 
appeared  th e  le tte r  A. I t  was so artis tica lly  done, 
an d  w ith  so m uch fertility  and  gorgeous luxuriance
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o f fancy, th a t  it had  all th e  effect o f a  last and  fitting  
decoration to  th e  appare l w hich she wore, and  w hich 
was o f a  sp lendour in accordance w ith  the  ta s te  of 
the age, b u t g rea tly  beyond w hat was allow ed by  the  
sum p tu ary  regulations o f th e  colony.

T h e  y o ung  w om an was tall, w ith  a figure o f  perfect 
elegance on a large scale. S he had  d a rk  and 
abu n d an t hair, so glossy th a t  it threw  off th e  sun 
shine w ith  a g le a m ; and  a face which, besides being 
beautiful from  regu larity  o f feature  and  richness of 
com plexion, had  th e  im pressiveness belong ing  to  a 
m arked brow  and  deep black eyes. S he w as ladylike, 
too, a fter th e  m anner o f the  fem inine gen tility  of 
those d a y s ; characterised  by  a certa in  s ta te  and  
dignity, ra th e r  th an  by  th e  delicate, evanescent, and  
indescribable g race w hich is now  recognised as its 
indication. A n d  never had  H este r  P ry n n e  appeared  
more ladylike, in the  an tique  in te rp re ta tion  o f the  
term , th an  as she issued from the  prison. T hose  who 
had before know n her, and  had  expec ted  to  behold 
her d im m ed and  obscured b y  a d isastrous cloud, w ere 
astonished, and  even s tartled , to  perceive how  her 
beauty  shone out, and  m ade a halo  o f  th e  m isfortune 
and ignom iny in w hich she was enveloped. I t  m ay 
be true  tha t, to  a  sensitive observer, th ere  was som e
th ing  exqu isite ly  painful in it. H e r  a ttire , w hich 
indeed, she had  w rough t for th e  occasion in prison, 
and had  m odelled m uch after h er own fancy, seem ed 
to express the  a ttitu d e  o f h er spirit, th e  despera te  
recklessness o f  her m ood, by  its wild and  p icturesque 
peculiarity. B u t th e  p o in t w hich drew  all eyes, and, 
as it were, transfigured  th e  w earer— so th a t  bo th  men 
and w om en who had  been fam iliarly  acquain ted  w ith
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H este r  P ry n n e  w ere now  im pressed as if  th e y  beheld 
h er for the  first tim e — w as th a t  S c a r l e t  L e t t e r ,  s o  

fan tastica lly  em broidered  and  illum inated  upon her 
bosom . I t  had  the  effect o f  a  spell, ta k in g  h e r ou t of 
th e  o rd inary  re lations w ith  hum anity , and  enclosing 
h er in a  sphere  by  herself.

“ S he h a th  good skill a t h e r needle, t h a t ’s certain ,” 
rem arked  one o f  h er fem ale specta to rs ; “b u t did ever 
a wom an, before th is  brazen  hussy, contrive such a 
w ay o f show ing it ? W hy, gossips, w hat is it b u t to  
laugh  in th e  faces o f our god ly  m agistra tes, and 
m ake a pride  ou t of w hat they , w orthy  gentlem en, 
m ean t for a p u n ish m e n t? ”

“ I t  w ere well,” m u tte red  th e  m ost iron-visaged of 
th e  old dam es, “ if we s tripped  M adam e H e s te r’s 
rich gow n off h er d a in ty  sh o u ld e rs ; and  as for the  
red  le tte r w hich she h a th  stitched  so curiously, I ’11 
bestow  a rag  o f m ine own rheum atic^flannel to  m ake 
a  fitte r o n e ! ”

“ Oh, peace, ne ighbours—peace ! ” w hispered th e ir 
yo u n g est c o m p a n io n ; “ do no t let her h ear y o u ! 
N o t a  stitch  in th a t  em broidered  le tte r b u t she has 
felt it  in her heart.”

T h e  g rim  beadle now  m ade a gestu re  w ith his staff. 
“ M ake way, good people— m ake way, in th e  K in g ’s 

nam e ! ” cried he. “ O pen  a passage ; and  I prom ise 
ye, M istress P ry n n e  shall be se t w here m an, w om an, 
and  child m ay  have a fair s ig h t o f h er brave apparel 
from  th is  tim e till an  ho u r p a s t m eridian. A  blessing 
on th e  righ teous colony o f th e  M assachusetts, w here 
in iqu ity  is d ragged  o u t in to  th e  sunsh ine! Com e 
along, M adam e H ester, and  show  y o u r scarle t le tte r 
in th e  m a rk e t-p la ce ! ”
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A  lane was forthw ith  opened th ro u g h  th e  crowd 
of spectators. P receded  b y  th e  beadle, and  a tten d ed  
by an irregu lar procession o f stern-brow ed m en and  
unk ind ly  v isaged wom en, H este r  P ry n n e  se t forth  
tow ards the  place appo in ted  for h er punishm ent. A  
crowd o f eager and  curious schoolboys, un d er
s tan d in g  little  o f th e  m a tte r  in hand, ex cep t th a t  it 
gave them  a half-holiday, ran  before h er progress, 
tu rn ing  the ir heads continually  to  s ta re  in to  her face 
and a t  th e  w inking baby  in h e r arm s, and  a t the 
ignom inious le tte r on h er breast. I t  was no g rea t 
distance, in those days, from  th e  prison door to  th e  
m arket-place. M easured  b y  th e  prisoner’s e x p e 
rience, however, it  m ig h t be reckoned a jo u rn ey  o f 
some le n g th ; for h au g h ty  as h er dem eanour was, she 
perchance underw en t an  agony  from  every  foo tstep  o f 
those th a t th ro n g ed  to  see her, as if  h er h ea rt had  
been flung in to  th e  s tree t for them  all to  spurn  and  
tram ple upon. In  our nature, however, there  is a 
provision, alike m arvellous and  merciful, th a t the 
sufferer should  never know  th e  in tensity  o f w hat he 
endures b y  its p resen t to rtu re , b u t chiefly by  the  p ang  
th a t rank les after it. W ith  alm ost a serene d ep o rt
ment, therefore, H este r  P ry n n e  passed th rough  th is 
portion o f h e r ordeal, and  cam e to  a so rt o f scaffold, 
a t the  w estern  e x tre m ity  o f  the  m arket-place. I t  
stood nearly  b eneath  th e  eaves o f  B oston’s earliest 
church, and  appeared  to  be a  fix tu re  there.

In  fact, th is  scaffold constitu ted  a  portion  o f  a 
penal m achine, w hich now, for tw o or th ree  gen era
tions past, has been m erely  h istorical and  trad itio n a ry  
am ong us, b u t w as held, in th e  old tim e, to  be as 
effectual an agent, in th e  prom otion o f good citizen
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ship, as ever w as th e  guillo tine am ong  th e  te rro rists  o f 
F rance. I t  was, in short, th e  p latform  of th e  p illo ry  ; 
and  above it  rose th e  fram ew ork o f th a t  in stru m en t of 
discipline, so fashioned as to  confine th e  hum an  head 
in its tig h t grasp, and  thus hold it up  to  the  public 
gaze. T h e  very  ideal o f ignom iny  was em bodied  and 
m ade m anifest in th is contrivance o f wood and  iron. 
T h ere  can be no outrage, m eth inks, against our 
com m on na tu re— w hatever be th e  delinquencies o f  the  
individual— no ou trage  m ore flag ran t th an  to  forbid 
th e  cu lp rit to  h ide his face for s h a m e ; as it was the 
essence of th is p un ishm en t to  do. In  H este r P iy n n e ’s 
instance, however, as no t unfrequen tly  in o th e r cases, 
her sen tence bore th a t she should  stand  a  certain  tim e 
upon the  platform , bu t w ithou t undergo ing  th a t  gripe 
abou t th e  neck and  confinem ent o f th e  head, the 
proneness to  w hich was the  m ost devilish charac
teristic  o f th is  ugly engine. K now ing  well h er part, 
she ascended a  flight o f  w ooden steps, and  w as thus 
d isp layed  to  th e  surround ing  m ultitude, a t  abou t the 
h e ig h t o f  a m an 's shoulders above the  street.

H ad  there  been a  P ap is t am ong  the  crow d of 
Puritans, he m igh t have seen in th is  beautiful wom an, 
so p icturesque in h er a ttire  and  m ien, and  w ith the 
infant a t  h er bosom , an ob jec t to  rem ind him  o f the  
im age o f D ivine M atern ity , w hich so m any  illustrious 
pain ters have vied w ith  one an o th er to  re p re s e n t; 
som eth ing  w hich should rem ind  him , indeed, b u t only  
by  contrast, o f th a t sacred im age o f sinless m o ther
hood, w hose in fan t was to  redeem  th e  world. H ere, 
th ere  was th e  ta in t o f  deepest sin in th e  m ost sacred 
qu a lity  o f hum an  life, w orking such effect, th a t the  
w orld was only  the  d a rk e r for th is  w om an’s beauty ,
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and th e  m ore lost for th e  in fan t th a t she had  
borne.

T h e  scene w as n o t w ithou t a m ix tu re  o f awe, such 
as m ust alw ays invest the  spectacle o f gu ilt and  
sham e in a  fellow -creature, before society  shall have 
grow n co rru p t enough  to  smile, instead o f shuddering  
a t it. T h e  w itnesses o f  H e s te r  P ry n n e ’s disgrace had  
no t y e t passed beyond th e ir sim plicity . T h e y  were 
stern enough  to  look upon h er death , had  th a t been 
the sentence, w ithou t a  m urm ur a t its severity, b u t 
had none o f th e  heartlessness o f  an o th er social s ta te , 
which w ould find on ly  a  them e for je s t in an e x h ib i
tion like the  present. E ven  had  th ere  been a d isposi
tion to  tu rn  th e  m a tte r  in to  ridicule, it m ust have been 
repressed and  overpow ered by  th e  solem n presence o f 
men no less dignified th an  the  governor, and  several 
of h is counsellors, a  judge, a general, and  th e  m inisters 
of the  town, all o f  w hom  sa t or stood  in a balcony  o f 
the m eeting-house, looking dow n upon th e  platform . 
W hen such personages could co nstitu te  a  p a rt o f the  
spectacle, w ithou t risk ing  th e  m ajesty, or reverence o f 
rank and  office, it was safely to  be inferred th a t the  
infliction o f a legal sen tence w ould have an earn est 
and effectual m eaning. A ccordingly , th e  crow d was 
som bre and  grave. T h e  u n h ap p y  cu lp rit sustained  
herself as b est a  w om an m ight, u n d er th e  heavy 
weight o f  a  thousand  un re len ting  eyes, all fastened upon 
her, and  concen tra ted  a t  h er bosom . I t  was alm ost 
in tolerable to  be borne. O f  an  im pulsive and  passion
ate nature , she had  fortified herse lf to  encoun ter the  
stings and  venom ous stabs o f public contum ely, 
w reaking itse lf in every  varie ty  o f  in s u l t ; bu t there  
was a  q u a lity  so m uch m ore terrib le  in th e  solem n 

*c1«
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m ood o f the  popu lar m ind, th a t  she longed ra th e r  to  
behold all those rigid countenances con to rted  w ith  
scornful m errim ent, and  herse lf th e  object. H ad  a 
roar o f  lau g h te r b u rs t from the  m u ltitu d e—each m an, 
each w om an, each little  shrill-voiced child, co n trib u t
ing  th e ir  individual p a rts— H este r  P ry n n e  m igh t have 
repaid  them  all w ith  a b itte r  and  disdainful smile. 
B ut, under th e  leaden infliction w hich it was h er doom  
to  endure, she felt, a t  m om ents, as if she m ust needs 
shriek  ou t w ith  th e  full pow er o f h er lungs,' and cast 
h erse lf from the scaffold dow n upon the  ground, or 
else go m ad a t once.

Y e t th ere  w ere in tervals when the  w hole scene, in 
w hich she w as th e  m ost conspicuous object, seem ed to  
vanish  from h er eyes, or, a t  least, g lim m ered ind is
tin c tly  before them , like a m ass o f im perfectly  shaped 
and  spectra l im ages. H e r  m ind, an d  especially  her 
m em ory, was p re te rn a tu ra lly  active, and  k ep t b ring
ing  up  o ther scenes th an  th is roughly  hewn s tree t o f a 
little  town, on the  edge o f  the  w estern w ild e rn ess : 
o th e r faces th an  were louring  upon h er from  beneath  
th e  brim s o f  those steeple-crow ned hats. R em in is
cences, the  m ost trifling and  im m aterial, passages of 
infancy and school-days, sports, childish quarrels, and 
th e  little  dom estic tra its  o f  h er m aiden years, cam e 
sw arm ing  back upon her, in term ingled  w ith recollec
tions o f w hatever was g ravest in h er subsequen t life ; 
one p ictu re  precisely as vivid as an o th e r; as if all were 
o f sim ilar im portance, or all alike a  play. Possibly, 
it  was an  instinctive device o f  her sp irit to  relieve it
self, by  th e  exh ib ition  o f these phan tasm agoric  forms, 
from  th e  cruel w eight and  hardness o f th e  reality.

Be th a t as it m ight, th e  scaffold o f  the  pillory  was
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a po in t o f  view th a t revealed to  H este r  P ry n n e  the 
en tire  track  a long  w hich she had  been tread ing , since 
her h ap p y  infancy. S tan d in g  on th a t m iserable 
em inence, she saw  again  h er native village, in O ld  
E ng land , and her p a ternal h o m e : a decayed  house of 
grey  stone, w ith  a poverty-stricken  aspect, b u t re ta in 
ing .a  h a lf  ob lite ra ted  shield o f arm s over the  portal, 
in token o f  an tiq u e  gentility . S he saw h er fa ther’s 
face, w ith  its bold brow, and  reverend w hite beard, 
th a t flowed over the  old-fashioned E lizab e th an  ru ff; 
her m other’s, too, w ith  th e  look o f  heedful and  anx ious 
love w hich it alw ays w ore in h er rem em brance, and  
which, even since h er death , had  so often laid the  im 
pedim ent o f  a gen tle  rem onstrance  in h er d au g h te r’s 
pathw ay. S he saw h er ow n face, g low ing w ith girlish 
beauty, and  illum inating  all the  in terio r o f  the  dusky  
m irror in w hich she had  been w ont to  gaze a t i t  
T here she beheld  an o th er countenance, o f a m an well 
stricken in years, a  pale, thin, scholar-like visage, w ith  
eyes dim  and  b leared  b y  the  lam p-ligh t th a t had 
served them  to  pore over m any  ponderous books. 
Y et those sam e b leared  optics had  a strange, p e n e tra t
ing power, w hen it w as th e ir ow ner’s purpose to  read  
the hum an soul. T h is  figure o f  th e  s tu d y  and  the 
cloister, as H este r P ry n n e ’s w om anly  fancy failed no t 
to recall, was sligh tly  deform ed, w ith th e  left shoulder 
a  trifle h igher th an  th e  right. N e x t rose before her, 
in m em ory’s picture-gallery , the  in trica te  and  narrow  
thoroughfares, the  tall, g rey  houses, th e  huge ca the
drals, and the  public edifices, ancien t in d a te  and  
quain t in arch itecture , o f a con tinen tal c i ty ; w here 
new life had  aw aited  her, still in connexion  w ith  the  
m is-shapen sc h o la r : a new  life, b u t feeding itse lf on
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tim e-w orn m aterials, like a  tu ft o f  green m oss on a 
crum bling  wall. L astly , in lieu o f  these  sh ifting  
scenes, cam e back  th e  ru d e  m arket-p lace  o f  th e  P u ritan  
se ttlem ent, w ith  all th e  tow nspeople assem bled, and  
levelling th e ir stern  regards a t H e s te r  P ry n n e— yes, a t 
herse lf—w ho stood  on the  scaffold o f  th e  p illory , an 
in fan t on h e r arm , and  th e  le tte r  A , in scarlet, fan tasti
cally  em broidered  w ith  gold th read , upon h er bosom  1 

C ould it  be tru e  ? S he  clu tched th e  child so 
fiercely to  h er b reast th a t it sen t forth  a c r y ; she 
tu rned  h er eyes dow nw ard a t  the  scarle t le tter, and  
even touched  it w ith  h er finger, to  assure herself 
th a t  the  in fan t and  th e  sham e w ere real. Y e s !—  
these  w ere h er realities— all else had  vanished 1
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FR O M  this in tense consciousness o f being  the  
ob ject o f  severe and  universal observation , the  

w earer o f th e  scarle t le tte r w as a t  leng th  relieved, 
by discerning, on th e  ou tsk irts  o f d ie  crowd, a figure 
w hich irresistib ly  took  possession o f  h er thoughts. 
A n In d ian  in h is native garb  was s tan d in g  th e re ;  
b u t th e  red  m en w ere n o t so in frequen t v isitors o f 
the E ng lish  se ttlem en ts  th a t  one o f them  w ould have 
a ttrac ted  an y  notice from  H este r  P ry n n e  a t  such a 
tim e ; m uch less w ould he  have excluded  all o ther 
objects and  ideas from  h er m ind. B y th e  In d ian ’s 
side, an d  ev iden tly  su sta in ing  a  com panionship  w ith  
him, stood  a  w hite  m an, clad in a s tran g e  d isarray  
of civilized and  savage costum e.

H e was sm all in sta tu re , w ith  a  furrow ed visage, 
which as y e t could h a rd ly  be term ed  aged. T h e re  
was a rem arkab le  in telligence in his features, as o f 
a person who had  so cu ltivated  his m ental p a rt th a t  
it could n o t fail to  m ould  the  physical to  itself, and  
becom e m anifest b y  unm istakab le  tokens. A lthough , 
by a  seem ingly  careless a rran g em en t o f his he tero 
geneous garb, he had  endeavoured to  conceal o r 
abate the  peculiarity , it w as sufficiently ev iden t to  
H ester P ry n n e  th a t  one o f  th is m an ’s shoulders rose
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higher th an  th e  o ther. A gain , a t the  first in s ta n t o f 
perceiving th a t th in  visage, and  th e  s ligh t deform ity  
o f the figure, she pressed h er in fan t to  h er bosom  
w ith so convulsive a  force th a t  th e  poor babe u tte red  
an o th er cry  o f  pain. B u t the  m o ther d id  n o t seem  
to  h ear it.

A t his arrival in th e  m arket-p lace, and  som e tim e 
before she saw  him , th e  s tran g er h ad  b e n t h is eyes 
on H este r  P rynne. I t  w as carelessly a t  first, like a 
m an chiefly accustom ed to  look inw ard, and  to  whom 
ex te rn a l m atters  a re  o f little  value and  im port, u n 
less th e y  bear re la tion  to  som eth ing  w ith in  his mind. 
V ery  soon, however, his look becam e keen and 
penetrative. A  w rith ing  ho rro r tw isted  itse lf across 
his features, like a  snake g lid ing  sw iftly  over them , 
and  m ak ing  one little  pause, w ith all its w reathed  
in tervolu tions in open sight. H is face darkened  w ith 
som e pow erful em otion, which, nevertheless, he so 
in stan taneously  controlled  by  an  effort o f his will, 
th a t, save a t  a single m om ent, its expression  m igh t 
have passed for calm ness. A fte r a  b rie f space, the  
convulsion grew  a lm ost im perceptib le, and finally 
subsided in to  th e  d ep th s  o f his nature . W hen  he 
found th e  eyes o f  H este r  P ry n n e  fastened  on his 
own, an d  saw  th a t  she appeared  to  recognize him, 
he  slow ly and  calm ly raised his finger, m ade a  gesture  
w ith  it in th e  air, and  laid it on his lips.

T h en  touch ing  th e  shou lder o f  a tow nsm an who 
stood  near to  him , he  addressed  him  in a  form al and  
courteous m an n e r:

“ I  p ray  you , good S ir,” said  he, “ w ho is this 
w om an ?— and  w herefore is she here  set up  to  public 
sham e ? ”
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“ You m ust needs be a s tran g er in th is region, 
friend,” answ ered the  tow nsm an, looking curiously  a t 
th e  questioner and  his savage com panion, “ else you 
would su re ly  have heard  o f M istress H este r  P ry n n c  
and h er evil doings. S he h a th  raised a  g rea t scandal, 
I prom ise you, in god ly  M aster D im m esdale’S church.” 

“ Y ou say  tru ly ,” replied the  o th e r ;  “ I am  a 
stranger, and  have been a  w anderer, sorely  against 
m y will. I have m et w ith  grievous m ishaps b y  sea 
and  land, and have been long held  in bonds am ong 
the  heathen-fo lk  to  th e  so u th w a rd ; and  am  now 
brough t h ith e r by  th is Ind ian  to  be redeem ed out 
of m y  captiv ity . W ill it p lease you, therefore, to  
tell m e o f H este r  P ry n n e ’s — have I her nam e 
r ig h tly ? — o f th is w om an’s offences, and  w hat has 
b rough t her to  y o n d er sca ffo ld ?”

“ T ru ly , f r ie n d ; and  m eth inks it m ust g ladden  
your heart, a fter y o u r troubles and  sojourn  in the  
w ilderness,” said the  tow nsm an, “ to  find you rse lf a t  
length  in a land  w here in iqu ity  is searched ou t and  
punished in the  s igh t o f  ru lers and  people, as here 
in our god ly  N ew  E n g land . Y o n d er w om an, Sir, 
you m u st know, was the  wife o f  a  certain  learned 
man, E n g lish  b y  b irth , b u t w ho had  long  ago dw elt 
in A m sterdam , w hence som e good tim e agone he 
was m inded  to  cross over and  cast in h is lo t w ith 
us o f the  M assachusetts. T o  th is  purpose he  sen t 
his wife before him , rem ain ing  h im self to  look after 
som e necessary  affairs. M arry, good Sir, in som e 
two years, o r less, th a t the  w om an has been a  dw eller 
here in Boston, no tid ings have com e o f th is learned  
gentlem an, M aster P ry n n e  ; and  his y o u n g  wife, look 
you, being  left to  h er own m isg u id an ce  ”
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“ A h  !— aha  !— I conceive you,” said th e  stran g er 
w ith a b itte r  smile. “ So learned a  m an as you  speak  
o f  should have learned th is  too  in his books. A nd  
who, b y  yo u r favour, Sir, m ay  be th e  fa ther of 
y onder b ab e— it is som e th ree  or four m onths old, 
I should ju d g e — w hich M istress P ry n n e  is ho ld ing  
in her arm s ? ”

" O f  a  tru th , friend, th a t  m a tte r  rem aineth  a  
ridd le ; and  th e  D aniel who shall expound  it is y e t 
a -w anting ,” answ ered th e  tow nsm an. " M adam e 
H este r  abso lu te ly  refuseth  to  speak, and  the  
m ag istra tes have laid th e ir  heads to g e th er in vain. 
P eradven tu re  th e  g u ilty  one s tan d s looking on a t 
th is  sad spectacle, unknow n o f m an, and  fo rgetting  
th a t  God sees him .”

“ T h e  learned  m an,” observed th e  s tran g er w ith  
an o th er smile, “ should  com e h im self to  look in to  
th e  m ystery .”

“ I t  behoves h im  well if  he be still in life,” re 
sponded  the  tow nsm an. “ Now, good Sir, our 
M assachusetts m agistracy , b e th in k in g  them selves 
th a t  th is  w om an is you th fu l and  fair, and  doubtless 
w as strong ly  tem p ted  to  h er fall, and  tha t, m oreover, 
as is m ost likely, her husband  m ay  be a t  the  bo ttom  
o f the  sea, th e y  have n o t been bold  to  p u t in force 
th e  e x tre m ity  o f  our righ teous law  ag a in st her. T h e  
p en a lty  th e reo f is death . B u t in the ir g rea t m ercy 
and  tenderness o f  h e a r t th e y  have doom ed M istress 
P ry n n e  to  stan d  on ly  a space o f th ree  hours on the  
p latform  o f th e  pillory, an d  then  an d  thereafter, for 
th e  rem ainder o f  h er n a tu ra l life, to  w ear a  m ark  
o f  sham e upon  h er bosom .”

“ A  wise se n te n c e ! ” rem ark ed  th e  stranger, gravely
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bow ing his head. “ T h u s  she will be a  living serm on 
against sin, un til the  ignom inious le tte r be engraved  
upon h er tom bstone. I t  irks me, nevertheless, th a t 
the  p a rtn e r  o f  h er in iqu ity  should  not, a t least, stand  
on th e  scaffold by  h e r side. B u t he will be k n o w n ! 
— he will be know n !— he will be know n ! ”

H e  bow ed courteously  to  the  com m unicative 
tow nsm an, and  w hispering a few w ords to  his Ind ian  
a tten d an t, th e y  b o th  m ade th e ir  w ay th ro u g h  the 
crowd.

W hile  th is  passed, H e s te r  P ry n n e  had  been s tan d 
ing on h er pedestal, still w ith  a  fixed gaze tow ards 
the stran g er— so fixed a  gaze th a t, a t m om ents of 
in tense absorp tion , all o th e r objects in the  visible 
world seem ed to  vanish, leaving on ly  him  and  her. 
Such an  interview , perhaps, w ould have been m ore 
terrib le  th an  even to  m eet him  as she now did, w ith 
the h o t m id -day  sun b u rn in g  dow n upon h er face, and 
ligh ting  up  its s h a m e ; w ith the  scarle t token  of 
infam y on h er b r e a s t ; w ith  th e  sin-born  in fan t in her 
a rm s ; w ith a  w hole people, d raw n forth  as to  a 
festival, s ta rin g  a t th e  features th a t  should have been 
seen only  in th e  qu ie t gleam  o f th e  fireside, in the  
happy shadow  o f a  hom e, or b eneath  a m atron ly  veil 
at church. D readfu l as it was, she w as conscious of 
a shelter in th e  presence o f these thousand  w itnesses. 
I t  was b e tte r to  s tan d  thus, w ith  so m an y  b e tw ix t him  
and her, th an  to  g ree t him  face to  face— th ey  tw o 
alone. S he  fled for refuge, as it were, to  th e  public 
exposure, and  d readed  the  m om ent w hen its p ro 
tection should be w ithdraw n from her. Involved in 
these though ts, she scarcely heard  a  voice behind her 
until it  h ad  repeated  h er nam e m ore th an  once, in
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a loud and  solem n tone, audible to  th e  w hole m ul
titude.

“ H eark en  un to  me, H este r P ry n n e ! ” said the 
voice.

I t  has a lread y  been noticed th a t  d irec tly  over th e  
p la tfo rm  on w hich H este r  P ry n n e  stood was a k ind 
o f  balcony, o r open gallery, appended  to  the  m eeting
house. I t  w as the  place w hence p roclam ations were 
w ont to  be m ade, am idst an assem blage o f  the  m agis
tracy , w ith  all th e  cerem onial th a t  a tten d ed  such 
public observances in those  days. H ere, to  w itness 
th e  scene w hich we are describing, sa t G overnor 
B ellingham  him self w ith  four sergean ts ab o u t his 
chair, bearing  halberds, as a guard  o f  honour. H e  
w ore a  d a rk  feather in his hat, a  bo rder o f  em broidery  
on  his cloak, and  a  b lack  velvet tu n ic  b eneath— a 
gen tlem an  advanced  in years, w ith  a hard  experience 
w ritten  in his w rinkles. P ie was n o t ill-fitted to  be 
th e  head  and  rep resen ta tive  o f a  com m unity  which 
ow ed its  origin and  progress, and  its p resen t s ta te  o f 
developm ent, n o t to  th e  im pulses o f youth , b u t to  the 
stern  and  tem pered  energies o f  m anhood an d  the  
som bre sagacity  o f  a g e ; accom plishing so m uch, 
p recisely  because it im agined and  hoped  so little. 
T h e  o ther em inen t characters by  w hom  th e  chief ru ler 
w as su rrounded  w ere d istingu ished  by  a  d ig n ity  of 
m ien, belong ing  to  a  period  w hen th e  form s of 
au th o rity  w ere felt to  possess th e  sacredness o f D ivine 
institu tions. T h e y  were, doubtless, good men, ju s t and  
sage. B ut, o u t o f  th e  w hole hum an  fam ily, it  would 
n o t have  been easy  to  select th e  sam e n um ber o f  wise 
an d  v irtuous persons, w ho should  be less capab le  of 
s ittin g  in ju d g m e n t on an errin g  w om an’s heart, and
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disen tang ling  its m esh o f  good and  evil, th an  th e  
sages o f rig id  aspect tow ards whom  H este r  P ry n n e  
now tu rn ed  h er face. S he  seem ed conscious, indeed, 
th a t w hatever sy m p a th y  she m igh t ex p ec t lay  in the  
larger and  w arm er h ea rt o f th e  m u ltitude  ; for, as she 
lifted h er eyes tow ards the  balcony, the  u nhappy  
w om an grew  pale, and  trem bled.

T h e  voice w hich h ad  called h er a tten tio n  w as th a t 
o f the  reverend and  fam ous Jo h n  W ilson, th e  e ldest 
clergym an o f Boston, a g rea t scholar, like m ost o f  his 
contem poraries in th e  profession, an d  w ithal a m an of 
kind and  genial spirit. T h is  last a ttribu te , however, 
had been less carefully  developed th an  his in tellectual 
gifts, and  was, in tru th , ra th e r a  m a tte r  of sham e than  
self-congratulation w ith  him . T h e re  he stood, w ith  a 
border o f  grizzled locks ben ea th  his skull-cap, while 
his g rey  eyes, accustom ed to  th e  shaded  ligh t o f  his 
study, w ere w inking, like those o f H e s te r’s infant, in 
the u n adu lte ra ted  sunshine. H e  looked like the  
dark ly  engraved  p o rtra its  w hich we see prefixed to 
old volum es o f serm ons, and  had  no m ore rig h t than  
one o f those p o rtra its  w ould have to  step  forth, as he 
now did, and  m eddle w ith  a  question  o f hum an  guilt, 
passion, and  anguish.

“ H este r P rynne ,” said the  clergym an, “ I have 
striven w ith  m y  young  b ro ther here, under whose 
preaching o f  th e  W ord  you  have been privileged to  
s i t ”— here M r. W ilson laid his h and  on th e  shoulder 
of a pale y oung  m an beside h im — “ I have sought, 
I say, to  persuade th is god ly  youth , th a t he should  
deal w ith you, here  in the  face o f H eaven, and  before 
these w ise and  u p rig h t rulers, and  in hearing  o f  all 
the people, as touch ing  the  vileness and  b lackness o f
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yo u r sin. K now ing  your n a tu ra l tem p er b e tte r  th an  
I, he  could the  b e tte r  ju d g e  w hat a rgum en ts to  use, 
w hether o f tenderness or terror, such as m ig h t prevail 
over y o u r hardness and  obstinacy, insom uch th a t you 
should  no longer h ide  th e  nam e o f h im  w ho tem pted  
you to  th is grievous fall. B u t he opposes to  m e—  
w ith  a y o u n g  m an 's over-softness, a lbeit w ise beyond 
his years— th a t it  w ere w ronging  the  very  n a tu re  of 
w om an to  force her to  lay  open h er h e a r t’s secrets in 
such broad  dayligh t, and  in presence o f so g rea t a 
m ultitude. T ru ly , as I soug h t to  convince him , th e  
sham e lay  in th e  com m ission o f  th e  sin, and  n o t in 
th e  show ing o f  it  forth. W h a t say  you  to  it, once 
again, b ro ther D im m esdale?  M ust it be thou, or I, 
th a t  shall deal w ith th is  poor sinner’s soul ? ”

T h e re  was a m urm ur am ong  the  dignified and 
reverend  occupants o f th e  b a lco n y ; and  G overnor 
B ellingham  gave expression  to  its purport, speak ing  
in an au tho rita tive  voice, a lth o u g h  tem pered  w ith  
respect tow ards th e  youthfu l c lergym an w hom  he 
a d d re s se d :

“ G ood M aster D im m esdale,” said  he, “ th e  respon
sib ility  o f  th is w om an’s soul lies g rea tly  w ith  you. 
I t  behoves you, therefore, to  e x h o rt h er to  rep en t
ance  and  to  confession, as a  p roo f an d  consequence 
thereof.”

T h e  directness o f  th is appeal drew  the  eyes o f  the  
w hole crow d upon th e  R everend  M r. D im m esdale— a 
y o ung  clergym an, w ho h ad  com e from  one o f  the  
g rea t E n g lish  universities, b rin g in g  all th e  learn ing  of 
th e  age in to  our wild forest land. H is  eloquence and 
religious fervour had  a lready  given th e  ea rn est o f 
h igh  em inence in his profession. H e  was a  person o f
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very  s trik in g  aspect, w ith  a white, lofty, and  im p en d 
ing b ro w ; large, brown, m elancholy  eyes, and  a m outh  
which, unless w hen he forcibly com pressed it, was a p t 
to  be trem ulous, exp ressing  b o th  nervous sensib ility  
and  a vast pow er o f  se lf restra in t. N o tw ith stand ing  
his h igh  native gifts and  scholar-like a tta inm ents, 
there  was an  a ir abo u t th is young  m inister— an 
apprehensive, a startled , a  half-frightened look— as o f 
a  being w ho felt h im self qu ite  astray , and  a t  a loss in 
the pa th w ay  o f hum an  existence, and  could on ly  be 
a t ease in som e seclusion o f  his own. Therefore, so 
far as his du ties w ould perm it, he  trod  in th e  shadow y 
by-paths, and  thus k ep t h im self sim ple and  childlike, 
com ing forth, when occasion was, w ith a freshness, 
and fragrance, and  dew y p u rity  o f  though t, which, as 
m any people said, affected th em  like th e  speech o f an  
angel.

Such was th e  y o ung  m an w hom  th e  R everend  M r. 
W ilson and  the  G overnor had  in troduced  so openly  
to the  public notice, b idd ing  him  speak, in the  hearing  
of all men, to  th a t m yste ry  o f a  w om an’s soul, so 
sacred even in its pollution. T h e  try in g  n a tu re  o f  his 
position drove th e  blood from  his cheek, and  m ade his 
lips trem ulous.

“ S peak  to  th e  w om an, m y  b ro ther,” said M r. 
W ilson. “ I t  is o f  m om ent to  h er soul, and, therefore, 
as the  w orshipful G overnor says, m om entous to  th ine 
own, in w hose charge hers is. E x h o r t h er to  confess 
the t r u t h ! ”

T h e  R everend  Mr. D im m esdale ben t his head, in 
silent p rayer, as it seem ed, an d  then  cam e forward.

“ H este r P rynne ,” said he, lean ing  over the  balcony  
and looking dow n stead fastly  in to  her eyes, “ thou
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h earest w hat th is  good m an says, an d  seest th e  
accoun tab ility  un d er w hich I labour. I f  thou  feelest it 
to  be for th y  soul’s peace, and  th a t th y  ea rth ly  pun ish 
m en t will th ereb y  be m ade m ore effectual to  salvation, 
I charge thee to  speak  o u t th e  nam e o f th y  fellow- 
sinner and  fellow -sufferer! Be no t silen t from  any  
m istaken  p ity  an d  tenderness for h im ; for, believe 
me, H ester, th ough  he w ere to  step  dow n from  a  h igh 
place, and  stan d  there  beside thee, on th y  pedestal o f 
sham e, y e t b e tte r  w ere it so th an  to  h ide  a  g u ilty  
h ea rt th rough  life. W h a t can th y  silence do for him, 
e x cep t it te m p t h im — yea, com pel him , as it  w ere— to 
ad d  hypocrisy  to  sin ? H eaven  h a th  g ran ted  thee  an 
open  ignom iny, th a t th ereb y  thou  m ay est w ork o u t an 
open  triu m p h  over th e  evil w ithin thee  and  th e  sorrow  
w ithout. T a k e  heed how  thou  den iest to  h im — who, 
perchance, h a th  n o t th e  courage to  g rasp  it for h im 
self—th e  b itter, b u t w holesom e, cup th a t  is now 
p resen ted  to  th y  lips ! ”

T h e  y o u n g  p asto r’s voice w as trem ulously  sweet, 
rich, deep, and  broken. T h e  feeling th a t  it so 
ev iden tly  m anifested, ra th e r th an  the  d irect p u rp o rt 
o f  th e  words, caused it to  v ib ra te  w ithin all hearts, 
and  b ro u g h t the  listeners in to  one accord o f  sym pathy . 
E ven  the  poor b aby  a t  H este r’s bosom  was affected 
b y  th e  sam e influence, for it d irected  its  h ith erto  
v acan t gaze tow ards M r. D im m esdale, an d  held  up  its 
little  arm s w ith  a  half-pleased, half-p lain tive m urm ur. 
So pow erful seem ed th e  m in iste r’s appeal th a t  the 
people could n o t believe b u t th a t  H este r  P rynne 
w ould speak  o u t th e  g u ilty  nam e, o r else th a t the  
g u ilty  one himself, in w hatever h igh  o r low ly place 
he stood, w ould be d raw n fo rth  by  an  inw ard and
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inevitable necessity, and  com pelled to  ascend th e  
scaffold.

H este r  shook her head.
“ W om an, transg ress no t beyond th e  lim its o f  

H eaven’s m e rc y !” cried th e  R everend M r. W ilson, 
m ore harsh ly  th an  before. “ T h a t  little  babe ha th  
been gifted  w ith a  voice, to  second and  confirm  the  
counsel w hich thou  h ast heard. S p eak  ou t the  nam e ! 
T hat, and  th y  repentance, m ay avail to  tak e  th e  
scarlet le tte r off th y  b re a s t”

“ N ever,” replied  H este r  P rynne, looking, no t a t 
Mr. W ilson, b u t in to  th e  deep  and  troubled  eyes o f  
the younger clergym an. “ I t  is too  deep ly  branded . 
Y e canno t tak e  it  off. A n d  w ould th a t I m igh t 
endure his agony  as well as m in e ! ”

“ Speak , w o m a n ! ” said an o th er voice, coldly  and  
sternly, p roceeding  from  the  crowd abou t th e  scaffold. 
“ Speak ; and  give yo u r child a f a th e r ! ”

“ I will n o t s p e a k ! ” answ ered Plester, tu rn in g  pale  
as death , b u t respond ing  to  th is voice, w hich she to o  
surely recognised. “ A n d  m y child m ust seek a  
heavenly f a th e r ; she shall never know  an  ea rth ly  
o n e ! ”

“ She will no t s p e a k !” m urm ured  M r. D im m es- 
dale, who, lean ing  over the  balcony, w ith  his hand  
upon his heart, had  aw aited  th e  resu lt o f his appeal. 
H e now drew  back w ith  a long respiration. “ W o n 
drous s tren g th  and  generosity  o f a  w om an’s h ea rt!  
She will no t speak  ! ”

D iscerning th e  im practicable s ta te  o f th e  poor 
culprit’s m ind, the  elder clergym an, who had  carefully 
prepared h im self for the  occasion, addressed to  the 
m ultitude a discourse on sin, in all its branches, b u t
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w ith  continual reference to  th e  ignom inious letter. 
So forcibly d id  he  dw ell upon  th is sym bol, for the  
ho u r or m ore d u rin g  w hich his periods w ere ro lling  
over th e  people’s heads, th a t it  assum ed new  terrors 
in the ir im agination, and  seem ed to  derive its scarlet 
hue from  th e  flames o f tire infernal pit. H este r  
P ry n n e , m eanw hile, k ep t h er p lace upon th e  pedestal 
o f  sham e, w ith  glazed eyes, and  an  a ir o f w eary 
indifference. S he  h ad  borne th a t m orning  all th a t  
n a tu re  could e n d u re ; and  as h er tem p eram en t was 
no t o f th e  o rder th a t  escapes from  to o  in tense 
suffering by  a swoon, h er sp irit could on ly  shelter 
itse lf ben ea th  a  s to n y  crust o f insensibility , w hile the  
faculties of anim al life rem ained  entire. In  th is  state, 
th e  voice o f the  p reacher th u n d ered  rem orselessly, 
b u t unavailingly, upon h er ears. T h e  infant, du ring  
th e  la tte r  portion  o f  h er ordeal, p ierced th e  a ir w ith 
its  w ailings an d  s c re a m s ; she strove to  hush  it 
m echanically, b u t seem ed scarcely  to  sym path ise  
w ith  its  trouble. W ith  th e  sam e h a rd  dem eanour, 
she was led back  to  prison, and  vanished from  the 
public gaze w ithin its iron-clam ped portal. I t  was 
w hispered b y  those w ho peered  after her th a t  the  
scarle t le tte r th rew  a lurid  g leam  along  the  dark  
passage-w ay o f th e  interior.



IV .

THE IN TE R V IE W

F T E R  h er re tu rn  to  th e  prison, H este r  P ry n n e
was found to  be in a s ta te  o f  nervous excite

m ent, th a t  dem anded  co n stan t w atchfulness, lest she 
should p e rp e tra te  violence on herself, o r do som e 
half-frenzied m ischief to  the  poor babe. A s n ig h t 
approached, it  proving  im possible to  quell her in sub 
ordination  b y  rebuke or th rea ts  o f  punishm ent, 
M aster B rackett, the  ja iler, th o u g h t fit to  in troduce 
a physician. H e  described  him  as a m an o f skill 
in all C hristian  m odes of physical science, and  like
wise fam iliar w ith w hatever th e  savage people could 
teach in respect to  m edicinal herbs and  roots th a t 
grew in th e  forest. T o  say  th e  tru th , th ere  was m uch 
need o f professional assistance, no t m erely  for H este r 
herself, b u t still m ore u rg en tly  for th e  child— who, 
draw ing its sustenance from  the  m aternal bosom , 
seem ed to  have d ran k  in w ith it all th e  turm oil, the  
anguish and  despair, w hich pervaded  th e  m o ther’s 
system . I t  now  w rithed  in convulsions o f pain, and  
was a forcible type, in its little  fram e, o f  the  m oral 
agony w hich H este r  P ry n n e  had  borne th rou g h o u t 
the day.

Closely following th e  ja ile r into th e  dism al a p a r t
ment, appeared  th a t  individual, o f singu lar aspect,
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whose presence in the  crowd had  been o f  such deep 
in te rest to  th e  w earer o f  th e  scarle t le tter. H e  was 
lodged in th e  prison, no t as suspected  o f any  offence, 
b u t as th e  m ost convenien t and  su itab le m ode of 
d isposing  o f  him , un til th e  m ag istra tes should have 
conferred w ith the  In d ian  sagam ores respecting  his 
ransom . H is nam e w as announced  as R oger C hilling- 
w orth. T h e  jailer, a fter u shering  h im  in to  the  room , 
rem ained  a m om ent, m arvelling  a t th e  com parative 
qu ie t th a t followed his e n tra n c e ; for H este r  P ry n n e  
h ad  im m edia te ly  becom e as still as death , a lthough  
tire child continued  to  m oan.

“ Prithee, friend, leave m e alone w ith  m y  p a tien t,” 
said the  p ractitioner. “ T ru s t me, good ja iler, you 
shall briefly have peace in y o u r h o u s e ; and, I 
prom ise you, M istress P ry n n e  shall h ereafter be m ore 
am enab le  to  ju s t a u th o rity  th an  you m ay  have found 
h e r heretofore.”

“ N ay, if  yo u r w orship can accom plish  th a t,” an 
sw ered M aster B rackett, “ I shall ow n you  for a  m an 
o f skill, in d e e d ! V erily , th e  w om an h a th  been like a 
possessed o n e ; an d  there  lacks little  th a t  I  should 
tak e  in hand, to  drive S a tan  ou t o f  h e r w ith  stripes.” 

T h e  s tran g er h ad  en tered  th e  room  w ith  the 
characteristic  qu ie tude  o f  the  profession to  w hich he 
announced  h im self as belonging. N o r d id  his d e 
m eanour change w hen th e  w ithdraw al o f the prison- 
keeper left him  face to  face w ith  th e  w om an, whose 
absorbed  notice o f  him , in the  crowd, had  in tim ated  
so close a re la tion  betw een h im se lf and  her. H is 
first care w as given to  th e  child, w hose cries, indeed, 
as she lay  w rith ing  on th e  trund le-bed , m ade i t  of 
perem p to ry  necessity  to  postpone all o ther business
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to  the ta sk  o f  soo th ing  her. H e  exam ined  th e  in fan t 
carefully, and  then  proceeded to  unclasp  a lea thern  
case, w hich he took  from  b eneath  his dress. I t  
appeared  to  contain  m edical p repara tions, one o f 
which he m ingled  w ith a  cup o f  w ater.

“ M y old stud ies in alchem y,” observed he, “ and  
m y sojourn, for above a y ea r past, am ong  a  people 
well versed in the* k ind ly  properties o f  sim ples, have 
m ade a b e tte r  physician  o f  m e th an  m any  th a t  claim  
the m edical degree. H ere, w o m a n ! T h e  child  is 
yours— she is none o f  m ine— neither will she recog
nise m y  voice or aspect as a  fa ther’s. A dm in iste r 
this d raugh t, therefore, w ith th ine  own hand .”

H este r repelled  the  offered m edicine, a t  the  sam e 
tim e gazing  w ith s tro n g ly  m arked  apprehension  in to  
his face.

“ W o u ld st thou  avenge th y se lf on th e  innocent 
b a b e ? ” w hispered she.

“ Foolish  w o m a n !” responded  th e  physician, h a lf  
coldly, h a lf  soothingly . “ W h a t should  ail m e to  
harm  th is  m isbegotten  and  m iserable babe?  T h e  
m edicine is p o ten t for good, and  w ere it m y  child 
—yea, m ine own, as well as th in e !— I could do no 
b etter for it.”

A s she still hesita ted , being, in fact, in no reason
able s ta te  o f  m ind, he took  th e  in fan t in h is arm s, 
and h im self adm in istered  th e  d ra u g h t I t  soon 
proved its efficacy, an d  redeem ed th e  leech’s pledge. 
T he m oans o f  the  little  p a tien t subsided ; its convul
sive tossings g rad u a lly  ceased ; and  in a few m om ents, 
as is the  custom  o f  y o u n g  children after relief from 
pain, it  sank  in to  a  profound and  dew y slum ber. 
T he physician, as he h ad  a  fair r ig h t to  be term ed,
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n e x t bestow ed his a tten tio n  on th e  m other. W ith  
calm  and  in ten t scrutiny , he  felt h er pulse, looked 
in to  h er eyes— a gaze th a t  m ade h er h e a r t shrink  
and  shudder, because so fam iliar, and  y e t so strange  
and  cold— and, finally, satisfied w ith his investigation, 
proceeded to  m ingle an o th er d raught.

“ I know  n o t L e th e  nor N epen the ,” rem arked  h e ; 
“ b u t I have learned  m an y  new  secrets in th e  w ilder
ness, and  here  is one o f  th em — a recipe th a t  an 
In d ian  ta u g h t me, in requ ita l o f  som e lessons o f  m y 
own, th a t  w ere as old as Paracelsus. D rin k  it!  I t  
m ay  be less sooth ing  th an  a  sinless conscience. T h a t 
I canno t give thee. B u t it will calm  th e  swell and 
heav ing  o f  th y  passion, like oil throw n on th e  waves 
o f  a tem pestuous sea.”

H e  presen ted  th e  cup to  H ester, w ho received it 
w ith a  slow, earn est look in to  his fa c e ; no t precisely 
a look o f fear, y e t full o f  d o u b t and  question ing  as to  
w hat his purposes m ig h t be. S he  looked also a t  her 
slum bering  child.

“ I have th o u g h t o f  death ,” said  she— “ have w ished 
for it— would even have p rayed  for it, w ere it fit th a t 
such as I should p ray  for anyth ing . Y et, if d ea th  be 
in th is cup, I b id  thee  th in k  again, ere thou  beholdest 
m e quaff it. S e e ! it is even now  a t  m y  lips."

“ D rink , then ,” replied he, still w ith  th e  sam e cold 
com posure. “ D o st thou  know  m e so little, H este r 
P ry n n e?  A re  m y purposes w ont to  be so shallow ? 
E v en  if  I im agine a  schem e o f vengeance, w hat could 
I do  b e tte r for m y  object than  to  le t thee  live— than  
to  give thee  m edicines again st all harm  and  peril of 
life— so th a t th is  bu rn ing  sham e m ay  still blaze upon 
th y  b o so m ? ” A s he spoke, he  laid his long fore
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finger on th e  scarle t letter, w hich forthw ith  seem ed 
to  scorch in to  H este r’s breast, as if  it  h ad  been red- 
hot. H e  noticed h er invo lun tary  gesture, and  sm iled. 
“ Live, therefore, and  b ear abou t th y  doom  w ith thee, 
in th e  eyes o f  m en and  w om en— in th e  eyes o f  him  
whom thou  d id st call th y  h u sband— in the  eyes o f 
yonder ch ild ! A nd , th a t thou  m ayest live, tak e  off 
this d rau g h t.”

W ith o u t fu rther ex p ostu la tion  o r delay, H este r 
P rynne drained  th e  cup, and, a t th e  m otion o f the  
m an o f skill, sea ted  h erse lf on the  bed, w here the 
child w as s leep in g ; w hile he drew  the on ly  chair 
which the  room  afforded, and  took  his own seat 
beside her. S he  could no t b u t trem ble  a t these 
p rep a ra tio n s ; for she felt th a t— having  now done 
all th a t hum anity , or principle, or, if  so it were, a 
refined cruelty , im pelled him  to  do for the  relief of 
physical suffering— he w as n e x t to  tre a t w ith  her 
as the  m an w hom  she had  m ost deep ly  and  irrepar
ably injured.

“ H ester,” said he, “ I ask  no t wherefore, no r how 
thou h ast fallen in to  th e  pit, o r say, rather, thou  h ast 
ascended to  th e  pedestal o f  infam y on w hich I found 
thee. T h e  reason is no t far to  seek. I t  w as m y 
folly, and  th y  w eakness. I— a m an o f th o u g h t— the  
book-worm  o f g rea t libraries— a m an a lread y  in 
decay, hav ing  given m y best years to  feed the 
hungry  dream  o f know ledge— w hat had I to  do  w ith  
youth and  b eau ty  like th in e  own ? M isshapen from 
m y b irth-hour, how  could I delude m yself w ith the  
idea th a t in tellectual gifts m igh t veil physical de
form ity in a  y o ung  g irl’s fan tasy ?  M en call m e wise. 
If  sages w ere ever wise in the ir own behoof, I m igh t
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have foreseen all this. I m igh t have know n tha t, as 
I cam e ou t o f  th e  v ast and  dism al forest, and  en tered  
th is  se ttlem en t o f C hristian  m en, the  very  first ob ject 
to  m eet m y  eyes w ould be thyself, H este r  P rynne, 
s tan d in g  up, a  s ta tu e  o f  ignom iny, before the  people. 
N ay , from th e  m om en t w hen we cam e dow n the  old 
church-steps together, a m arried  pair, I m igh t have 
beheld  th e  bale-fire o f  th a t scarle t le tte r b lazing  a t 
th e  end o f  ou r p a t h ! ”

“ T h o u  know est,” said  H este r— for, depressed  as 
she was, she could n o t endure  th is last q u ie t s tab  a t 
th e  token  o f h er sham e— “ thou  know est th a t  I was 
fran k  w ith  thee. I fe lt no love, no r feigned any.” 

“ T rue ,” replied he. “ I t  w as m y  folly! I have 
said  it. But, up  to th a t  epoch o f m y life, I had  lived 
in vain. T h e  w orld had  been so ch ee rle ss! M y 
h ea rt was a hab ita tio n  large  enough for m any  guests, 
b u t lonely  and  chill, and  w ithou t a  household  fire. 
I longed  to  k ind le  o n e ! I t  seem ed n o t so wild a 
d ream — old as I was, and  som bre as I was, and  
m isshapen as I w as— th a t th e  sim ple bliss, w hich is 
sca tte red  far and  wide, for all m ankind  to  g a th e r up, 
m igh t y e t be m ine. A n d  so, H ester, I drew  thee 
in to  m y  heart, in to  its innerm ost cham ber, and 
so u g h t to  w arm  thee  by  th e  w arm th  w hich thy  
presence m ade there  ! ”

“ I have g rea tly  w ronged thee,” m urm ured  H ester. 
“ W e have w ronged each o ther,” answ ered he. 

“ M ine was the  first w rong, w hen I b e tray ed  thy  
budd ing  y o u th  in to  a false an d  u n n a tu ra l relation 
w ith  m y decay. T herefore, as a m an w ho has not 
th o u g h t and  philosophised in vain, I seek no ven
geance, p lo t no evil against thee. B etw een thee  and
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me, the  scale hangs fairly  balanced. B ut, H ester, the  
m an lives who has w ronged us bo th  ! W ho  is he ? ” 

“ A sk  m e n o t? ” rep lied  H este r P rynne, looking 
firm ly in to  his face. “ T h a t  thou  sh a lt never k n o w ! ” 

“ Never, say est th o u ? ” re jo ined  he, w ith  a sm ile o f 
dark  and  self-rely ing intelligence. “ N ever know  
h im ! Believe me, H ester, th ere  are few th in g s—  
w hether in th e  ou tw ard  world, or, to  a certain  dep th , 
in the  invisible sphere  o f  th o u g h t— few th in g s h idden  
from the  m an w ho devotes h im self earnestly  and  un
reservedly to  th e  solu tion  o f  a  m ystery . T ho u  
m ayest cover u p  th y  secret from  th e  p ry ing  m ulti
tude. T h o u  m ayest conceal it, too, from  th e  
m inisters and  m agistrates, even as thou  d id st th is 
day, when th e y  soug h t to  w rench th e  nam e ou t o f  
thy  heart, an d  give thee  a p a rtn e r  on th y  pedestal. 
But, as for me, I com e to  th e  inquest w ith o ther 
senses th an  th ey  possess. I shall seek th is  m an, as 
I have sough t tru th  in b o o k s : as I have soug h t gold 
in alchem y. T h e re  is a  sy m p a th y  th a t  will m ake m e 
conscious o f  him . I shall see him  trem ble. I shall 
feel m yself shudder, su dden ly  an d  unaw ares. S ooner 
or later, he m ust needs be m ine.”

T h e  eyes o f  th e  w rinkled  scholar glow ed so in
tensely upon her, th a t H e s te r  P ry n n e  clasped h er 
hand over her heart, d read ing  lest he  should  read  th e  
secret there  a t  once.

“ T ho u  w ilt no t reveal his n am e?  N o t the  less h e  
is mine,” resum ed he, w ith a look o f  confidence, as if  
destiny were a t  one w ith him . “ H e  bears no le tte r 
of infam y w rough t in to  his garm ent, as thou dost, 
but I shall read  it  on his heart. Y e t fear no t for 
h im ! T h in k  no t th a t I shall in terfere  w ith H eaven’s
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own m ethod  o f re tribu tion , or, to  m y  own loss, b e tray  
him  to  th e  gripe o f  hum an  law. N either do thou 
im agine th a t I shall contrive au g h t against his l i f e ; 
no, n o r against his fame, if, as I judge, he  be a m an 
o f fair repute. L e t h im  liv e ! L e t him  h ide h im self 
in ou tw ard  honour, if  he  m ay ! N o t th e  less he shall 
be m in e ! ”

“ T h y  acts are like m ercy,” said H ester, bew ildered 
and  a p p a lle d ; “ b u t th y  w ords in te rp re t thee as a 
a te r r o r ! ”

“ O ne th ing, thou  th a t  w ast m y  wife, I w ould en 
jo in  upon thee,” con tinued  the  scholar. “ T ho u  hast 
k ep t th e  secret o f  th y  param our. K eep, likewise, 
m in e ! T h ere  are  none in th is land  th a t  know  me. 
B reathe  no t to  an y  hum an  soul th a t thou  d idst ever 
call m e husband  ! H ere, on th is  w ild o u tsk irt o f  the  
earth , I shall p itch  m y  t e n t ; for, elsew here a 
w anderer, and  iso lated  from  hum an  in terests, I find 
here  a w om an, a m an, a  child, am o n g st whom  and 
m yself th ere  e x is t the  closest ligam ents. N o m atte r 
w hether o f  love or h a t e : no m a tte r  w hether o f  righ t 
o r  w rong! T h o u  and  th ine, H este r P rynne, belong 
to  me. M y hom e is w here thou  a rt and  w here he  is. 
B u t b e tray  m e n o t ! ”

“ W herefore  d o st thou  desire it ? ” inquired  H ester, 
shrinking, she h a rd ly  knew  why, from  th is secret 
bond. “ W h y  n o t announce th y se lf openly, and  cast 
m e off a t once ? ”

“ I t  m ay  be,” he replied, “ because I will n o t en
coun ter th e  d ishonour th a t  besm irches th e  husband 
o f  a  faithless w om an. I t  m ay  be for o th e r reasons. 
E nough , it  is m y  purpose to  live and  die unknow n. 
L e t, therefore, th y  h u sband  be to  th e  w orld as one
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already  dead, and  o f  w hom  no tid ings shall ever 
come. R ecognise m e not, b y  word, by  sign, b y  
lo o k ! B reathe  no t th e  secret, above all, to  th e  m an 
thou w o ttest of. S hou ld st thou  fail m e in this, 
b ew are ! H is fame, his position, his life will be in 
m y hands. B ew are ! ”

“ I will keep th y  secret, as I have his,” said  H ester. 
“ Sw ear i t ! ” rejoined he.
A nd she took  th e  oath.
“ A nd  now, M istress P rynne ,” said  old R oger 

Chillingw orth, as he was hereafter to  be nam ed, “ I 
leave thee  a lo n e : alone w ith th y  in fan t an d  the  
scarlet l e t te r ! H ow  is it, H este r ? D o th  th y  sen
tence bind thee to  w ear th e  token  in th y  sleep ? A rt 
thou n o t afraid o f n igh tm ares and hideous dream s ? ” 

“ W hy  dost thou  sm ile so a t m e ? ” inquired  H ester, 
troubled a t th e  expression o f  his eyes. “ A rt thou  
like the  B lack M an th a t  h au n ts  tire forest round 
about us?  H a s t thou  en ticed  m e in to  a bond th a t 
will prove the  ru in  o f  m y  soul ? ”

“ N ot th y  soul,” he  answ ered, w ith ano ther smile. 
“ No, no t th in e  1”

DIM
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E S T E R  P R Y N N E ’S term  o f confinem ent was
now a t  an end. H e r  prison-door was throw n 

open, and  she cam e fo rth  in to  th e  sunshine, which, 
falling on all alike, seem ed, to  her sick and  m orbid 
heart, as if  m ean t for no o th e r purpose th an  to  reveal 
the  scarle t le tte r on her breast. P erhaps th ere  was 
a m ore real to rtu re  in h e r first un a tten d ed  footsteps 
from  th e  th resho ld  o f the  prison than  even in the 
procession an d  spectacle th a t  have been described, 
w here she was m ade th e  com m on infam y, a t which 
all m ank ind  was sum m oned to  po in t its finger. 
T hen , she w as supported  by  an unna tu ra l tension 
o f  th e  nerves, an d  b y  all the  com bative energy  o f  her 
character, w hich enabled  h er to  convert th e  scene 
in to  a k ind o f  lurid  trium ph . I t  was, m oreover, a 
separa te  and  insu lated  event, to  occur b u t once in 
h er lifetim e, and  to  m eet which, therefore, reckless 
o f  econom y, she m igh t call u p  th e  v ital s tren g th  th a t 
w ould have sufficed for m any  qu ie t years. T h e  very 
law  th a t condem ned her— a g ian t o f stern  features, 
b u t w ith  v igour to  support, as well as to  annihilate, 
in his iron arm — had  held  her up  th ro u g h  th e  terrible 
ordeal o f her ignom iny. B u t now, w ith th is un
a tten d ed  w alk from  her prison door, began th e  daily
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c u s to m ; and  she m ust e ither sustain  and  carry  it 
forward by  th e  o rd inary  resources o f h er nature, or 
sink beneath  it. She could no longer borrow  from 
the future to  help  her th rough  the  p resen t grief. T o 
morrow would b ring  its own tria l w ith i t ; so would 
the n e x t day, and  so would the  n e x t : each its own 
trial, and  y e t the  very  sam e th a t w as now so unu tter- 
ably grievous to  be borne. T h e  days o f  the  far-off 
future would toil onw ard, still w ith  the  sam e burden 
for her to  tak e  up, and bear a lpng  w ith her, bu t 
never to  fling d o w n ; for the  accum ulating  days and 
added years w ould pile up the ir m isery  upon the 
heap o f sham e. T h ro u g h o u t them  all, g iving up her 
individuality, she would becom e the  general sym bol 
a t w hich th e  preacher and  m oralist m igh t point, and 
in which th ey  m igh t vivify and  em body their im ages 
of w om an’s frailty  and  sinful passion. T h u s the 
young and  pure  w ould be tau g h t to  look a t her, w ith 
the scarlet le tte r flam ing on her breast— a t her, the  
child o f honourable p aren ts— a t her, th e  m other o f 
a babe th a t w ould hereafter be a w om an— a t her, who 
Had once been innocent— as the figure, the  body, the 
reality o f sin. A nd  over her grave, the infam y th a t 
she m ust ca rry  th ith e r w ould be h er only  m onum ent.

I t  m ay seem  m arvellous tha t, w ith the  world 
before h e r— k ep t by  no restrictive clause o f her 
condem nation w ithin the  lim its o f  th e  P uritan  se ttle 
ment, so rem ote and  so obscure— free to  re tu rn  to  
her birth-place, or to  an y  o ther E uropean  land, and 
there hide her character and  iden tity  under a new 
exterior, as com pletely  as if em erg ing  in to  ano ther 
state o f  be ing— and hav ing  also the  passes o f  the 
dark, inscrutable forest open to  her, w here the
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w ildness o f  h er n a tu re  m ig h t assim ilate  itse lf w ith 
a  people  w hose custom s and  life w ere alien  from  the 
law  th a t  had  condem ned  h er —  it m ay  seem  
m arvellous th a t th is w om an should  still call th a t 
p lace her hom e, where, and  w here only, she m ust 
needs be th e  ty p e  o f  sham e. B u t th ere  is a fatality , 
a feeling so irresistib le and  inev itab le th a t  it has the  
force o f  doom , w hich alm ost invariab ly  com pels 
hum an  beings to  linger a round  and  haun t, ghost-like, 
th e  sp o t w here som e g rea t and  m arked  even t has 
given th e  colour to  th e ir  life tim e ; and, s till th e  m ote 
irresistibly, th e  d ark er th e  tin g e  th a t  saddens it. H e r 
sin, h er ignom iny, w ere the  roots w hich she had  
stru ck  in to  th e  soil. I t  was as if  a new birth , w ith 
stro n g er assim ilations th an  th e  first, had  converted 
th e  forest-land, still so uncongenial to  every  o ther 
pilgrim  an d  w anderer, into H este r P ry n n e ’s w ild and 
dreary , b u t life-long hom e. A ll o ther scenes o f  ea rth  
— even th a t village o f rural E n g land , w here h ap p y  
infancy  and  stain less m aidenhood seem ed y e t to  be 
in h er m o ther’s keeping, like garm en ts p u t off long 
ago— w ere foreign to  her, in com parison. T h e  chain 
th a t bound h er here  was o f iron links, and  galling  to 
h er inm ost soul, b u t could never be broken.

I t  m igh t be, too— doubtless it was so, a lthough  she 
h id  the secre t from  herself, an d  grew  pale  w henever 
it  s truggled  ou t o f her heart, like a se rpen t from  its 
hole —  it m igh t be th a t an o th er feeling k e p t her 
w ithin th e  scene and  pathw ay  th a t  h ad  been so fatal. 
T h e re  dw elt, there  trode, th e  feet o f  one w ith whom 
she deem ed herse lf connected in a  union th a t, un
recognised on earth , w ould b rin g  th em  together 
before th e  b a r o f  final jud g m en t, an d  m ake th a t  their
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m arriage-altar, for a jo in t fu tu rity  o f  endless re trib u 
tion. O ver and  over again, th e  te m p te r  o f  souls had  
th ru s t th is idea upon H este r’s contem plation , and  
laughed a t th e  passionate  and  d espera te  jo y  with 
which she seized, and  then  strove to  cast it  from  her. 
She barely  looked th e  idea in the  face, and  hastened  
to  b ar it in its dungeon. W h a t she com pelled herse lf 
to  believe— w hat, finally, she reasoned upon as her 
m otive for con tinu ing  a  residen t o f New E n g la n d — 
was h a lf  a tru th , an d  h a lf  a  self-delusion. H ere, she 
said to  herself, had  been th e  scene o f  h er guilt, and  
here should be th e  scene o f her ea rth ly  p u n ish m e n t; 
and so, perchance, th e  to rtu re  o f  h er da ily  sham e 
would a t  leng th  purge h e r soul, and  w ork ou t ano ther 
purity  th an  th a t w hich she had  lo s t : m ore saint-like, 
because the  resu lt o f  m arty rdom .

H este r  P rynne, therefore, d id  n o t flee. O n  the  
outskirts o f th e  tow n, w ith in  th e  verge o f  the  
peninsula, b u t n o t in close v icin ity  to  an y  o ther 
hab itation , th e re  was a  sm all th a tch ed  cottage. I t  
had been bu ilt b y  an  earlier settler, and abandoned , 
because the  soil ab o u t it was too  sterile  for cu ltiva
tion, w hile its com parative rem oteness p u t it  ou t o f 
the sphere  o f  th a t  social ac tiv ity  w hich a lready  
m arked the  hab its  o f  th e  em igrants. I t  stood  on th e  
shore, looking  across a basin o f  the  sea a t  the  forest- 
covered hills, tow ards th e  west. A  clum p o f scrubby  
trees, such as alone grew  on th e  peninsula, d id  no t 
so m uch conceal th e  co ttage  from  view, as seem  to 
denote th a t here was som e o b jec t w hich would fain 
have been, or a t  least o u g h t to  be, concealed. In  
this little  lonesom e dwelling, w ith som e slender 
means th a t she possessed, and  b y  th e  licence o f  the
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m agistrates, w ho still k ep t an inquisitorial w atch over 
her, H este r  estab lished  herself, w ith  h e r in fan t child. 
A  m ystic  shadow  o f suspicion im m edia te ly  a ttached  
itse lf to  th e  spot. C hildren, too  y oung  to  com 
preh en d  w herefore th is w om an should be shu t ou t 
from  the  sphere  o f hum an  charities, w ould creep nigh 
enough  to  behold  her p ly ing  h er needle a t  the  
cottage-w indow , or s tan d in g  in th e  doorw ay, or 
labouring  in her little  garden , o r com ing  forth  along 
th e  pathw ay  th a t  led tow nw ard, and, d iscern ing  the  
scarle t le tte r on h er breast, w ould scam per off w ith 
a  s tran g e  contagious fear.

L on e ly  as w as H este r’s situation , and  w ithou t a 
friend on ea rth  who dared  to  show  him self, she, how 
ever, incurred  no risk  o f w ant. S he  possessed an a rt 
th a t sufficed, even in a land  th a t afforded com para
tively  little  scope for its exercise, to  supp ly  food for 
h er th riv ing  in fan t an d  herself.' I t  was th e  art,— then , 
as now, alm ost th e  on ly  one w ithin a w om an’s grasp  
•— o f needle-w ork. S he  bore on her breast, in the 
curiously  em bro idered  le tter, a specim en o f her 
delicate and  im aginative skill, o f  w hich th e  dam es 
o f  a  court m ig h t g lad ly  have availed  them selves, to 
add  th e  richer and  m ore sp iritua l ad o rn m en t of 
hum an  ingenu ity  to  th e ir fabrics o f  silk  and  gold. 
H ere, indeed, in th e  sab le  sim plic ity  th a t  generally  
characterised  the  P u ritan ic  m odes o f dress, there  
m igh t be an in frequen t call for th e  finer productions 
o f  h er handiw ork. Y e t th e  ta s te  o f  th e  age, de
m and ing  w hatever was e labora te  in com positions of 
th is kind, d id  no t fail to  e x ten d  its influence over our 
stem  progenitors, w ho h ad  cast beh ind  them  so m any 
fashions w hich it m ig h t seem  h a rd e r to  d ispense with.
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Public cerem onies, such as ordinations, the  in sta lla 
tion of m agistrates, and  all th a t could give m ajesty  
to  the  form s in w hich a new  governm ent m anifested  
itse lf to the  people, were, as a m a tte r o f  policy, 
m arked  by  a s ta te ly  and  w ell-conducted  cerem onial, 
and a som bre, b u t y e t a stud ied  m agnificence. D eep  
ruffs, painfu lly  w rough t bands, and  gorgeously  em 
broidered gloves, were all deem ed necessary to  the  
official s ta te  o f  m en assum ing  the  reins o f  power, and 
were read ily  allow ed to  individuals dignified b y  rank  
or wealth, even while su m p tu a ry  laws forbade these 
and sim ilar ex travagances to  the  p lebeian  order. In  
the a rray  o f  funerals, too— w hether for th e  apparel of 
the dead  body, o r to  typify , by  m anifold em blem atic 
devices o f sable c lo th  and  snow y lawn, th e  sorrow  of 
the surv ivors—there  was a frequen t and  characteristic  
dem and for such labour as H este r P ry n n e  could 
supply. B aby-linen —  for babies then  w ore robes 
o f s ta te  —  afforded still an o th er possib ility  o f toil 
and em olum ent.

B y degrees, n o t very  slowly, h e r handiw ork 
becam e w hat w ould now  be te rm ed  th e  fashion. 
W hether from  com m iseration  for a w om an o f so 
m iserable a  destin y  ; o r from  th e  m orbid  curiosity  
th a t gives a  fictitious value even to  com m on or 
w orthless th ings ; or b y  w hatever o ther in tangib le  
circum stance w as then , as now, sufficient to  bestow, 
on som e persons, w hat o thers m igh t seek in vain ; o r 
because H este r  really  filled a  g ap  w hich m ust 
otherwise have rem ained v a c a n t; it is certain  th a t 
she had ready  and  fairly  requited  em ploym en t for as 
m any hours as she saw  fit to  occupy w ith  h e r needle. 
V anity , it m ay be, chuse tu m u ilily  itself, by p u ttin g
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on, for cerem onials o f pom p and  sta te , the  garm ents 
th a t  had  been w rough t b y  her sinful hands. H e r 
needle-w ork w as seen on the  ru ff o f the  G o v e rn o r; 
m ilita ry  m en w ore it on the ir scarfs, and  the  m inister 
on his b a n d ; it  decked th e  b ab y ’s little  c a p ; it 
w as sh u t up, to  be m ildew ed and  m oulder away, 
in th e  coffins o f th e  dead. B u t it  is no t recorded 
th a t, in a  single instance, h e r skill was called  in 
to  em broider the  w hite  veil w hich w as to  cover 
th e  pu re  blushes o f a bride. T h e  excep tion  in
d icated  the  ever relentless v igour w ith  w hich society  
frow ned upon h er sin.

H este r  sough t n o t to  acquire  an y th in g  beyond  a 
subsistence, o f th e  p la inest an d  m ost ascetic descrip
tion, for herself, and  a  sim ple abundance  for her 
child. H e r  own dress w as o f th e  coarsest m ateria ls 
and  th e  m ost som bre hue, w ith  on ly  th a t  one 
o rnam en t— th e  scarle t le tte r— w hich it was her doom  
to  wear. T h e , child’s a ttire , on the  o ther hand, was 
d istinguished  b y  a  fanciful, or, we m ay ra th e r say, 
a  fantastic  ingenuity , w hich served, indeed, to  
he igh ten  th e  a iry  charm  th a t early  began to  develop 
itse lf in th e  little  girl, b u t w hich appeared  to  
have also a  deeper m eaning. W e m ay  speak  further 
o f  it hereafter. E x c e p t for th a t sm all ex p en d itu re  in 
the decoration o f  h er infant, H este r  bestow ed all her 
superfluous m eans in charity , on w retches less m iser
able than  herself, and who no t un frequen tly  insulted 
th e  h and  th a t  fed them . M uch o f th e  tim e, 
w hich she m igh t read ily  have applied  to  th e  better 
efforts o f  h er art, she em ployed  in m ak ing  coarse 
garm ents for th e  poor. I t  is p robable  th a t there  was 
an  idea o f  penance in  th is m ode o f occupation, and
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th a t she offered up  a real sacrifice o f  en joym en t in 
devoting  so m any  hours to  such rude  handiw ork. S he 
had  in her n a tu re  a rich, voluptuous, O rien tal 
characteristic— a tas te  for th e  gorgeously  beautiful, 
which, save in th e  exqu isite  p roductions o f  her 
needle, found n o th ing  else, in all th e  possibilities o f 
her life, to  exercise  itself upon. W om en derive a 
pleasure, incom prehensib le to  the  o th e r sex, from  the  
delicate toil o f  th e  needle. T o  H este r P ry n n e  it 
m ight have been a  m ode o f expressing , and  therefore 
soothing, th e  passion o f h er life. L ike  all o ther joys, 
she re jected  it as sin. T h is  m orbid  m edd ling  of 
conscience w ith an im m ateria l m a tte r betokened, it is 
to  be feared, no genuine an d  s tead fast penitence, bu t 
som eth ing  doubtful, som eth ing  th a t m ig h t be deep ly  
w rong beneath.

In  th is m atte r, H este r  P ry n n e  cam e to  have a  
p art to  perform  in th e  world. W ith  h er native 
energy o f character and  rare  capacity , it could no t 
entirely  cast her off, a lthough  it had  se t a  m ark  upon 
her, m ore in to lerab le  to  a w om an’s h ea rt th an  th a t 
which b ran d ed  the  brow  o f Cain. In  all h er in te r
course w ith  society, however, there  was n o th ing  th a t 
m ade h er feel as if  she belonged to  i t  E v ery  
gesture, every  word, and  even the  silence o f  those 
with whom  she cam e in contact, im plied, and  often 
expressed, th a t she was banished, an d  as m uch alone 
as if she inhab ited  an o th er sphere, o r com m unicated  
with th e  com m on n a tu re  by  o ther organs and  senses 
than the  rest o f  hum an kind. S he  stood  a p a r t from 
moral in terests, y e t close beside them , like a ghost 
tha t re-visits the  fam iliar fireside, and  can no longer 
m ake itse lf seen or fe lt; no m ore sm ile w ith  the
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household  joy, no r m ourn w ith  th e  k indred  so rro w ; 
or, should  it succeed in m anifesting  its forbidden 
sym pathy , aw aken ing  on ly  te rro r and  horrible 
repugnance. T h ese  em otions, in fact, and  its b itte res t 
scorn besides, seem ed to  be th e  sole portion  th a t  she 
re ta ined  in th e  universal heart. I t  w as n o t an age of 
d e lic a c y ; and  h er position, a lth o u g h  she understood  
it  well, and  w as in little  d an g er o f  fo rge tting  it, 
was often b ro u g h t before h er vivid self-perception, 
like a  new anguish, b y  th e  ru d es t touch  upon th e  
ten d erest spot. T h e  poor, as w e have a lread y  said, 
w hom  she soug h t o u t to  be the  ob jects o f  h er bounty , 
often reviled the  h an d  th a t  w as s tre tched  fo rth  to  
succour them . D am es o f e levated  rank , likewise, 
w hose doors she en tered  in th e  w ay o f h er occu
pation, w ere accustom ed to  d istil d rops o f  b itterness 
in to  her h e a r t ; som etim es th ro u g h  th a t  alchem y 
o f qu ie t m alice, b y  w hich w om en can concoct a 
sub tle  poison from  o rd in ary  tr if le s ; an d  som etim es, 
also, b y  a  coarser expression , th a t fell upon the  
sufferer’s defenceless b reast like a  rough  blow  upon 
an  u lcerated  w ound. H este r  had  schooled herself 
long  and  w ell; and  she never responded  to  these 
attacks, save b y  a flush o f crim son th a t  rose irre
pressib ly  over her pale cheek, an d  again  subsided 
in to  the  dep ths o f  h er bosom . S h e  was p a tien t—  
a  m arty r, indeed  —  b u t she forebore to  p ray  for 
enem ies, lest, in sp ite  o f  h er forgiving aspirations, 
th e  w ords o f  th e  b lessing should  s tu b b o rn ly  tw ist 
them selves in to  a  curse.

C ontinually , an d  in a  th ousand  o th e r w ays, did 
she feel th e  innum erab le  th robs o f  anguish  th a t had 
been so cunn ing ly  contrived  for h e r by  th e  undying,
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the  eve'r-active sen tence o f  th e  P u ritan  tribunal. 
C lergym en paused in th e  streets, to  address w ords o f  
exhortation , th a t  b ro u g h t a  crowd, w ith  its m ingled 
grin and  frown, around  th e  poor, sinful w om an. I f  
she en tered  a  church, tru s tin g  to  share  th e  S ab b a th  
smile o f  th e  U niversal F a th er, it was often her 
m ishap to  find herse lf th e  te x t  o f  th e  discourse. She 
grew to  have a d read  o f  c h ild re n ; for th ey  had  
im bibed from  th e ir p aren ts  a  vague idea o f som eth ing  
horrible in th is  d rea ry  w om an g lid ing  silen tly  th rough  
the town, w ith  never an y  com panion b u t one on ly  
child. T herefore, first allow ing her to  pass, th ey  
pursued her a t  a  d istance  w ith shrill cries, an d  the 
u tterances o f  a w ord th a t had  no d istin c t p u rp o rt 
to  th e ir  own m inds, b u t was none th e  less terrib le  
to  her, as p roceeding  from  lips th a t  babb led  it 
unconsciously. I t  seem ed to  argue  so w ide a 
diffusion o f  h er sham e, th a t all n a tu re  knew  o f  i t ; 
it could have caused h er no deeper p an g  had  the  
leaves o f  th e  trees w hispered th e  d a rk  s to ry  am ong  
them selves— had  the  sum m er breeze m urm ured  abou t 
it—had  the  w in try  b last shrieked  it  a lo u d ! A n o th e r 
peculiar to rtu re  w as felt in th e  gaze o f a  new eye. 
W hen s trangers looked curiously  a t th e  scarle t le tte r 
—and none ever failed to  do so— th ey  b randed  it 
afresh in H e s te r’s s o u l ; so th a t, oftentim es, she could 
scarcely refrain, y e t alw ays d id  refrain, from  covering 
the sym bol w ith  h er hand . B u t then , again, an 
accustom ed eye h ad  likew ise its ow n anguish  to  
inflict. I ts  cool s tare  o f  fam iliarity  was intolerable. 
From  first to  last, in short, P lester P ry n n e  had  
always th is  d readfu l agony  in feeling a  hum an  eye 
upon th e  to k e n ; th e  sp o t never grew  c a llo u s ; it
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seem ed, on th e  con trary , to  grow  m ore sensitive w ith  
daily  to rture .

B u t som etim es, once in m any  days, o r perchance 
in m any  m onths, she felt an  eye— a hum an  eye—  
upon th e  ignom inious brand, th a t  seem ed to  give a 
m om en tary  relief, as if  h a lf  o f h er agony were shared. 
T h e  n e x t instan t, back it all rushed  again, w ith  still a 
deeper th ro b  o f p a in ; for, in th a t  b rie f interval, 
she had  sinned anew. H ad  H este r sinned alone ?

H e r im agination  was som ew hat affected, and, had  
she been o f a  softer m oral an d  in te llectual fibre w ould 
have been still m ore so, by  th e  s tran g e  and  so lita ry  
anguish  of her life. W alk in g  to  and  fro, w ith those 
lonely  footsteps, in th e  little  w orld w ith  w hich she 
was ou tw ard ly  connected, it now  and then  appeared  
to  H este r— if a lto g e th e r fancy, it  was neverthelesss 
too  p o ten t to  be resisted— she felt or fancied, then, 
th a t  the  scarle t le tte r had  endow ed h er w ith  a new 
sense. S he shuddered  to  believe, y e t  could no t help  
believing, th a t it gave h e r a  sym pathe tic  know ledge 
o f th e  h idden  sin in o ther hearts. S he  was terror- 
s tricken  by  the  revelations th a t  w ere thus m ade. 
W h a t w ere th e y ?  C ould th ey  be o ther th an  the 
insidious w hispers o f  the  bad  angel, who w ould fain 
have persuaded  th e  s tru gg ling  w om an, as y e t only  
h a lf  his victim , th a t  th e  ou tw ard  guise o f p u rity  was 
b u t a lie, and  th a t, if  tru th  w ere everyw here to  be 
shown, a scarle t le tte r would blaze forth  on m any  a 
bosom  besides H este r P ry n n e 's?  O r, m ust she re
ceive those in tim ations— so obscure, y e t so d istinc t— 
as tru th ?  In  all h e r m iserable experience, th ere  was 
no th ing  else so awful and  so loathsom e as th is sense. 
I t  perp lexed , as well as shocked  her, b y  th e  irreverent
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inopportuneness o f  th e  occasions th a t  b ro u g h t it  in to  
vivid action. S om etim es th e  red  in fam y upon h er 
b reast w ould give a  sym pathe tic  th rob , as she passed 
near a  venerab le  m in ister o r m agistra te , the  m odel of 
p ie ty  and justice, to  w hom  th a t age o f  an tique  
reverence looked up, as to  a m ortal m an in fellowship 
w ith angels. “ W h a t evil th in g  is a t  hand  ? ” w ould 
H este r say  to  herself. L ifting  her re lu c tan t eyes, 
there w ould be n o th in g  h u m an  w ithin th e  scope of 
view, save th e  form  o f th is ea rth ly  s a in t ! A gain , a 
m ystic sisterhood would contum aciously  assert itself, 
as she m et the  sanctified frown o f som e m atron , who, 
according to  th e  rum our o f  all tongues, had  k ep t cold 
snow w ithin h er bosom  th ro u g h o u t life. T h a t  un 
sunned snow  in th e  m a tro n ’s bosom , and  th e  burn ing  
sham e on H este r  P ry n n e 's— w hat had  the  tw o in 
com m on? O r, once m ore, th e  electric th rill w ould 
give her w arn ing—“ B ehold H ester, here  is a  com 
panion ! ” and, looking up, she w ould d e tec t th e  eyes 
of a y o u n g  m aiden g lancing  a t  th e  scarle t letter, 
shyly and  aside, and  qu ick ly  averted , w ith a  faint, 
chill crim son in her cheeks as if  h er p u rity  were 
som ew hat sullied by  th a t  m o m en tary  glance. O 
Fiend, w hose ta lism an  was th a t fatal sym bol, w ouldst 
thou leave nothing, w hether in yo u th  or age, for this 
poor sinner to  revere ?— such loss o f  faith  is ever one 
of the  sad d est resu lts o f  sin. Be it accepted  as a 
proof th a t all was no t co rru p t in th is poor victim  o f 
her own frailty, and  m an’s hard  law, th a t H este r 
P rynne y e t s trugg led  to  believe th a t  no fellow -m ortal 
was g u ilty  like herself.

T h e  vulgar, who, in those d rea ry  old tim es, w ere 
always co n tribu ting  a  g ro tesque h o rro r to  w hat
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in terested  th e ir  im aginations, h ad  a  s to ry  ab o u t the  
scarle t le tte r  w hich we m igh t read ily  w ork  u p  in to  a 
terrific legend. T h e y  averred  th a t the  sym bol was 
no t m ere scarle t cloth, tinged  in an ea rth ly  dye-pot, 
b u t was red -ho t w ith infernal fire, and  could be seen 
g low ing all a lig h t w henever H este r  P ry n n e  w alked 
ab road  in th e  night-tim e. A n d  we m ust needs say  it 
seared H este r’s bosom  so deeply, th a t perhaps there  
was m ore tru th  in the  rum our th an  our m odern  
incredu lity  m ay  be inclined to  a d m it



V I.

PEARL

WE  have as y e t h a rd ly  spoken o f the  in fa n t : 
th a t little  creature, w hose innocen t life had  

sprung, b y  the  inscru tab le  decree o f  Providence, a 
lovely and  im m ortal flower, ou t o f  th e  ran k  luxuriance 
o f a g u ilty  passion. H ow  stran g e  it seem ed to  the  
sad wom an, as she w atched the  grow th, and  the  
beau ty  th a t becam e every d ay  m ore brilliant, an d  the 
intelligence th a t th rew  its quivering  sunshine over the  
tin y  features o f  th is c h ild ! H e r P e a r l !— for so had 
H este r called h e r ; n o t as a nam e expressive o f her 
aspect, w hich had  n o th in g  o f th e  calm , white, un
im passioned lustre  th a t  w ould be ind icated  by  the 
com parison. B u t she nam ed  the  in fan t “ P earl,” as 
being o f g rea t price— purchased  w ith  all she h ad —  
her m o th e r’s o n ly  t re a s u re ! H ow  strange, indeed 1 
Man h ad  m arked  th is w om an’s sin b y  a scarle t letter, 
which had  such p o te n t and  d isastrous efficacy th a t  no 
hum an sy m p a th y  could reach  her, save it w ere sinful 
like herself. God, as a  d irec t consequence o f  th e  sin 
which m an thu s punished, h ad  given h e r a  lovely 
child, w hose place w as on th a t  sam e d ishonoured 
bosom, to  connect h e r p a ren t for ever w ith  th e  race 
and descent o f  m ortals, an d  to  be finally a  blessed 
soul in heaven ! Y e t these th o u g h ts  affected H este r
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P ry n n e  less w ith hope th an  apprehension. S he knew  
th a t her deed had  been e v i l ; she could have no faith, 
therefore, th a t its resu lt w ould be good. D ay  after 
d ay  she looked fearfully in to  th e  child’s ex p an d in g  
natu re , ever d read ing  to  d e tec t som e d a rk  and  wild 
peculiarity  th a t should correspond w ith the  gu iltiness 
to  w hich she owed her being.

C erta in ly  th ere  was no physical defect. B y its 
perfect shape, its vigour, an d  its n a tu ra l d e x te rity  in 
th e  use o f all its un tried  lim bs, th e  in fan t was w orthy  
to  have been b ro u g h t forth  in E d en  : w orthy  to  have 
been left there  to  be the  p lay th in g  o f th e  angels after 
th e  w orld’s first p aren ts  w ere driven out. T h e  child 
h ad  a native grace w hich does no t invariab ly  co-ex ist 
w ith faultless b e a u ty ; its a ttire , how ever sim ple, 
alw ays im pressed the  beholder as if  it  w ere th e  very 
garb  th a t precisely becam e it best. B u t little  Pearl 
was no t clad in rustic  weeds. H e r  m other, w ith  a 
m orbid  purpose th a t m ay be b e tte r  understood  here
after, had  bough t the  richest tissues th a t  could be 
procured, and  allowed h er im aginative faculty  its full 
p lay  in the  a rran g em en t and  decoration  o f  th e  dresses 
w hich th e  child  w ore before th e  public eye. So 
m agnificent was th e  sm all figure w hen thu s arrayed, 
and  such was the  sp lendour o f P ea rl’s own proper 
beauty , sh in ing  th ro u g h  the  gorgeous robes which 
m igh t have ex tingu ished  a  paler loveliness, th a t  there  
was an abso lu te  circle o f rad iance around  h er on the 
darksom e co ttage  floor. A nd  y e t a russet gown, torn  
and  soiled w ith th e  child’s rude  p lay, m ade a p icture 
o f  her ju s t  as p e rfec t P ea rl’s aspect was im bued 
w ith a  spell o f infinite varie ty  ; in th is  one child there 
w ere m any  children, com prehend ing  th e  full scope
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betw een the  wild-flower pre ttiness o f a peasan t-baby , 
and the  pom p, in  little, o f an in fan t princess. 
T h ro u g h o u t all, however, th ere  w as a tra it o f passion, 
a certain  d ep th  o f  hue, w hich she never lo s t ; and  if, 
in an y  o f  her changes, she h ad  grow n fain ter o r paler, 
she would have ceased to  be  herse lf—it w ould have 
been no longer P e a r l !

T h is ou tw ard  m u tab ility  indicated , and  did  no t 
m ore th an  fairly  express, th e  various p roperties o f 
her inner life. H e r n a tu re  appeared  to  possess 
dep th , too, as well as v a r ie ty ; b u t— o r else H este r’s 
fears deceived h e r—it lacked reference and  ad ap ta tion  
to th e  w orld in to  w hich she w as born. T h e  child 
could no t be m ade am enab le  to  rules. In  giving 
her ex istence  a  g rea t law had  been b ro k e n ; and  th e  
result was a  being  w hose elem ents w ere perhaps 
beautiful and  brilliant, b u t all in disorder, or w ith  
an o rd er peculiar to  them selves, am id st w hich the  
point o f  variety  an d  a rran g em en t w as difficult or 
im possible to  be discovered. P lester could only  
account for th e  ch ild’s ch a rac te r— and  even then  
m ost vaguely  and  im perfec tly— by  recalling  w hat 
she herse lf had  been during  th a t  m om entous period 
while P earl w as im bib ing  h er soul from  th e  sp iritua l 
world, an d  h er bod ily  fram e from  its m ateria l o f 
earth. T h e  m o th er’s im passioned s ta te  had  been 
the m edium  th ro u g h  w hich w ere tran sm itted  to  the  
unborn in fan t th e  rays o f  its m oral l i f e ; and, how ever 
w hite and  clear originally , th ey  h ad  tak en  the  deep 
stains o f  crim son and  gold, th e  fiery lustre, th e  b lack  
shadow, and th e  un tem pered  ligh t o f th e  in terven ing  
substance. A bove all, th e  w arfare o f  H este r’s sp irit 
a t th a t epoch was p e rp e tu a ted  in Pearl. S he could



recognize her wild, desperate , defian t m ood, the  
flightiness o f  h er tem per, and  even som e o f the  very  
cloud-shapes o f  gloom  and  despondency  th a t  had 
brooded in h er h e a r t  T h e y  were now  illum inated  by  
th e  m orning  rad iance o f a  y oung  child’s disposition, 
but, la te r in th e  d ay  o f ea rth ly  existence, m igh t be 
prolific o f th e  sto rm  and  whirlw ind.

T h e  discipline o f  th e  fam ily in those days was o f 
a far m ore rigid k ind  th an  now. T h e  frown, the  
harsh  rebuke, th e  frequen t application  o f th e  rod, 
enjoined b y  S crip tu ra l au thority , were used, no t 
m erely  in th e  w ay o f pun ishm en t for actual offences, 
bu t as a  w holesom e regim en for the grow th and 
p rom otion  o f  all childish virtues. H este r P rynne, 
nevertheless, th e  loving m other o f  th is one child, 
ran  little  risk  o f  errin g  on th e  side o f  undue severity. 
M indful, however, o f her own errors and  m isfortunes, • 
she early  sough t to  im pose a ten d er b u t s tric t control 
over th e  in fan t im m orta lity  th a t w as com m itted  to  
h e r charge. B u t th e  task  was beyond h er skill. 
A fter te s tin g  bo th  sm iles and  frowns, and  proving 
th a t ne ither m ode o f trea tm en t possessed an y  cal
culable influence, H este r was u ltim ate ly  com pelled 
to  stand  aside and  p erm it the  child  to  be sw ayed 
b y  h er ow n im pulses. Physical com pulsion or 
re s tra in t was effectual, o f course, while it  lasted. A s 
to  an y  o ther k ind  o f discipline, w hether addressed 
to  h e r m ind  or heart, little  Pearl m igh t o r m igh t 
n o t be w ithin its reach, in accordance w ith  th e  caprice 
th a t  ru led th e  m om ent. H e r  m other, while Pearl 
was y e t an  infant, grew  acquain ted  w ith  a  certain  
peculiar look, th a t  w arned her w hen it  would be 
labour throw n aw ay to  insist, persuade, o r plead.

H i THE SCARLET LETTER
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I t  w as a  look so in te lligen t, y e t inexplicable, so 
perverse, som etim es so m alicious, b u t generally  
accom panied b y  a  w ild flow o f sp irits, th a t  H este r 
could n o t help  question ing  a t  such m om ents w hether 
Pearl was a  hum an  child. S he  seem ed ra th e r  an 
airy  sprite, which, a fte r p lay in g  its fan tastic  sports 
for a  little  while upon th e  co ttage  floor, w ould flit 
aw ay w ith  a  m ocking  smile. W henever th a t  look 
appeared  in h er w ild, b righ t, deep ly  b lack  eyes, 
it invested  h er w ith  a  s tran g e  rem oteness and  
in ta n g ib ili ty : it  was as if  she w ere hovering  in 
the  air, and  m igh t vanish, like a  g lim m ering  ligh t 
th a t com es we know  n o t w hence, and  goes we 
know  n o t w hither. B ehold ing  it, H este r  was con
stra ined  to  rush  tow ards th e  ch ild — to  pu rsue  th e  
little e lf  in th e  fligh t w hich she invariab ly  began—  
to sn a tch  her to  her bosom  w ith  a  close pressure 
and earn est kisses— no t so m uch from  overflowing 
love as to  assure herse lf th a t  Pearl was flesh and  
blood, an d  n o t u tte r ly  delusive. B u t P ea rl’s laugh, 
when she w as caught, th ough  full o f  m errim en t and  
music, m ade h er m o th er m ore doubtfu l th an  before.

H eart-sm itten  a t th is  bew ildering  and  baffling 
spell, th a t so often cam e betw een herse lf and her 
sole treasure, w hom  she h ad  b o u g h t so dear, and  
who was all h er world, H este r  som etim es b u rst in to  
passionate tears. T hen , perhaps— for th ere  w as no 
foreseeing how  it m igh t affect h er — P earl w ould 
frown, and  clench h er little  fist, and  harden  h er sm all 
features in to  a  stern , unsym p ath is in g  look o f  d is
c o n te n t N o t seldom  she would laugh  anew, and 
louder th an  before, like a th in g  incapable and  un 
in telligen t o f  h u m an  sorrow. O r— b u t th is m ore
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ra re ly  happened  —  she w ould be convulsed w ith  a 
rage o f  grief, and  sob o u t her love for h er m o ther 
in broken  words, and  seem  in te n t on p roving  th a t 
she h ad  a  h ea rt by  b reak ing  it. Y e t H este r  was 
h a rd ly  safe in confiding herse lf to  th a t  g u s ty  ten d e r
ness : it  passed as su dden ly  as it cam e. B rood ing  
over all these m atters, th e  m o th er felt like one who 
h as evoked a  spirit, bu t, b y  som e irregu la rity  in the  
process o f  conjuration , has failed to  win th e  m aster- 
w ord th a t  should  contro l th is  new  an d  incom pre
hensib le intelligence. H e r on ly  real com fort was 
w hen the  child lay  in th e  p lac id ity  o f  sleep. T hen  
she was sure o f her, and  ta s ted  hours o f quiet, sad, 
delicious h ap p in ess ; u n til— perhaps w ith  th a t  p er
verse expression  g lim m ering  from  b eneath  her 
open ing  lids— little  Pearl a w o k e !

H ow  soon— w ith  w hat s tran g e  rap id ity , indeed  !—  
did  P earl arrive a t  an  age th a t  was capable o f  social 
in tercourse  beyond th e  m o ther’s e v e r-read y  sm ile 
and  n o n sen se -w o rd s! A n d  th en  w hat a  happiness 
w ould it  have been could H este r  P ry n n e  have heard  
h er clear, b ird-like voice m ingling  w ith  th e  uproar 
o f o th e r childish voices, and  have d istinguished  and 
unravelled  her own darlin g ’s tones, am id all the 
en tang led  ou tc ry  o f  a g roup  o f  sportive c h ild re n ! 
B u t th is  could never be. Pearl was a born  ou tcast 
o f the  infantile  w orld. A n  im p o f evil, em blem  and 
p ro d u c t o f sin, she had  no rig h t am ong  christened 
infants. N o th in g  was m ore rem arkab le  th an  the 
instinct, as it seem ed, w ith  w hich the  child com pre
hended  h er lo n e lin e ss : th e  d estin y  th a t  had  draw n 
an  inviolable circle round  ab o u t h e r : th e  whole 
peculiarity , in short, o f  h e r position  in  respect to



PEARL ” 5

o ther children. N ever since h er release from  prison 
had  H este r  m et th e  public gaze w ithou t her. In  
all h er w alks abou t th e  tow n, Pearl, too, was th ere  : 
first as th e  babe in arm s, an d  afterw ards as th e  little  
girl, sm all com panion o f  h e r m other, ho ld ing  a fore
finger w ith h er w hole grasp, an d  trip p in g  a long  a t 
the ra te  o f  th ree  or four foo tsteps to  one o f  H e s te r’s. 
S he saw th e  ch ildren  o f the  se ttlem en t on th e  grassy  
m argin  o f th e  street, o r a t  th e  dom estic thresholds, 
d isporting  them selves in such grim  fashions as the  
P u ritan ic  n u rtu re  w ould p e rm it ! p lay ing  a t going  
to  church, perchance, or a t  scourg ing  Q uakers, or 
tak ing  scalps in a  sham  fight w ith  th e  Ind ians, or 
scaring one an o th e r w ith  freaks o f  im itative w itch
craft. Pearl saw, and  gazed in ten tly , bu t never 
sough t to  m ake acquaintance. I f  spoken  to, she 
would no t speak  again. I f  th e  children  gathered  
about her, as th ey  som etim es did, Pearl w ould grow  
positively terrib le  in her p u n y  w rath, sna tch ing  up 
stones to  fling a t  them , w ith  shrill, incoheren t e x 
clam ations, th a t m ade h er m o ther trem ble, because 
they had  so m uch the  sound o f a  w itch’s an athem as 
in som e unknow n tongue.

T h e  tru th  was, th a t  th e  little  Puritans, be ing  o f  the  
m ost in to le ran t brood th a t  ever lived, had  go t a  vague 
idea of som eth ing  outlandish , unearth ly , or a t  variance 
w ith o rd in ary  fashions, in the  m o ther and  child, and  
therefore scorned them  in th e ir  hearts, and  no t 
unfrequently  reviled them  w ith  th e ir tongues. Pearl 
felt the  sen tim ent, and  requ ited  it w ith  th e  b itte rest 
hatred  th a t can be supposed to  rank le  in a childish 
bosom. T hese  ou tb reaks o f  a fierce tem p er had  a 
kind o f  value, and  even com fort for th e  m o th e r;
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because th e re  w as a t  least an  in te llig ib le  earnestness 
in th e  m ood, instead  o f the  fitful caprice th a t  so often 
th w arted  h er in the  ch ild’s m anifestations. I t  appalled  
her, nevertheless, to  discern  here, again, a  shadow y 
reflection o f  th e  evil th a t  h ad  ex isted  in herself. A ll 
th is en m ity  an d  passion h ad  P earl inherited , b y  in 
alienable right, ou t o f  H este r’s h e a r t  M other and  
d au g h te r stood  to g e th e r in th e  sam e circle o f  seclusion 
from  hum an  so c ie ty ; an d  in th e  n a tu re  o f  th e  child 
seem ed to  be p e rp e tu a ted  those  unqu ie t e lem ents th a t 
had  d is trac ted  H e s te r  P ry n n e  before P earl’s birth , 
b u t had  since begun to  be soothed  aw ay by  th e  soften
ing  influences o f  m atern ity .

A t hom e, w ith in  and  a round  h e r m o th er’s cottage, 
P earl w an ted  no t a w ide an d  various circle o f  acq u a in 
tance. T h e  spell o f  life w en t fo rth  from  h er ever- 
creative spirit, and  com m unicated  itse lf to  a  thousand  
objects, as a to rch  k indles a  flam e w herever it m ay  be 
applied . T h e  un likeliest m ateria ls— a stick, a  bunch  
o f  rags, a  flower— w ere th e  pupp e ts  o f P ea rl’s w itch
craft, and, w ithou t undergo ing  an y  outw ard  change, 
becam e sp iritua lly  ad ap ted  to  w hatever d ram a  occu
pied  the  stag e  o f  h er inner w orld. H e r  one baby- 
voice served a m u ltitu d e  o f  im ag inary  personages, old 
and  young, to  ta lk  w ithal. T h e  p ine-trees, aged, 
black, and  solem n, and  flinging groans an d  o ther 
m elancholy  u tte rances on th e  breeze, needed little  
transform ation  to  figure as P u ritan  e ld e rs : th e  ugliest 
w eeds o f the  garden  w ere th e ir  children, w hom  Pearl 
sm ote dow n and  uproo ted  m ost unm ercifully . I t  was 
w onderful, the  vast varie ty  o f  form s in to  w hich she 
th rew  h er in tellect, w ith  no con tinu ity , indeed, bu t 
d a rtin g  up  and dancing, alw ays in a s ta te  o f  p re te r
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n atu ra l ac tiv ity — soon s in k ing  dow n, as if  ex h au sted  
by so rap id  and  feverish a tide  o f  life— and  succeeded 
by o th e r shapes o f a  sim ilar w ild energy. I t  was like 
n o th ing  so m uch as th e  phan tasm agoric  p lay  o f  th e  
northern  lights. In  th e  m ere exercise  o f th e  fancy, 
however, and  th e  sportiveness o f a  grow ing m ind, 
there  m ig h t be a  little  m ore th an  w as observable in 
o ther children o f  b rig h t facu ltie s ; ex cep t as Pearl, in 
the d ea rth  o f  hum an  p laym ates, w as throw n m ore 
upon th e  v isionary  th ro n g  w hich she created . T h e  
singu larity  lay  in th e  hostile  feelings w ith w hich the  
child regarded  all these  offsprings o f  h er own h ea rt and  
m ind. S he  never created  a  friend, b u t seem ed alw ays 
to be sow ing b roadcast th e  d ragon’s tee th , w hence 
sprung  a harvest o f  arm ed enem ies, aga in st w hom  
she rushed  to  battle . I t  was inexp ressib ly  sad —  
then w hat d ep th  o f sorrow  to  a  m other, who felt in 
her own h ea rt th e  cause!— to  observe, in one so 
young, th is  co n stan t recognition  o f an  adverse world, 
and so fierce a tra in in g  o f  th e  energ ies th a t  w ere 
to m ake good h er cause in th e  con test th a t  m ust 
ensue.

G azing a t  Pearl, H este r  P ry n n e  often d ropped  h e r 
work upon h er knees, and  cried ou t w ith an  agony 
which she w ould fain have hidden , b u t w hich m ade 
u tterance for itse lf b e tw ix t speech an d  a g ro an — “ O 
F a th er in H eav en — if T h o u  a r t  still m y  F a th e r— w hat 
is this being  w hich I have b ro u g h t in to  th e  w orld ? ” 
A nd Pearl, overhearing  th e  ejacu lation , o r aw are 
through som e m ore subtile  channel, o f  those th robs of 
anguish, w ould tu rn  h er vivid and  beautiful little  face 
upon h e r m other, sm ile w ith  sp rite-like  intelligence, 
and resum e h e r play,
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O ne pecu liarity  o f  th e  ch ild ’s d ep o rtm en t rem ains 
y e t to  be told. T h e  very  first th in g  w hich she had 
noticed in h er life, w as— w h at?— no t th e  m o ther’s 
smile, respond ing  to  it, as o th e r babies do, b y  th a t 
faint, em bryo  sm ile o f  th e  little  m outh , rem em bered  
so doub tfu lly  afterw ards, and  w ith  such fond d is
cussion w hether it w ere indeed a  smile. B y  no 
m eans 1 B u t th a t  first ob ject o f  w hich Pearl seem ed 
to  becom e aw are w as— shall we say  i t? — th e  scarle t 
le tte r  on H e s te r’s bosom  1 O ne  day, as h er m other 
stooped over th e  cradle, th e  in fan t’s eyes had  been 
cau g h t b y  th e  g lim m ering  o f  th e  gold em bro idery  
abo u t the  le t t e r ; and  p u ttin g  up  h e r little  h and  she 
g rasped  a t  it, sm iling, n o t doubtfully , b u t w ith  a 
decided  gleam , th a t  gave h er face th e  look o f  a m uch 
older child. T hen , gasp in g  for b reath , d id  H este r 
P ry n n e  clu tch  th e  fatal token , instinctively  en 
deavouring  to  tea r it aw ay, so infinite was th e  to rtu re  
inflicted b y  the  in te lligen t touch  o f Pearl’s baby-hand . 
A gain , as if  h er m o ther’s agonised gestu re  were 
m ean t on ly  to  m ake sp o rt for her, did little  Pearl 
look in to  h er eyes, and  smile. F rom  th a t  epoch, e x 
cep t w hen the  child was asleep, H este r  had  never felt 
a m om ent’s s a fe ty : no t a m om en t’s calm  enjoym ent 
o f  her. W eeks, it is true, w ould som etim es elapse, 
d u rin g  w hich P earl’s gaze m igh t never once be fixed 
upon th e  scarle t l e t te r ; b u t then , again, it would 
com e a t unaw ares, like th e  s tro k e  o f sudden  death, 
and  alw ays w ith  th a t peculiar sm ile and  odd ex p res
sion o f th e  eyes.

O nce th is freakish, elvish cast cam e in to  the 
ch ild’s eyes w hile H este r  was looking  a t  her own 
im age in them , as m others are  fond o f d o in g ; and
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sudden ly— for w om en in solitude, and  w ith troub led  
hearts, are pestered  w ith unaccoun tab le  delusions—  
she fancied th a t she beheld, n o t h er own m iniature  
portrait, b u t an o th er face in th e  sm all b lack  m irror of 
Pearl’s eye. I t  was a  face, fiend-like, full o f sm iling  
malice, y e t bearing  th e  sem blance o f features th a t 
she had  know n full well, th ough  seldom  w ith a smile, 
and never w ith m alice in them . I t  was as if  an evil 
sp irit possessed th e  child, and  h ad  ju s t  then  peeped 
forth in m ockery. M any  a  tim e  afterw ards had  
H este r been to rtu red , th ough  less vividly, b y  the  
sam e illusion.

In  the  afternoon o f a  certa in  sum m er’s day, after 
Pearl grew  big  enough to  run  about, she am used her
self w ith  g a th e rin g  handfu ls o f  wild flowers, and  
flinging them , one b y  one, a t  h er m o ther’s b o so m ; 
dancing up  and dow n like a  little  e lf  w henever she 
hit the scarlet letter. P lester’s first m otion had  been 
to cover h er bosom  w ith  h er clasped hands. B u t 
w hether from pride o r resignation , o r a  feeling th a t 
her penance m igh t b est be w rough t ou t b y  th is un
utterable pain, she resisted  th e  im pulse, and  sa t erect, 
pale as death , looking sad ly  in to  little  P earl’s wild 
eyes. S till cam e the  b a tte ry  o f flowers, a lm ost in 
variably h ittin g  the  m ark, and  covering th e  m o ther’s 
breast w ith  hu rts  for w hich she could find no balm  in 
this world, nor knew  how  to  seek it in another. A t 
last, her sho t being  all expended , the  child  stood  still 
and gazed a t H ester, w ith  th a t little  laugh ing  im age 
of a fiend peep ing  ou t— or, w hether it peeped  or no, 
her m other so im agined it— from  th e  unsearchable 
abyss o f  her b lack  eyes.

“ Child, w hat a rt thou ? ” cried th e  m other.
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“ O h, I am  y o u r little  Pearl ! ” answ ered th e  child. 
B u t while she said  it, Pearl laughed, an d  began  to  

dance  up  and  dow n w ith  th e  hum oursom e gesticu la
tion  o f a  little  im p, w hose n e x t  freak m igh t be to  fly 
up  th e  chim ney.

“ A r t  thou  m y  child, in very  t ru th ? ” asked  H ester. 
N o r d id  she p u t th e  question a lto g e th er idly, but, 

for the  m om ent, w ith  a  portion  o f  genu ine ea rn est
ness ; for, such w as P ea rl’s w onderful intelligence, 
th a t  h er m o th er h a lf  doub ted  w hether she w ere no t 
acquain ted  w ith  th e  secre t spell o f  h er existence, and 
m igh t no t now  reveal herself.

“ Y es ; I am  little  P e a r l ! ” repeated  th e  child, con
tinu in g  h e r antics.

“ T h o u  a r t  n o t m y  child  ! T h o u  a r t  no P earl of 
m in e !” said  th e  m o ther h a lf  p lay fu lly ; for it  was 
often  th e  case th a t  a  sportive im pulse cam e over her 
in th e  m idst o f  her deepest suffering. " T ell me, then, 
w hat thou  art, and  who sen t thee  h ith e r ? ”

“ T ell me, m o th e r !” said  th e  child, seriously, 
com ing  up  to  H ester, an d  pressing  herse lf close to  her 
knees. “ D o thou  tell m e !”

“ T h y  H eav en ly  F a th e r  sen t th ee  ! ” answ ered 
P lester P rynne.

B u t she said  i t  w ith  a  hesita tion  th a t  d id  no t 
escape th e  acu teness o f  the  child. W h e th e r m oved 
on ly  b y  h er o rd in ary  freakishness, o r  because an  evil 
sp irit p ro m p ted  her, she p u t up  h er sm all forefinger 
and  touched  th e  scarle t letter.

“ H e  d id  n o t send  m e ! ” cried she, positively. “ I 
have no H eaven ly  F a th e r  ! ”

“ H ush , Pearl, hush  ! T h o u  m ust n o t ta lk  so ! ” 
answ ered th e  m other, suppressing  a groan. “ H e  sent
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us all in to  th e  world. H e  sen t even me, th y  m other. 
T hen , m uch m ore th e e ! O r, if  no t, thou  s tran g e  and  
elfish child, w hence d id s t thou  c o m e ? ”

“ T ell m e! T e ll m e ! ” rep ea ted  P earl, no longer 
seriously, b u t laugh ing  and  capering  ab o u t th e  floor. 
“ I t  is thou  th a t  m ust tell m e ! ”

B u t H e s te r  could no t resolve th e  query, being  h e r
self in a  dism al lab y rin th  o f  doubt. S he  rem em bered  
■—b etw ix t a  sm ile an d  a  shudder— th e  ta lk  o f  the  
neighbouring  tow nspeople, who, seek ing  v a in ly  else
w here for th e  child’s p a te rn ity , and  observing som e of 
her odd a ttribu tes, h ad  given ou t th a t  poor little  
Pearl was a dem on offspring : such as, ever since old 
C atholic tim es, h ad  occasionally  been seen on earth , 
th rough  th e  agency  o f th e ir m o th e r’s sin, and  to  
prom ote som e foul and  w icked purpose. L u ther, 
according to  th e  scandal o f  his m onkish  enem ies, was 
a  b ra t o f  th a t  hellish  b re e d ; no r was Pearl th e  on ly  
child to  w hom  th is  inauspicious origin w as assigned 
am ong th e  N ew  E n g lan d  Puritans,
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H E S T E R  P R Y N N E  w ent one d ay  to  th e  m an 
sion o f G overnor B ellingham , w ith  a  p a ir of 

gloves w hich she h ad  fringed and  em broidered  to  his 
order, an d  w hich were to  be w orn on som e g rea t 
occasion o f  s ta te  ; for, th ough  th e  chances o f a  popu lar 
election had  caused th is  form er ru ler to  descend a step  
or tw o from  th e  h ighest rank, he  still held  an  honour
ab le and  influential p lace am ong  th e  colonial 
m agistracy.

A n o th e r and  far m ore im p o rtan t reason th an  the  
delivery  o f  a  pa ir o f  em broidered gloves, im pelled 
I-Iester, a t  th is tim e, to  seek an interview  w ith  a 
personage o f so m uch pow er an d  ac tiv ity  in the  
affairs o f th e  s e ttle m e n t I t  had  reached her ears 
th a t  there  was a  design on the  p a r t o f som e o f the 
lead ing  inhab itan ts, cherish ing  th e  m ore rigid o rder of 
princip les in religion and governm ent, to  deprive her 
o f  h er child. O n the  supposition  th a t  Pearl, as 
a lready  h in ted , was o f  dem on origin, these  good 
people n o t unreasonab ly  argued  th a t  a C hristian 
in te rest in th e  m o ther’s soul required  them  to  rem ove 
such a  stum bling-b lock  from  h e r path . I f  th e  child, 
on th e  o th e r hand , w ere really  capable  o f  m oral and 
religious grow th, and  possessed th e  elem ents of 
u ltim ate  salvation, then, surely, it  w ould en joy  all the

X 22
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fairer p rospect o f  these  advan tages by  being  tran s
ferred to  w iser and  b e tte r  guard iansh ip  th an  H este r 
P ry n n e’s. A m ong  those who prom oted  th e  design, 
G overnor B ellingham  was said  to  be one o f th e  m ost 
busy. I t  m ay  ap p ear singular, and, indeed, no t a 
little  ludicrous, th a t an affair o f this kind, w hich in 
la te r days would have been referred  to  no higher 
ju risd iction  th an  th a t o f th e  select m en o f th e  town, 
should then  have been a question  publicly  discussed, 
and on w hich s ta tesm en  o f em inence took  sides. A t 
th a t epoch o f  p ristine sim plicity , however, m a tte rs  o f 
even sligh ter public interest, and  o f far less in trinsic 
weight th an  the  w elfare o f H este r  and  her child, were 
strangely  m ixed  u p  w ith  th e  deliberations o f  legisla
tors and  acts o f  sta te . T h e  period was hard ly , if  a t 
all, earlier th an  th a t  o f our story, w hen a d ispute  
concerning th e  righ t o f  p ro p erty  in a  p ig  n o t only  
caused a  fierce and  b itte r  contest in th e  legislative 
body o f th e  colony, bu t resu lted  in an im p o rtan t 
m odification o f th e  fram ew ork itse lf o f th e  legislature.

F u ll o f  concern, therefore— b u t so conscious o f  her 
own rig h t th a t it seem ed scarcely an unequal m atch  
betw een th e  public on th e  one side, an d  a  lonely 
woman, backed  b y  th e  sym path ies o f  nature, on the 
o ther— H este r  P ry n n e  se t forth  from h er so lita ry  
cottage. L ittle  Pearl, o f  course, was her com panion. 
She was now  o f an  age  to  run  ligh tly  a long  by  her 
m other’s side, and, con stan tly  in m otion from m orn 
till sunset, could have accom plished a  m uch longer 
journey  th an  th a t before her. O ften, nevertheless, 
more from caprice th an  necessity, she dem anded  to  be 
taken  up in a r m s ; b u t was soon as im perious to  be 
set dow n asrain, and  frisked onw ard before H este r  ono  *
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th e  g rassy  pathw ay , w ith  m an y  a  harm less tr ip  and  
tum ble. W e have spoken o f P earl’s rich an d  lu x u ri
a n t b eau ty — a  b eau ty  th a t  shone w ith  deep  and  vivid 
tin ts , a  b rig h t com plexion, eyes possessing in ten sity  
b o th  o f  d ep th  and  glow, an d  hair a lready  o f  a  deep, 
g lossy  brow n, and  which, in after years, w ould be 
n early  ak in  to  black. T h e re  was fire in h e r and  
th ro u g h o u t h e r : she seem ed th e  unp rem ed ita ted  
offshoot o f  a passionate  m o m e n t H e r  m other, in 
con triv ing  the  ch ild ’s garb, h ad  allow ed th e  gorgeous 
tendencies o f  h e r im ag ination  th e ir  full p lay, a rray in g  
h er in a  crim son velvet tun ic  o f  a peculiar cut, 
ab u n d an tly  em broidered  in fantasies an d  flourishes 
o f  gold  th read . S o  m uch s tren g th  o f  colouring, w hich 
m u st have given a  w an an d  pallid  aspec t to  cheeks o f 
a  fa in ter bloom , was ad m irab ly  ad ap ted  to  P earl’s 
beau ty , and  m ade h e r th e  very  b rig h test little  je t  o f 
flam e th a t  ever danced  upon th e  earth .

B u t it  w as a  rem arkab le  a ttr ib u te  o f  th is  garb , and  
indeed, o f  th e  ch ild ’s w hole appearance, th a t  i t  irre
sistib ly  and  inev itab ly  rem inded  th e  beholder o f the 
token  w hich H este r  P ry n n e  was doom ed to  w ear upon 
h er bosom . I t  was th e  scarle t le tte r in  an o th er form  : 
th e  scarle t le tte r endow ed w ith  life! T h e  m o ther her
self—as if  th e  red  ignom iny  w ere so deep ly  scorched 
in to  her bra in  th a t all h er conceptions assum ed its form 
— h ad  carefully  w rough t ou t the  sim ilitude, lavishing 
m any  hours o f  m orbid  in g enu ity  to  create  an  analogy  
betw een  th e  ob jec t o f  h er affection and  th e  em blem  
o f  h er g u ilt and to rtu re . B ut, in tru th , P earl w as the 
one as well as th e  o th e r ; an d  on ly  in  consequence of 
th a t  id en tity  h ad  H e s te r  contrived  so perfectly  to  
rep resen t th e  scarle t le tte r  in h e r appearance.
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A s th e  tw o w ayfarers cam e w ithin th e  precincts o f  
th e  tow n, th e  children o f  th e  P u ritan s  looked up from 
their p lay— o r w hat passed for p lay  w ith  those som bre 
little  u rch ins— an d  spoke g ravely  one to  a n o th e r :—

“ B ehold, verily, th ere  is th e  w om an o f th e  scarle t 
l e t te r : and  o f a tru th , m oreover, th ere  is th e  likeness 
of th e  scarle t le tte r run n in g  a long  by  h er s id e ! Come, 
therefore, an d  le t us fling m ud a t them  ! ”

B u t Pearl, w ho w as a  daun tless child, a fte r frown
ing, s tam p in g  h e r foot, an d  shak in g  h er little  hand  
w ith a  v a rie ty  o f  th rea ten in g  gestures, su d d en ly  m ade 
a rush  a t  th e  k n o t o f  h e r enem ies, and p u t them  all to  
fligh t S he  resem bled, in her fierce p u rsu it o f  them , 
an in fan t pestilence— th e  scarle t fever, o r som e such 
half-fledged angel o f  ju d g m en t— w hose m ission w as to  
punish th e  sins o f  th e  rising  generation. S he  scream ed 
and shouted , too, w ith  a  terrific volum e o f sound, 
which, doubtless, caused the  h earts  o f  th e  fugitives to  
quake w ith in  them . T h e  v ictory  accom plished, Pearl 
re turned  q u ie tly  to  h er m other, an d  looked up, sm iling, 
into her face.

W ith o u t fu rther adventure , th e y  reached th e  dw ell
ing o f  G overnor B ellingham . T h is w as a large 
wooden house, bu ilt in a fashion o f  w hich th ere  are 
specim ens still e x ta n t in  th e  s tree ts  o f  our o lder 
to w n s ; now  m oss-grow n, crum bling  to  decay, and 
m elancholy a t h e a r t w ith  th e  m an y  sorrow ful o r jo y 
ful occurrences, rem em bered  o r forgotten, th a t have 
happened  and  passed  aw ay w ithin the ir dusky  
cham bers. T hen , however, there  was th e  freshness 
of the  passing  y ea r on its ex terio r, an d  th e  cheer
fulness, g leam ing  forth  from  th e  sun n y  windows, o f 
a hum an hab ita tion , in to  w hich dea th  had  never
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entered . I t  had, indeed, a very  cheery  aspect, the  
walls being overspread w ith a k ind o f  stucco, in 
w hich fragm ents o f b roken  glass were p lentifu lly  
in te rm ix e d ; so tha t, w hen th e  sunsh ine fell aslan t- 
wise over th e  fron t o f  th e  edifice, it g litte red  and 
spark led  as if d iam onds had  been flung ag a in st it by  
th e  double handful. T h e  brilliancy  m igh t have be
fitted A ladd in ’s palace ra th e r th an  th e  m ansion of 
a  grave old P u ritan  ruler. I t  was fu rther decorated  
w ith  strange  and  seem ingly  cabalistic  figures and  
diagram s, su itab le  to  the  q u a in t ta s te  o f  the  age, 
w hich had  been draw n in the  stucco, when new ly laid 
on, and  had  now grow n h a rd  and  durable, for the 
adm ira tion  o f after tim es.

Pearl, looking  a t  th is b rig h t w onder o f a  house, 
began to  caper and  dance, and  im peratively  required 
th a t  th e  w hole b read th  o f  sunshine should  be 
stripped  off its front, and  given h er to  p lay  with.

“ No, m y  little  P e a rl!” said her m o ther; “ thou  m ust 
g a th e r th ine  own sunshine. I have none to  give thee  !”

T h e y  approached  the  door, w hich was o f an  arched 
form, and  flanked on  each  side b y  a  narrow  tow er or 
p ro jection  o f  th e  edifice, in b o th  o f  w hich were 
lattice-w indow s, th e  w ooden sh u tte rs  to  close over 
th em  a t  need. L iftin g  th e  iron ham m er th a t  h u n g  at 
th e  porta l, H este r  P ry n n e  gave a  sum m ons, which 
w as answ ered by  one o f  the  G overnor’s bond
servan ts— a free-born E ng lishm an , b u t now  a  seven 
y ears’ slave. D u rin g  th a t  te rm  he was to  be the 
p ro p erty  o f  his m aster, an d  as m uch a com m odity  of 
bargain  and  sale as an  ox, o r a jo in t-stoo l. T h e  serf 
w ore th e  blue coat, w hich was the  custom ary  garb  of 
serving-m en a t th a t  period, and  long  before, in the 
o ld  h e red ita ry  halls o f E ng lan d .
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“ Is  th e  w orshipful G overnor B ellingham  w ith in  ? ” 
inquired  H ester.

“ Y ea, forsooth,” replied  th e  bond-servant, s ta rin g  
w ith w ide-open eyes a t  the  scarle t letter, which, being 
a new -com er in th e  country , he  had  never before 
seen. “ Y ea, h is honourab le  w orship is w ithin. B ut 
he h a th  a  god ly  m in ister o r tw o w ith him , an d  like
wise a  leech. Y e m ay  n o t see his w orship now.”

“ N evertheless, I will en ter," answ ered H este r  
P ry n n e  ; an d  th e  bond-servant, perhaps ju d g in g  from  
the  decision o f h er air, and  the  g litte rin g  sym bol in 
her bosom , th a t she was a  g rea t lad y  in th e  land, 
offered no opposition.

So th e  m o ther an d  little  P earl w ere adm itted  into 
the hall o f  en trance. W ith  m an y  variations, sug
gested b y  th e  n a tu re  o f  his bu ild ing  m aterials, 
d iversity  o f  clim ate, and  a  d ifferent m ode o f  social 
life, G overnor B ellingham  had  p lanned  his new 
hab ita tion  after th e  residences o f  gentlem en o f  fair 
esta te  in his na tive  land. H ere, then, was a w ide and  
reasonably  lofty  hall, ex ten d in g  th ro u g h  the  whole 
dep th  o f th e  house, and  form ing  a  m edium  o f general 
com m unication, m ore o r less directly , w ith  all the  
o ther apartm en ts. A t  one ex trem ity , th is  spacious 
room  was ligh ted  b y  th e  w indow s o f th e  tw o towers, 
which form ed a  sm all recess on e ither side o f  the  
portal. A t  the  o th e r end, th ough  p a rtly  m uffled by  
a  curtain , it was m ore pow erfully  illum inated  b y  one 
of those em bow ed hall w indow s w hich we read o f  in 
old books, and w hich was provided w ith a deep and 
cushion seat. H ere, on the  cushion, lay  a  folio tom e, 
probably  o f  th e  Chronicles o f  E ng lan d , o r o ther 
such substan tia l lite ra tu re  ; even as, in ou r own days, 
we sca tte r g ilded  volum es on the  cen tre  table, to  be

E m
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tu rn ed  over by  th e  casual guest. T h e  fu rn itu re  o f 
th e  hall consisted  o f  som e ponderous chairs, the  
backs o f  w hich w ere e labo ra te ly  carved with w reaths 
o f oaken flo w ers; an d  likew ise a  tab le  in th e  sam e 
taste , the  w hole being  o f  th e  E lizab e th an  age, o r 
perhaps earlier, an d  heirloom s, transferred  h ither 
from  the  G overnor's pa te rn a l hom e. O n th e  tab le—• 
in token  th a t the  sen tim en t o f  old E n g lish  hosp ita lity  
h ad  no t been left beh ind— stood  a  large pew ter 
tan k ard , a t th e  bo ttom  o f which, h ad  H este r  or Pearl 
peeped  in to  it, th ey  m igh t have seen th e  fro thy  
rem n an t o f  a recen t d rau g h t o f  ale.

O n  th e  wall hu n g  a  row  o f portra its, rep resen ting  
th e  forefathers o f  th e  B ellingham  lineage, som e w ith 
a rm our on th e ir  breasts, and  o thers w ith  s ta te ly  ruffs 
and  robes o f  peace. A ll w ere characterised  b y  the 
sternness and  severity  w hich old p o rtra its  so invari
ab ly  p u t on, as if  th e y  w ere th e  ghosts, ra th e r  than  
the  p ictures, o f  d ep arted  w orthies, an d  w ere gazing 
w ith  h a rsh  an d  in to le ran t criticism  a t  th e  pursu its 
and  en joym en ts o f  living men.

A t ab o u t th e  cen tre  o f  th e  oaken  panels th a t  lined 
th e  hall was suspended  a  su it of mail, not, like the 
p ictures, an ancestra l relic, b u t o f th e  m ost m odern 
d a t e ; for it h ad  been m anufactu red  b y  a skilful 
a rm o u re r in L ondon , the  sam e y ea r in which 
G overnor B ellingham  cam e over to  N ew  E ngland . 
T h ere  was a steel head-piece, a  cuirass, a  gorget 
and  greaves, w ith a pa ir o f  g aun tle ts  and  a  sword 
h an g in g  b e n e a th ; all, and  especially  th e  he lm et and 
b reastp late , so h igh ly  burn ished  as to  glow  w ith 
w hite radiance, and  sca tte r an  illum ination  every
w here ab o u t upon th e  floor. T h is  b rig h t panoply  
was n o t m ean t for m ere idle show, b u t h ad  been
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worn by  the  G overnor on m any  a  solem n m uster and 
tra in ing  field, and  h ad  g littered , m oreover, a t  the  
head o f a reg im ent in th e  P equod  war. F or, though  
bred a  law yer, and  accustom ed to  speak  o f  Bacon, 
Coke, N oye, and  F inch , as h is professional associates, 
the exigencies o f  this new  co un try  h ad  transform ed 
G overnor B ellingham  in to  a  soldier, as well as a 
sta tesm an and  ruler.

L ittle  Pearl, w ho was as g rea tly  pleased w ith the  
gleam ing a rm our as she had  been w ith th e  g litte ring  
frontispiece o f th e  house, spen t som e tim e looking 
into th e  polished m irror o f  th e  breastp late .

“ M other,” cried she, “ I see you  here. L ook ! lo o k !”
H este r  looked by  w ay o f hum ouring  the  c h i ld ; 

and she saw th a t, ow ing to  th e  peculiar effect o f th is 
convex m irror, th e  scarle t le tte r was represen ted  in 
exaggera ted  an d  g igan tic  proportions, so as to  be 
greatly  th e  m ost p ro m in en t feature  o f  h er ap p ear
ance. In  tru th , she seem ed abso lu te ly  h idden  behind 
it. Pearl poin ted  upw ards also, a t  a  sim ilar p ictu re  
in the  head-p iece; sm iling  a t h er m other, w ith  the  
elfish in telligence th a t was so fam iliar an  expression  
on her sm all physiognom y. T h a t  look of n au g h ty  
m errim ent was likewise reflected in th e  m irror, w ith 
so m uch b read th  and  in tensity  o f  effect, th a t  it m ade 
H ester P ry n n e  feel as if i t  could no t be th e  im age o f  
her own child, b u t o f  an im p  who was seeking  to  
mould itse lf in to  P ea rl’s shape.

“ Com e along, Pearl,” said  she, draw ing  h er aw ay. 
“ Come and  look in to  th is fair garden . I t  m ay  be 
we shall see flowers th e r e ; m ore beautifu l ones th an  
we find in th e  woods.”

Pearl accord ingly  ran  to  th e  bow-window, a t  the  
further end  o f th e  hall, and  looked a long  th e  v ista  of
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and bordered  w ith  som e rude  and  im m atu re  a tte m p t 
a t  shrubbery . B u t th e  p rop rie to r appeared  a lready  
to  have relinquished  as hopeless, th e  effort to  p er
p e tu a te  on th is side o f  th e  A tlan tic , in a hard  soil, 
and  am id th e  close stru g g le  for subsistence, the 
n ative  E n g lish  ta s te  for o rnam enta l gardening. 
C abbages grew  in plain s ig h t ; and  a  pum pkin-vine, 
roo ted  a t  som e distance, had  run  across the  in te r
ven ing  space, an d  deposited  one o f  its g igantic  
p roducts  d irec tly  b eneath  th e  hall w indow, as if to 
w arn  th e  G overnor th a t  th is g rea t lum p o f vegetab le  
gold  was as rich an o rnam en t as N ew  E n g lan d  ea rth  
w ould offer him . T h e re  were a  few rose-bushes, 
however, an d  a  num ber o f  apple-trees, p robab ly  the 
descendan ts o f  those p lan ted  by  th e  R everend  Mr. 
B lackstone, th e  first se ttle r o f  th e  p en in su la ; th a t 
h a lf  m ythological personage who rides th ro u g h  our 
early  annals, sea ted  on th e  back  o f a  bull.

Pearl, seeing th e  rose-bushes, began to  cry  for a 
red  rose, and would n o t be pacified.

“ H ush , child— h u s h ! ” said her m other, earnestly . 
“ D o  n o t cry, d ear little  P e a r l ! I hear voices in the  
garden . T h e  G overnor is com ing, an d  gentlem en 
a long  w ith  him .”

In  fact, adow n th e  v ista  o f  th e  garden  avenue, a 
num ber o f  persons w ere seen app roach ing  tow ards 
th e  house. Pearl, in u tte r  scorn o f h e r m o ther’s 
a tte m p t to  qu ie t her, gave an  eld ritch  scream , and 
th en  becam e silent, n o t from  an y  m otion o f obedience, 
b u t because th e  quick an d  m obile curiosity  o f  her 
d isposition  w as exc ited  b y  the  appearance  o f  those 
new  personages.
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O V E R N O R  B E L L IN G H A M , in  a  loose gown
an d  easy  cap— such as e lderly  gen tlem en  loved 

to endue them selves with, in th e ir dom estic privacy—  
walked forem ost, and  appeared  to  be show ing off his 
estate, and  ex p a tia tin g  on his p ro jected  im prove
m ents. T h e  w ide circum ference o f an e laborate  ruff, 
beneath  his g rey  beard , in th e  an tiq u a ted  fashion o f 
K ing  Jam es’s reign, caused his head  to  look no t a 
little like th a t o f  Jo h n  th e  B ap tis t in a charger. T h e  
im pression m ade by  his aspect, so rigid and  severe, 
and frost-b itten  w ith  m ore th an  au tum nal age, was 
hard ly  in keep ing  w ith the  appliances o f  w orld ly  
en joym ent w herew ith  he h ad  ev iden tly  done his 
u tm ost to  su rround  himself. B u t it  is an e rro r to  
suppose th a t ou r g rea t forefathers— th ough  accus
tom ed to  speak  and  th in k  o f  hum an  ex istence  as a  
sta te  m erely  o f  tria l an d  w arfare, and  th o u g h  un- 
feignedly p repared  to  sacrifice goods and  life a t the  
behest o f  d u ty — m ade it  a m a tte r  o f  conscience to  
reject such m eans o f  com fort, o r even luxury , as lay 
fairly w ithin th e ir grasp. T h is  creed w as never 
taugh t, for instance, by  th e  venerab le  pastor, Jo h n  
W ilson, whose beard, w hite as a  snow -drift, was seen 
Over G overnor B ellingham ’s shoulders, w hile its
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w earer suggested  th a t  pears an d  peaches m ig h t y e t 
be natu ra lised  in th e  N ew  E n g lan d  clim ate, and  th a t 
pu rp le  g rapes m ig h t possib ly  be com pelled  to  flourish 
aga in st th e  su nny  garden-w all. T h e  old clergym an, 
n u rtu red  a t th e  rich bosom  o f th e  E n g lish  Church, 
h ad  a  long  estab lished  an d  leg itim ate  ta s te  for all 
good and  com fortable th ings, and  how ever s te rn  he 
m igh t show  h im self in th e  pulpit, or in his public 
rep roo f o f such transgressions as th a t o f H este r 
P rynne , still, th e  genial benevolence o f his p riva te  
life had  won him  w arm er affection th an  was accorded 
to  an y  o f  his professional contem poraries.

B ehind th e  G overnor an d  Mr. W ilson  cam e two 
o ther guests— one, th e  R everend  A rth u r D im m esdale, 
w hom  th e  reader m ay  rem em ber as hav ing  tak en  a 
b rie f and  re lu c tan t p a r t in th e  scene o f  H este r 
P ry n n e ’s d isg ra c e ; and, in close com panionship  w ith 
him , old R o g er C hillingw orth, a person o f  g rea t skill 
in physic, w ho for tw o or th ree  years p ast h ad  been 
se ttled  in the  town. I t  was understood  th a t  this 
learned  m an was th e  physician  as well as friend of 
th e  y oung  m inister, w hose h ea lth  had  severely  suffered 
o f la te  by  his too  unreserved self-sacrifice to  the  
labours and  du ties o f  th e  pasto ra l relation.

T h e  G overnor, in advance o f h is visitors, ascended 
one or tw o steps, and, th row ing  open  th e  leaves of 
th e  g rea t hall window, found h im self close to  little 
Pearl. T h e  shadow  o f th e  cu rtain  fell on H este r 
P rynne, and  p artia lly  concealed her.

“ W h a t have we here  ? ” said  G overnor B ellingham , 
looking  w ith  surprise  a t  th e  scarle t little  figure before 
him . “ I profess I have never seen th e  like since m y 
days o f  vanity , in o ld  K in g  Jam es’s tim e, w hen I was
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w ont to  esteem  it a  h igh  favour to  be ad m itted  to  
a court m a s k ! T h e re  used to  be a  sw arm  o f these 
sm all apparitions in ho liday  tim e, and  we called them  
children o f  the  L ord  o f M isrule. B u t how  g a t such a 
guest in to  m y hall ? ”

“ A y, indeed ! ” cried good old Mr. W ilson. “ W h a t 
little  bird o f  scarle t p lum age m ay  th is be ? M eth inks 
I have seen ju s t  such  figures w hen the  sun has been 
sh in ing  th ro u g h  a  rich ly  p a in ted  w indow, and  trac ing  
ou t th e  go lden and  crim son im ages across th e  floor. 
B ut th a t w as in th e  o ld  land. P rithee, y o u n g  one, 
who a rt thou, and  w hat has ailed th y  m o ther to  
bedizen thee  in th is s tran g e  fashion? A r t  thou  a 
C hristian child— h a?  D o st know  th y  catech ism ? 
O r a rt thou  one o f those  n au g h ty  elfs or fairies whom  
we th o u g h t to  have left beh ind  us, w ith  o ther relics 
of P ap istry , in m erry  old E n g lan d  ? ”

“ I am  m o th er’s child ,” answ ered th e  scarle t vision, 
“ and  m y nam e is P e a r l ! ”

“ Pearl ?— R uby , r a th e r !— or C o ra l!— or R ed  Rose, 
at the v e ry  least, ju d g in g  from  th y  h u e ! ” responded 
the old m inister, p u ttin g  forth  his h and  in a vain 
a ttem p t to  p a t little  Pearl on th e  cheek. “ B u t w here 
is this m o ther o f th in e  ? A h  ! I see,” he ad d ed  ; and, 
turning to  G overnor B ellingham , w hispered, “ T h is  is 
the selfsam e child o f  w hom  we have held  speech 
to g e th e r ; and  behold here  th e  u n h ap p y  w om an, 
H ester P rynne, her m o th e r !”

“ S ay est th o u  s o ? ” cried th e  Governor. " N ay, we 
m ight have ju d g ed  th a t  such a  child’s m o ther m ust 
needs be a  scarle t w om an, and  a w orthy  ty p e  o f her 
of B a b y lo n ! B u t she com es a t  a good tim e, an d  we 
will look in to  th is  m a tte r  forthw ith.”
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G overnor B ellingham  stepped  th ro u g h  th e  w indow  
into  th e  hall, followed by  his th ree  guests.

“ H este r P rynne,” said  he, fix ing his n a tu ra lly  stern  
regard  on th e  w earer o f  th e  scarle t letter, “ there  h a th  
been m uch question concerning thee  o f late. T h e  
p o in t h a th  been w eightily  discussed, w hether we, th a t 
are  o f  au th o rity  and  influence, do  well d ischarge our 
consciences by  tru s tin g  an  im m ortal soul, such as 
th e re  is in y onder child, to  th e  gu idance o f one who 
h a th  stum bled  and  fallen am id th e  pitfalls o f  this 
world. S peak  thou, the  ch ild ’s own m o th e r ! W ere 
it  not, th in k est thou , for th y  little  one’s tem poral and 
eternal welfare th a t she be tak en  ou t o f  th y  charge, 
and  clad soberly , an d  discip lined stric tly , and  in
struc ted  in th e  tru th s  o f heaven and  ea rth ?  W h a t 
canst thou  do for th e  child in th is  k ind ? ”

“ I can teach  m y little  Pearl w hat I have learned 
from  th i s ! ” answ ered H este r  P rynne, lay ing  her 
finger on th e  red  token.

“ W om an, it is th y  badge o f  s h a m e ! ” replied  the 
ste rn  m agistra te . “ I t  is because o f th e  sta in  which 
th a t  le tte r indicates th a t  we w ould transfe r th y  child 
to  o ther hands.”

“ N evertheless,” said th e  m other, calm ly, though  
grow ing m ore pale, “ th is  badge h a th  ta u g h t m e— it 
da ily  teaches m e— it is teach in g  m e a t  th is  m om ent 
— lessons w hereof m y child  m ay  be th e  w iser and 
better, a lbe it th ey  can profit n o th in g  to  m yself.”

“ W e  will ju d g e  w arily ,” said  B ellingham , “ and 
look well w hat we are  ab o u t to  do. G ood M aster 
W ilson, I p ray  you, exam ine th is P ea rl— since that 
is h er nam e— an d  see w hether she h a th  h ad  such 
C hristian  n u rtu re  as befits a  child o f  h er age.”
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T h e  old m in ister seated  h im self in an arm -chair, 
and  m ade an  effort to  d raw  Pearl b e tw ix t his knees. 
B u t the  child, unaccustom ed to  the  touch  or fam ili
arity  o f an y  b u t h er m other, escaped th rough  the 
open window, and  stood on th e  u p p er step , looking 
like a w ild trop ical b ird  o f  rich plum age, ready  to  
tak e  flight in to  th e  u p p er air. M r. W ilson, no t a 
little  aston ished  a t  th is o u tb reak — for he was a  g rand- 
fa therly  so rt o f personage, and  usually  a vast favourite 
w ith ch ildren— essayed, however, to  proceed w ith  the  
exam ination .

“ P earl,” said he, w ith  g rea t so lem nity , “ thou  m ust 
tak e  heed to  instruction , th a t so, in due  season, thou 
m ayest w ear in th y  bosom  th e  pearl o f  g rea t price. 
C anst thou  tell me, m y  child, w ho m ade thee  ? ”

N ow  Pearl knew  well enough  w ho m ade her, for 
H este r P rynne , th e  d au g h te r o f  a pious hom e, very  
soon after her ta lk  w ith  th e  child  abou t her H eaven ly  
F ather, had  begun to  inform  her o f  those  tru th s  
which th e  hum an  spirit, a t  w hatever s tage  o f  im 
m aturity , im bibes w ith such eager in terest. Pearl, 
therefore— so large w ere th e  a tta in m en ts  o f  h er th ree  
years’ lifetim e— could have borne a fair exam ination  
in th e  New E n g lan d  P rim er, or th e  first colum n of 
the W estm in ste r C atechism s, a lthough  unacquain ted  
with th e  ou tw ard  form  o f e ith er o f  those celebrated  
works. B u t th a t  perversity , w hich all children have 
m ore o r less of, an d  o f w hich little  P earl had  a 
tenfold portion , now, a t the  m ost in opportune  
m om ent, took  th o rough  possession o f  her, and  closed 
her lips, or im pelled h e r to  speak  w ords am iss. 
A fter p u ttin g  h e r finger in h er m outh , w ith  m any
ungracious refusals to  answ er good M r. W ilson’s
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question , th e  child finally announced  th a t she had 
n o t been m ade a t all, b u t h ad  been p lucked  by  her 
m other off th e  bush o f  w ild roses th a t grew  by  the  
prison-door.

T h is  p h an ta sy  was p robab ly  suggested  by  th e  near 
p ro x im ity  o f  the  G overnor’s red roses, as P earl stood 
ou tside o f th e  w indow, to g e th e r w ith her recollection 
o f th e  prison rOse-bush, w hich she had  passed in 
com ing  hither.

O ld  R oger C hillingw orth, w ith  a sm ile on his 
face, w hispered som eth ing  in th e  y o u n g  c lergym an’s 
ear. H este r  P ry n n e  looked a t  th e  m an o f skill, 
and  even then , w ith  h er fate hang in g  in th e  balance, 
w as sta rtled  to  perceive w hat a  change had  com e 
over his features— how  m uch uglier th ey  were, how  
his d a rk  com plexion  seem ed to  have grow n duskier, 
and  his figure m ore m isshapen— since the  days when 
she h ad  fam iliarly  know n him . S he  m et his eyes 
for an  instan t, b u t was im m edia te ly  constrained 
to  give all h e r a tten tio n  to  th e  scene now  going 
forward.

“ T h is  is a w fu l! ” cried th e  G overnor, slow ly re
covering from  th e  aston ishm en t in to  which Pearl's 
response had  throw n him . “ H ere  is a child o f  th ree 
years old, and  she canno t tell w ho m ade h e r ! W ith 
o u t question, she is equally  in th e  d a rk  as to  her 
soul, its p resen t deprav ity , and  fu tu re  d e s t in y ! 
M eth inks, gentlem en, we need  inquire no further.”

H este r  cau g h t hold o f  Pearl, and  drew  her forcibly 
in to  h er arm s, confronting  th e  old P u ritan  m agistra te  
w ith  alm ost a fierce expression . A lone in th e  world, 
cast off b y  it, and w ith  th is sole treasure  to  keep 
her h ea rt alive, she felt th a t she possessed in
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defeasible rig h ts  ag a in st th e  w orld, and  w as ready  
to  defend them  to the  death .

“ G od gave m e th e  child ! ” cried she. “ H e  gave 
her in requ ita l o f  all th ings else which ye  had  taken  
from me. S he  is m y  h a p p in e s s !— she is m y  to rtu re , 
none th e  le s s ! P earl keeps m e here  in l i f e ! Pearl 
punishes me, t o o ! See ye not, she is the  scarlet 
letter, on ly  capab le  o f  being  loved, an d  so endow ed 
w ith a  m illion fold th e  pow er o f  re tribu tion  for m y  
sin ? Y e shall no t tak e  h e r ! I will die f ir s t! ”

“ M y poor w om an,” said  th e  n o t u n k ind  old 
m inister, “ th e  child  shall be well cared fo r!— far 
b etter th an  th o u  canst do for it.”

“ G od gave h e r in to  m y  k e e p in g ! ” rep ea ted  H este r 
P rynne, ra ising  h er voice a lm ost to  a  shriek. “ I will 
not give h er u p ! ” A n d  here  b y  a sudden  im pulse, 
she tu rn ed  to  th e  y o u n g  clergym an, M r. D im m esdale, 
a t whom , u p  to  th is  m om ent, she h ad  seem ed h a rd ly  
so m uch as once to  d irec t h er eyes. “ S p eak  thou  for 
m e ! ” cried she. “ T h o u  w ast m y  pastor, and  h ad st 
charge o f m y soul, an d  know est m e b e tte r  th an  these  
men can. I will n o t lose th e  child  ! S peak  for m e ! 
Thou know est— for thou  h as t sym path ies w hich these 
men lack— thou know est w hat is in m y  heart, and  
w hat are a m o th er’s rights, an d  how  m uch th e  
stronger th ey  are  w hen th a t m o ther has b u t her child 
and th e  scarle t l e t te r ! L ook thou  to  i t ! I will no t 
lose the  child ! L ook  to  i t ! ”

A t th is w ild and  singu lar appeal, w hich indicated  
tha t H este r  P ry n n e ’s s itua tion  had  provoked  her to  
little less th an  m adness, th e  y o ung  m in ister a t  once 
cam e forw ard, pale, and  hold ing  h is h an d  over his 
heart, as w as his custom  w henever h is peculiarly
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looked now m ore carew orn and  em acia ted  th an  as we 
described him  a t  the  scene o f H e s te r’s public 
ig n o m in y ; and  w hether it w ere his failing health , 
or w hatever th e  cause m igh t be, his large d a rk  eyes 
h ad  a w orld o f pa in  in the ir troub led  and  m elan
choly depth .

“ T h e re  is tru th  in w hat she says,” began the  
m inister, w ith  a  voice sweet, trem ulous, b u t powerful, 
insom uch th a t  th e  hall re-echoed and  the  hollow 
arm our rang  w ith it— “ tru th  in w hat H este r  says, 
an d  in the  feeling w hich inspires h e r ! G od gave her 
th e  child, and  gave her, too, an  instinctive know ledge 
o f its n a tu re  and  requ irem ents— b o th  seem ingly  so 
peculiar— w hich no o th e r m ortal being  can possess. 
A nd , m oreover, is th ere  .no t a  q u a lity  o f awful 
sacredness in the  re lation  betw een th is  m o th er and 
th is  child ? ”

“ A y !— how is tha t, good M aster D im m e sd a le ? ” 
in te rru p ted  th e  Governor. “ M ake th a t plain, I p ray  
y o u ! ”

“ I t  m u st be even so,” resum ed th e  m inister. “ For, 
if  we deem  it otherw ise, do we no t hereby  say  th a t 
th e  H eav en ly  F a th e r, th e  c rea to r o f  all flesh, ha th  
ligh tly  recognised a deed  o f  sin, and  m ade o f no 
accoun t th e  d istinction  betw een unhallow ed lu st and 
ho ly  love? T h is  child  o f  its fa ther’s g u ilt and  its 
m o ther’s sham e has com e from  th e  h and  o f God, 
to  w ork in m any  w ays upon  h er heart, who pleads so 
earnestly  an d  w ith  such b itte rn ess  o f  sp irit th e  right 
to  keep her. I t  w as m ean t for a  b lessing— for the 
one b lessing  o f h er l i f e ! I t  was m eant, doubtless, as 
th e  m o ther herse lf h a th  to ld  us, for a re tribu tion , to o ;
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a to rtu re  to  be felt a t m any  an  u n th o u g h t-o f m om en t; 
a pang, a  sting, an  ever-recurring  agony, in th e  m idst 
of a troub led  j o y ! H a th  she no t expressed  th is 
th o u g h t in th e  g a rb  o f  th e  poor child, so forcibly 
rem ind ing  us o f th a t  red  sym bol w hich sears her 
bosom  ? ”

“ W ell said  again  ! ” cried good M r. W ilson. “ I 
feared th e  w om an had  no b e tte r  th o u g h t th a n  to 
m ake a m oun tebank  o f h er child ! ”

“ O h, no t s o !— no t so ! ” continued  M r. D im m es- 
dale. “ S he  recognises, believe me, th e  solem n 
m iracle w hich G od h a th  w rought in th e  ex istence  
o f th a t child. A n d  m ay  she feel, too— w hat, m e- 
th inks, is th e  very  tru th — th a t  th is  boon was m eant, 
above all th ings else, to  keep th e  m o th er’s soul alive, 
and to  preserve h er from  b lacker d ep ths o f sin into 
which S a tan  m igh t else have sough t to  p lunge h e r ! 
T herefore  it is good for th is  poor, sinful w om an, th a t 
she h a th  an  in fan t im m orta lity , a  be ing  capable  of 
eternal jo y  or sorrow , confided to  h er care— to  be 
trained u p  b y  h er to  righteousness, to  rem ind  her, 
at every  m om ent, o f  h er fall, b u t y e t to  teach  her, 
as if  it  w ere b y  th e  C reator’s sacred  pledge, th a t, 
if she b rin g  th e  child  to  heaven, th e  child also will 
bring  its paren ts  th ith e r!  H ere in  is th e  sinful 
m other h ap p ier th an  th e  sinful father. F o r  H este r  
P rynne’s sake, then , and no less for th e  poor ch ild’s 
sake, le t us leave them  as Providence h a th  seen 
fit to  place them  ! ”

“ Y ou speak, m y friend, w ith  a  s tran g e  earnestness,” 
said old R oger C hillingw orth, sm iling  a t him .

“ A n d  th ere  is a  w eigh ty  im p o rt in w hat m y  y oung  
b ro ther h a th  spoken," added  th e  Rev. M r. W ilson.
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“ W h a t say  you, w orshipful M aster B ellingham ? 
H a th  he  no t p leaded  well for th e  poor w om an ? ” 

“ In d eed  h a th  he,” answ ered th e  m a g is tra te ; “ and 
h a th  adduced  such argum ents, th a t  w e will even leave 
th e  m a tte r  as it now  stan d s ; so long, a t least, as there  
shall be  no fu rther scandal in  th e  w om an. C are m ust 
be had  nevertheless, to  p u t th e  child to  due and 
sta ted  exam ina tion  in the  catechism , a t  th y  hands or 
M aster D im m esdale’s. M oreover, a t  a p ro p er season, 
th e  tith ing -m en  m ust tak e  heed th a t  she go b o th  to 
school and  to  m eeting.”

T h e  y o u n g  m inister, on ceasing  to  speak  had  w ith 
draw n a  few steps from  th e  group, an d  stood  w ith 
h is face p a rtia lly  concealed in the  heavy  folds o f  the 
w in d o w -cu rta in ; while th e  shadow  o f  his figure, 
w hich th e  sun ligh t cast upon th e  floor, was trem ulous 
w ith th e  vehem ence o f  his appeal. Pearl, th a t wild 
and  flighty  little  elf, sto le softly  tow ards him , and 
tak in g  his h and  in th e  g rasp  o f  b o th  h er own, laid 
h e r cheek against i t ; a  caress so tender, and  w ithal 
so unobtrusive, th a t  h er m other, who w as look ing  on, 
asked  herse lf—“ Is th a t  m y  P e a r l? ” Y e t she knew 
th a t  th ere  was love in th e  child’s heart, a lthough  it 
m ostly  revealed itself in passion, and  h a rd ly  tw ice in 
h er lifetim e had  been softened b y  such gen tleness as 
now. T h e  m in ister —  for, save th e  long-sought 
regards o f  w om an, n o th in g  is sw eeter th an  these 
m arks o f  childish preference, accorded spontaneously  
b y  a  sp iritual instinct, and  therefore seem ing  to  im ply  
in  us som eth ing  tru ly  w orth y  to  be loved— the  m inister 
looked round, laid his h and  on th e  ch ild ’s head, 
hesita ted  an  instan t, and  then  k issed  her brow. L ittle  
P e a r l’s unw onted  m ood o f sen tim en t lasted  no longer;
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she laughed, and  w ent capering  dow n th e  hall so 
airily, th a t old M r. W ilson  raised a question  w hether 
even h er tip toes touched  th e  floor.

“ T h e  little  baggage h a th  w itchcraft in her, I 
profess,” said he  to  M r. D im m esdale. “ S he  needs no 
old w om an’s broom stick  to  fly w ith a l! ”

“ A  stran g e  c h i ld ! ” rem arked  old R oger Chilling- 
worth. “ I t  is easy  to  see the  m o th er’s p a rt in her. 
W ould it be beyond  a ph ilosopher’s research, th ink  ye, 
gentlem en, to  analyse  th a t  ch ild ’s na tu re , and, from  it 
m ake a  m ould, to  give a shrew d guess a t th e  fa th e r? ”

“ N a y ; it  w ould be sinful, in such a  question, to 
follow th e  clue o f  p rofane philosophy,” said  M r. 
W ilson. “ B e tte r to  fast and  p ray  upon i t ; and  still 
better, it m ay  be, to  leave th e  m y ste ry  as we find it, 
unless P rovidence reveal it  o f its own accord. 
T hereby , every  good C hristian  m an h a th  a  title  to  
show a fa ther’s k indness tow ards the  poor, deserted  
babe.”

T h e  affair being  so satisfacto rily  concluded, H este r 
P rynne, w ith  Pearl, d ep arted  from  th e  house. A s 
they  descended th e  steps, i t  is averred  th a t th e  la ttice  
of a  cham ber-w indow  was th row n open, an d  forth  
into th e  sun n y  d a y  was th ru s t the  face o f  M istress 
Ilibb ins, G overnor B ellingham ’s b itte r-tem p ered  sister, 
and the  sam e who, a few y ears  later, w as ex ecu ted  as 
a witch.

“ H ist, h i s t ! ” said  she, while h er ill-om ened physi
ognom y seem ed to  cast a shadow  over th e  cheerful 
newness o f the  house. “ W ilt thou  go w ith  us 
to -n igh t?  T h e re  will be a  m erry  com pany  in the  
fo re s t; and  I w ell-nigh prom ised the  B lack M an th a t 
com ely H e s te r  P ry n n e  should m ake one.”
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“ M ake m y excuse to  him , so please y o u !” answ ered 
H ester, w ith  a tr iu m p h an t smile. “ I m ust ta rry  a t 
hom e, and  keep  w atch  over m y little  Pearl. H ad  
th e y  tak en  h e r from me, I would w illingly have gone 
w ith  thee  into the  forest, and  signed  m y nam e in the  
B lack M an’s book too, and  th a t  w ith  m ine own 
b lo o d ! ”

“ W e shall have thee  th ere  a n o n !” said th e  w itch- 
lady , frowning, as she drew  back h e r head.

B u t here— if we suppose th is interview  be tw ix t 
M istress H ibb ins and  H e s te r  P ry n n e  to  be au thentic, 
and  no t a parab le— was a lread y  an  illustra tion  o f the  
y o ung  m inister’s a rg u m en t ag a in st sundering  the  
relation  o f  a  fallen m o ther to  th e  offspring o f her 
frailty. E ven  th u s  early  h ad  th e  child saved her 
from  S a ta n ’s snare.



IX .

UN D E R  th e  appella tion  o f  R o g er C hillingw orth, 
th e  reader will rem em ber, was h idden  ano ther 

nam e, w hich its form er w earer had  resolved should 
never m ore be spoken. I t  has been related , how, in 
the  crow d th a t  w itnessed H este r  P ry n n e ’s ignom inious 
exposure, stood  a m an, elderly , travel-w orn, who, ju s t  
em erging from  th e  perilous w ilderness, beheld  the  
woman, in w hom  he hoped  to  find em bodied th e  
w arm th  and  cheerfulness o f  hom e, se t u p  as a  ty p e  
of sin before th e  people. H e r  m atro n ly  fam e was 
trodden  u n d er all m en’s feet. In fam y  was babb ling  
around h er in th e  public m arket-p lace. F o r  her 
kindred, should  th e  tid ings ever reach  them , an d  for 
the com panions o f  h er u n sp o tted  life, th ere  rem ained  
noth ing  b u t th e  contagion o f h er d ish o n o u r; w hich 
would n o t fail to  be d is trib u ted  in s tric t accordance 
and proportion  w ith  th e  in tim acy  and  sacredness o f 
their previous relationship . T h en  w hy— since the  
choice was w ith h im self—should  th e  individual, whose 
connexion w ith  th e  fallen w om an h ad  been th e  m ost 
in tim ate  an d  sacred  o f  them  all, com e forw ard to  
vindicate h is claim  to  an  inheritance  so little  desirable? 
H e resolved n o t to  be p illoried beside her on her 
pedestal o f  sham e. U nknow n to  all b u t H este r

'43
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P rynne, and  possessing the  lock and  k ey  o f her 
silence, he  chose to  w ithdraw  his nam e from  th e  roll 
o f  m ankind , and, as regarded  his form er ties and 
in terest, to  vanish  o u t o f  life as com pletely  as if he 
indeed lay a t the  bo ttom  o f th e  ocean, w hither 
rum our had  long ago  consigned him . T h is  purpose 
once effected, new  in terests w ould im m edia te ly  spring  
up, and  likew ise a new  p u rp o s e ; dark , it is true, if 
n o t gu ilty , b u t o f force enough to  engage th e  full 
s tren g th  o f his faculties.

In  pursuance o f  th is  resolve, he took  up his 
residence in th e  P u ritan  tow n as R oger C hillingw orth, 
w ithou t o th e r in troduction  th a n  the  learn ing  and 
intelligence o f w hich he possessed m ore th an  a 
com m on m easure. A s  his studies, a t  a previous 
period o f his life, had  m ade him  ex tensively  a c 
q ua in ted  w ith th e  m edical science o f  th e  day, it  was 
as a  physician th a t he presen ted  him self, and  as such 
was cordially  received. Skilful m en, o f  th e  m edical 
and  chirurgical profession, w ere o f  rare occurrence in 
th e  colony. T h e y  seldom , it w ould appear, partook  
o f the  religious zeal th a t b ro u g h t o th e r em igran ts 
across the  A tlan tic . In  th e ir researches in to  the 
hum an fram e, it m ay  be th a t th e  h igher and  m ore 
sub tle  faculties o f  such  m en w ere m aterialised , and 
th a t th ey  lost the  sp iritua l view o f ex istence  am id 
th e  intricacies o f  th a t w ondrous m echanism , which 
seem ed to  involve a r t  enough  to  com prise all o f  life 
w ithin itself. A t  all events, th e  h ea lth  o f  th e  good 
tow n o f B oston, so far as m edicine had  au g h t to  do 
w ith it, h ad  h ith erto  lain in th e  guard iansh ip  o f  an 
aged deacon and  apo thecary , w hose p ie ty  and  godly 
d ep o rtm en t were stro n g er testim onials in his favour
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th an  an y  th a t  he could have produced  in th e  shape o f 
a  d ip lom a. T h e  only  surgeon was one w ho com bined 
th e  occasional exercise  o f  th a t noble a r t  w ith  the  
daily  and  hab itu a l flourish o f a razor. T o  such a 
professional body  R oger C hillingw orth  was a  b rillian t 
acquisition. H e  soon m anifested  h is fam iliarity  w ith 
th e  ponderous and  im posing  m ach inery  o f  an tique  
p h y s ic ; in w hich every  rem edy  contained  a  m ultitude  
o f  far-fetched and  heterogeneous ingredients, as 
e labo ra te ly  com pounded  as if  th e  proposed  resu lt 
had  been th e  E lix ir  o f  Life. In  his Ind ian  captiv ity , 
m oreover, he h ad  gained  m uch know ledge o f the  
p roperties o f  native herbs and  r o o ts ; no r d id  he 
conceal from  his p a tien ts  th a t these  sim ple  m edicines, 
N a tu re ’s boon to  the  un tu to red  savage, had  qu ite  as 
large a share  o f  his own confidence as th e  E uropean  
Pharm acopoeia, w hich so m any  learned  doctors had 
spen t cen turies in elaborating .

T h is learned  s tran g er was ex em p la ry  as regarded  
a t least th e  ou tw ard  form s o f  a  religious l i f e ; and 
early  a fte r his arrival, had  chosen for his sp iritual 
guide th e  R everend  M r. D im m esdale. T h e  young  
divine, w hose scholar-like renow n still lived in 
O xford , was considered by  h is m ore fervent adm irers 
as little  less th an  a  heavenly  o rdained  apostle, 
destined, should  he  live an d  labour for th e  o rd in ary  
term  o f life, to  do as g rea t deeds, for th e  now  feeble 
New E n g lan d  Church, as th e  early  F a th e rs  had 
achieved for the  in fancy  o f  the  C hristian  faith. 
A bout th is  period, however, th e  h ea lth  o f  M r. 
D im m esdale had  ev iden tly  begun to  fail. B y  those 
best acquain ted  w ith his hab its, th e  paleness o f  the  
young m in iste r’s cheek w as accounted  for b y  his too
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earn est devotion  to  study , his scrupulous fulfilm ent 
o f  parochial du ty , and  m ore th an  all, to  th e  fasts and  
vigils o f w hich he m ade a  frequen t practice, in order 
to  keep th e  grossness o f  th is e a rth ly  s ta te  from 
clogging an d  obscuring  his sp iritua l lam p. Som e 
declared, th a t  if  M r. D im m esdale  w ere really  going 
to  die, it  was cause enough th a t  th e  w orld was no t 
w orthy  to  be an y  longer trodden  b y  his fe e t H e  
him self, on th e  o ther hand , w ith  characteristic  
hum ility , avow ed his belief, th a t  if  P rovidence should 
see fit to  rem ove him , it  would be because o f  his own 
unw orthiness to  perform  its hum b lest m ission here 
on earth . W ith  all th is difference o f  opinion as to  
th e  cause o f his decline, th e re  could be no question  
o f  th e  fact. H is form  grew  e m a c ia te d ; his voice, 
th o u g h  still rich and  sweet, h ad  a certain  m elancholy  
prophecy  o f  decay  in i t ; he was often observed, on 
an y  sligh t a larm  o r o th e r sudden  accident, to  p u t his 
h and  over his h ea rt w ith  first a  flush and  th en  a pale
ness, indicative o f  pain.

S uch  was the  y o ung  c lergym an’s condition, an d  so 
im m inen t th e  p rospect th a t  his daw ning  ligh t would 
be ex tingu ished , all untim ely , w hen R o g er Chilling- 
w orth  m ade his adv en t to  th e  tow n. H is  first en try  
on th e  scene, few people could tell whence, d ropp ing  
dow n as it  w ere ou t o f th e  sk y  or s ta rtin g  from  the 
ne ther earth , had  an  aspect o f  m ystery , w hich was 
easily  heigh tened  to  th e  m iraculous. H e  was now 
know n to  be a  m an o f s k i l l ; i t  w as observed th a t he 
ga thered  herbs and  th e  blossom s o f wild-flowers, and 
d u g  up  roots and  plucked off tw igs from  th e  forest- 
trees like one acquain ted  w ith h idden  v irtues in w hat 
w as valueless to  com m on eyes. H e  was heard  to
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speak  o f  S ir K enelm  D ig b y  and  o th e r fam ous m en—  
w hose scientific a tta in m en ts  w ere esteem ed h a rd ly  
less th an  su p ern a tu ra l— as hav ing  been his corres
p o n d en ts  o r associates. W hy , w ith  such  ran k  in the  
learned  world, h ad  he com e h ither ? W hat, could he, 
w hose sphere  was in g rea t cities, be seek ing  in the  
w ilderness? In  answ er to  th is  query, a  rum our 
gained g round— an d  how ever absurd , was en te rta in ed  
by  som e very  sensible people — th a t  H eaven  h ad  
w rough t an  abso lu te  m iracle, by  tran sp o rtin g  an 
em in en t D octo r o f P hysic  from  a G erm an un iversity  
bodily  th ro u g h  th e  air and  se ttin g  him  dow n a t the 
door o f  M r. D im m esdale’s s tu d y ! Ind iv iduals of 
w iser faith, indeed, w ho knew  th a t H eaven  prom otes 
its purposes w ithou t a im ing  a t  th e  stage-effect o f 
w hat is called m iraculous in terposition , w ere inclined 
to  see a  providential h an d  in R oger C hillingw orth’s 
so opportune  arrival.

T h is  idea w as coun tenanced  by  th e  s tro n g  in terest 
w hich the  physician  ever m anifested  in the  y oung  
clergym an ; he  a ttach ed  h im self to  h im  as a 
parishioner, and  soug h t to  w in a  friendly  regard  and  
confidence from  his n a tu ra lly  reserved sensibility . 
H e expressed  g rea t a larm  a t his p asto r’s s ta te  o f 
health, b u t w as anx ious to  a tte m p t th e  cure, and, if 
early  undertaken , seem ed no t desp o n d en t o f  a 
favourable result. T h e  elders, th e  deacons, th e  
m otherly  dam es, and  th e  y o u n g  an d  fair m aidens o f  
Mr. D im m esdale’s flock, w ere alike im p o rtu n a te  th a t  
he should  m ake tria l o f  th e  physic ian ’s frank ly  offered 
skill. M r. D im m esdale  g en tly  repelled  th e ir  en treaties.

“ I need no m edicine,” said  he.
B u t how  could th e  y o u n g  m in ister say  so, when,
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w ith every  successive S abbath , his cheek w as paler 
and th inner, and  his voice m ore trem ulous th an  
before— w hen it h ad  now  becom e a  co n stan t hab it, 
ra th e r th an  a  casual gesture, to  press h is h and  over 
his h e a rt?  W as he  w eary  o f his labours?  D id  he 
wish to  d ie? T h ese  questions w ere so lem nly  p ro 
pounded  to  Mr. D im m esdale  b y  th e  e lder m inisters 
o f Boston, and the deacons o f his church, who, to  use 
the ir own phrase, “ d ea lt w ith  h im ,” on th e  sin of 
re jec ting  th e  aid w hich P rovidence so m anifestly  held 
out. H e  listened in silence, and  finally prom ised  to  
confer w ith the  physician.

“ W ere it G od’s will,” said  th e  R everend  M r. 
D im m esdale, when, in fulfilm ent o f  th is  pledge, he 
requested  old R oger C hillingw orth’s professional 
advice, “ I could be well co n ten t th a t  m y  labours, 
and  m y sorrows, an d  m y sins, and  m y pains, should  
sh o rtly  end w ith me, and  w hat is ea rth ly  o f  th em  be 
buried  in m y grave, and  the  sp iritual go w ith  m e to  
m y eternal s ta te , ra th e r th an  th a t  you should  p u t 
your skill to  th e  proof in m y behalf.”

“ A h ,” replied R oger Chiilingw orth, w ith  th a t q u ie t
ness, which, w hether im posed  or na tu ra l, m arked  all 
his deportm en t, “ it  is th u s th a t  a y o u n g  clergym an 
is a p t to  speak. Y outhfu l m en, n o t hav ing  taken  
a  deep root, give u p  th e ir hold o f life so easily! A n d  
sa in tly  m en, w ho w alk  w ith  G od on earth , w ould fain 
be away, to  w alk w ith  h im  on th e  golden pavem ents 
o f the  N ew  Jerusalem .”

“ N ay,” rejoined th e  y o ung  m inister, p u ttin g  his 
hand  to  his heart, w ith  a  flush o f pain  flitting  over 
his brow, “ w ere I w orth ier to  w alk there, I could be 
b e tte r co n ten t to  toil here.”
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“ Good m en ever in te rp re t them selves too  m eanly ,” 
said  th e  physician.

In  th is  m anner, th e  m ysterious old R oger C hilling- 
w orth  becam e th e  m edical adviser o f  th e  R everend 
M r. D im m esdale. A s no t on ly  th e  disease in terested  
th e  physician , b u t he  was stro n g ly  m oved to  look 
in to  th e  charac ter and  qualities o f th e  patien t, these 
tw o m en, so d ifferent in age, cam e g rad u a lly  to  spend 
m uch tim e  together. F o r the  sake o f  th e  m in ister’s 
health , and  to  enable  th e  leech to  g a th e r p lan ts  w ith 
healing  balm  in them , th e y  took  long  w alks on the 
sea-shore, or in th e  fo re s t ; m ingling  various w alks 
w ith th e  splash  an d  m u rm u r o f th e  waves, and the 
solem n w ind-an them  am ong  th e  tree-tops. Often, 
likewise, one was th e  guest o f  th e  o th e r in his place 
of s tu d y  and  retirem ent. T h e re  was a  fascination for 
the m in ister in th e  com pany  o f  th e  m an o f  science, 
in w hom  he recognised an  in tellectual cultivation  ol 
no m odera te  d ep th  o r s c o p e ; to g e th e r w ith  a  range 
and freedom  o f ideas, th a t  he  would have vain ly  
looked for am ong  th e  m em bers o f his own profession. 
In tru th , he  was s tartled , if  n o t shocked, to  find this 
a ttrib u te  in  th e  physician. M r. D im m esdale  was 
a tru e  priest, a tru e  religionist, w ith  th e  reveren tial 
sen tim ent largely  developed, and an o rd er o f m ind 
th a t im pelled itse lf pow erfully  a long  th e  track  o f  a 
creed, and  wore its passage con tinually  deeper w ith 
the lapse o f  tim e. In  no s ta te  o f  society  would he 
have been w hat is called a m an o f liberal v ie w s; it 
would alw ays be essential to  his peace to  feel the  
pressure o f  a  faith abou t him , supporting , w hile it 
confined him  w ithin its iron fram ew ork. N o t the  
less, however, though  w ith a  trem ulous enjoym ent,
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d id  he feel th e  occasional re lief o f  looking  a t  the  
universe th ro u g h  th e  m edium  o f an o th er k ind o f  
in tellect th an  those  w ith  w hich he  h ab itu a lly  held  
converse. I t  w as as if  a w indow  w ere th row n open, 
a d m ittin g  a freer a tm osphere  in to  th e  close and  
stifled study , w here h is life w as w asting  itse lf aw ay, 
am id  lam p-ligh t, o r o b struc ted  day-beam s, an d  th e  
m u sty  fragrance, be it  sensual or m oral, th a t exhales 
from  books. B u t the  a ir w as too  fresh and  chill to  
be long  b rea thed  w ith  com fort. So th e  m inister, 
an d  th e  physician  w ith  him , w ithdrew  again w ithin 
th e  lim its o f  w hat th e ir  C hurch  defined as o rthodox .

T h u s  R oger C hillingw orth  scru tin ised  his p a tien t 
carefully, b o th  as he saw him  in h is o rd in a ry  life, 
keep ing  an  accustom ed p a th w ay  in th e  range  of 
th o u g h ts  fam iliar to  him , an d  as he appeared  when 
th row n am id st o ther m oral scenery, th e  novelty  of 
w hich m igh t call o u t som eth ing  new  to  th e  surface 
o f  his character. H e  deem ed it essential, it  would 
seem, to  know  th e  m an, before a tte m p tin g  to  do him  
good. W herever th ere  is a  h ea rt and  an  intellect, 
th e  diseases o f th e  physical fram e a re  tinged  w ith  the 
peculiarities o f  these. In  A rth u r D im m esdale, 
th o u g h t and  im agination  w ere so active, an d  sensi
b ility  so intense, th a t  th e  bod ily  infirm ity  w ould be 
likely  to  have its g roundw ork  there. S o  R oger 
C hillingw orth  —  th e  m an o f skill, th e  k ind  and 
friendly  physician  —  strove to  go deep  in to  his 
p a tie n t’s bosom , delv ing  am ong  his principles, p ry ing  
in to  his recollections, and  p ro b in g  ev ery th in g  w ith 
a  cautious touch, like a  treasure-seeker in a dark  
cavern. F ew  secrets can escape an  investigator, who 
has o p p o rtu n ity  an d  licence to  u n d ertak e  such a



THE LEECH

quest, and  skill to  follow i t  up. A  m an burdened  
w ith  a  secret should  especially  avoid th e  in tim acy  of 
his physician. I f  th e  la tte r  possess native  sagacity , 
and  a  nam eless som eth ing  m ore —  le t us call it 
in tu it io n ; if  he show  no in trusive egotism , nor 
disagreeable p rom inen t characteristics o f  his o w n ; 
if he have th e  power, w hich m ust be born  w ith  him , 
to b rin g  his m ind  in to  such affinity  w ith  his p a tie n t’s, 
th a t  th is la s t shall unaw ares have spoken  w hat he 
im agines h im self on ly  to  have th o u g h t , if  such 
revelations be received w ithou t tu m ult, and  acknow 
ledged n o t so often by  an  u tte red  sy m p a th y  as by  
silence, an  inarticu la te  b reath , and  here  and there  
a w ord to  ind icate  th a t all is understood  ; if  to  these 
qualifications o f  a  confidan t be jo ined  th e  advan tages 
afforded by  his recognised ch arac ter as a  p h y s ic ia n ;
■—then , a t  som e inevitab le m om ent, will th e  soul o f 
the sufferer be dissolved, and  flow forth  in a d a rk  bu t 
tran sp a ren t stream , b ring ing  all its  m ysteries in to  the  
daylight.

R oger C hillingw orth  possessed all, o r m ost, o f  the  
a ttribu tes above enum erated . N evertheless, tim e 
w ent o n ; a  k ind o f  in tim acy, as we have said, grew  
up betw een these tw o cu ltivated  m inds, w hich had  
as w ide a  field as the  w hole sphere  o f hum an  th o u g h t 
and s tu d y  to  m eet u p o n ; th ey  discussed every  topic 
of eth ics and  religion, o f  public affairs, and  private  
c h a ra c te r ; th ey  ta lk ed  m uch, on b o th  sides, o f 
m atters th a t  seem ed personal to  th e m se lv e s ; and  
yet no secret, such as th e  physician  fancied m ust 
ex ist there , ever sto le ou t o f th e  m in ister’s conscious
ness in to  h is com panion’s ear. T h e  la tte r  had  his 
suspicions, indeed, th a t  even th e  n a tu re  o f  Mr.
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D im m esdale’s bodily  disease h ad  never fairly  been 
revealed to  him . I t  was a s tran g e  reserve!

A fte r a  tim e, a t  a  h in t from  R oger C hillingw orth, 
th e  friends o f M r. D im m esdale  effected an  a rran g e
m en t b y  w hich the  tw o were lodged  in  th e  sam e 
h o u s e ; so th a t  every  ebb an d  flow o f th e  m in ister’s 
life-tide m igh t pass u n d er th e  eye o f  his anx ious and  
a ttached  physician. T h e re  w as m uch jo y  th roughou t 
the  tow n w hen th is  g rea tly  desirab le ob ject was 
a tta ined . I t  was held  to  be th e  b est possible m easure 
for th e  y o ung  clergym an’s w e lfa re ; unless, indeed, 
as often urged  b y  such as felt au thorised  to  do so, 
he had  selected som e one o f  th e  m any  bloom ing 
dam sels, sp iritua lly  devoted  to  him , to  becom e his 
devoted wife. T h is  la tte r  step , how ever, th e re  was 
no p resen t p rospect th a t A r th u r  D im m esdale  would 
be prevailed upon to  ta k e ; he  rejected  all suggestions 
o f  th e  kind, as if  p riestly  celibacy w ere one o f his 
articles o f C hurch discipline. D oom ed by  his own 
choice, therefore, as M r. D im m esdale  so ev idently  
was, to  e a t his unsavoury  m orsel alw ays a t  an o th er’s 
board, and  endure  th e  life-long chill w hich m ust be 
his lo t w ho seeks to  w arm  h im self on ly  a t  an o th e r’s 
fireside, it tru ly  seem ed th a t  th is sagacious, ex p e ri
enced, benevo len t old physician, w ith  his concord 
o f pa te rn a l and  reveren tial love for th e  y o u n g  pastor, 
w as th e  very  m an, o f all m ankind , to  be constan tly  
w ithin reach o f  his voice.

T h e  new abode o f th e  tw o friends w as w ith  a pious 
widow, o f  good social rank , w ho dw elt in a  house 
covering p re tty  n early  th e  site  on w hich th e  venerable 
stru c tu re  o f  K in g ’s C hapel has since been b u i l t  I t  
h ad  th e  g raveyard , o rig inally  Isaac  Jo h n so n ’s hom e-
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field, on one side, and  so was well adapted  to  call 
up  serious reflections, su ited  to  the ir respective em
ploym ents, in bo th  m inister and  m an of physic. The 
m otherly  care of the  good widow assigned to  Mr. 
Dimmesdale a  front apartm ent, w ith a  sunny exposure, 
and  heavy window-curtains, to  create a  noontide 
shadow when desirable. The walls were hung round 
w ith tapestry , said to  be from  the  Gobelin looms, 
and, a t  all events, representing th e  Scrip tural story 
of D avid and  B athsheba, and  N athan  the  Prophet, 
in colours still unfaded, b u t which m ade the  fair woman 
of the scene alm ost as grim ly picturesque as the  woe- 
denouncing seer. H ere th e  pale clergym an piled up 
his library, rich w ith  parchm ent - bound folios of 
the F athers, and th e  lore of Rabbis, and  m onkish 
erudition, of which th e  P ro tes tan t divines, even 
while they  vilified and decried th a t class of w riters, 
were y e t constrained often to  avail themselves. On 
the o ther side of the  house, old Roger Chillingworth 
arranged his s tudy  and laboratory : no t such as a 
m odem  m an of science would reckon even tolerably 
complete, b u t provided w ith a  distilling apparatus 
and th e  m eans of com pounding drugs and chemicals, 
which the  practised alchem ist knew  well how to  tu rn  
to purpose. W ith  such commodiousness of s itua
tion, these tw o learned persons sat them selves down, 
each in his own domain, ye t fam iliarly passing from 
one apartm en t to  th e  other, and  bestowing a m utual 
and no t incurious inspection in to  one ano ther’s 
business.

And the  R everend A rthu r Dim m esdale’s best 
discerning friends, as we have in tim ated, very
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reasonably  im agined  th a t th e  h an d  o f P rovidence 
had done all th is  for th e  pu rpose— besought i n ' so 
m any  public and  dom estic and  secre t p ray e rs— of 
resto ring  the  y o u n g  m in ister to  health . But, it m ust 
now be said, an o th er portion  o f th e  com m unity  had  
la tte r ly  begun  to  tak e  its own view  o f th e  relation 
b e tw ix t M r. D im m esdale  and  th e  m ysterious old 
physician. W h en  an u n instruc ted  m u ltitu d e  a ttem p ts  
to  see w ith  its eyes, it  is exceed ing ly  a p t to  be 
deceived. W hen, how ever, it  form s its judgm en t, 
as it u sually  does, on th e  in tu itions o f  its g rea t and 
w arm  heart, th e  conclusions thus a tta in ed  are often 
so profound an d  so unerrin g  as to  possess the 
ch arac ter o f  tru th  su p ern a tu ra lly  revealed. T h e  
people, in th e  case o f  w hich we speak, could ju stify  
its p rejud ice aga in st R oger C hillingw orth  b y  no fact 
o r a rg u m en t w orthy  o f  serious refutation . T here  
w as an  aged  hand icraftsm an , it is true, who had  been 
a  citizen o f L ondon  a t  th e  period o f S ir T hom as 
O v erb u ry ’s m urder, now  som e th ir ty  years  ag o n e ; 
h e  testified  to  hav ing  seen th e  physician , un d er some 
o th e r nam e, w hich th e  n a rra to r o f  th e  s to ry  had  now 
forgotten , in com pany  w ith  D r. F orm an , th e  fam ous 
o ld  conjurer, w ho w as im plicated  in th e  affair of 
O verbury . T w o or th ree  individuals h in ted  th a t 
th e  m an o f skill, d u rin g  h is In d ian  cap tiv ity , had 
en larged  his m edical a tta in m en ts  b y  jo in in g  in the 
in can ta tions o f  th e  savage priests, w ho w ere un i
versally  acknow ledged to  be pow erful enchanters, 
often  perform ing  seem ingly  m iraculous cures by  their 
skill in th e  b lack  art. A  large num ber— and  m any 
o f these w ere persons o f  such sober sense and 
practical observation  th a t  th e ir  opinions w ould have
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been  valuable  in o th e r m a tte rs— affirm ed th a t  R oger 
C hillingw orth’s aspect had  undergone a  rem arkab le  
change w hile he  h ad  dw elt in tow n, and  especially  
since his abode w ith  M r, D im m esdale. A t  first, his 
expression  h ad  been calm , m editative, scholar-like. 
N ow  th e re  w as som eth ing  ug ly  and  evil in h is face, 
w hich th e y  h ad  n o t prev iously  noticed, an d  w hich 
grew  still th e  m ore obvious to  s igh t th e  oftener th ey  
looked upon him . A ccord ing  to  th e  vu lgar idea, 
th e  fire in h is labo ra to ry  had  been b ro u g h t from 
th e  low er regions, an d  w as fed w ith  infernal fu e l; 
and  so, as m igh t be expected , his visage w as g e ttin g  
sooty  w ith th e  sm oke.

T o  sum  up  the  m atter, it  grew  to  be a w idely  
diffused opinion th a t th e  Rev. A rth u r  D im m esdale, 
like m any  o ther personages o f  special sanctity , in 
all ages o f th e  C hristian  world, was h au n ted  e ither 
by  S a tan  him self, o r S a ta n ’s em issary, in th e  guise 
of o ld  R o g er C hillingw orth. T h is  d iabolical ag en t 
had  th e  D ivine perm ission, for a  season, to  burrow  
into th e  c lergym an’s in tim acy, an d  p lo t aga in st his 
soul. N o sensib le m an, it w as confessed, could 
doub t on w hich side the  v ic to ry  w ould tu rn . T h e  
people looked, w ith  an unshaken  hope, to  see th e  
m inister com e forth  ou t o f  th e  conflict transfigured  
w ith th e  g lo ry  w hich he w ould u nquestionab ly  win. 
M eanwhile, nevertheless, it was sad  to  th in k  o f the  
perchance m ortal agony  th ro u g h  w hich he m ust 
struggle tow ards h is trium ph.

A la s ! to  ju d g e  from th e  gloom  an d  te rro r in th e  
dep th  o f  th e  poor m in ister’s eyes, th e  b a ttle  was a 
sore one, and  th e  v ic to ry  a n y th in g  b u t secure.



X .

THE LEECH  AN D H IS PA TIE N T  

L D  R oger Chillingw orth, th ro u g h o u t life, had
been calm  in tem peram ent, kindly , th ough  not 

o f  w arm  affections, bu t ever, and  in all his relations 
w ith  the  world, a pure and  up rig h t m an. H e  had 
begun an investigation , as he im agined, w ith  the 
severe and  equal in teg rity  o f  a  judge, desirous only  
o f  tru th , even as if the  question  involved no m ore 
th an  th e  air-draw n lines an d  figures o f  a  geom etrical 
problem , instead o f hum an  passions, and  w rongs in
flicted on him self. But, as he proceeded, a  terrib le 
fascination, a k ind o f  fierce, th ough  still calm, 
necessity, seized th e  old m an w ithin its gripe, and 
never se t him  free again  un til he  h ad  done all its 
b idding. H e  now  d u g  in to  th e  poor c lergym an’s 
heart, like a m iner search ing  for gold ; or, rather, 
like a  sex ton  delv ing in to  a grave, possibly in quest 
o f  a jew el th a t had  been buried  on th e  dead  m an 's 
bosom , b u t likely  to  find n o th ing  save m orta lity  
and  corruption. A las, for his own soul, if  these 
were w hat he  s o u g h t!

Som etim es a ligh t g lim m ered  ou t o f  th e  physician’s 
eyes, bu rn ing  blue and  om inous, like th e  reflection 
o f  a  furnace, or, le t us say, like one o f those gleam s 
o f g h astly  fire th a t  d a rted  from  B u n y an ’s awful 
doorw ay in  th e  hillside, and  quivered on th e  p ilgrim 's



face. T h e  soil w here th is d a rk  m iner w as w orking 
h ad  perchance show n indications th a t encouraged him.

“ T h is  m an,” said he, a t  one such m om ent, to  
him self, “ pu re  as th ey  deem  h im — all sp iritual as 
he  seem s— h a th  inherited  a  s tro n g  anim al n a tu re  
from  his fa ther or h is m other. L e t us d ig  a little  
fu rther in th e  d irection  o f th is v e in ! ”

T h en  after long search in to  th e  m in ister’s dim  
in terior, and  tu rn in g  over m any  precious m aterials, in 
the  shape  o f  h igh asp irations for th e  welfare o f  his 
race, w arm  love o f souls, pure  sen tim ents, n a tu ra l 
piety, s tren g th en ed  b y  th o u g h t and  study , an d  illum i
nated  by  revelation— all o f  w hich invaluable gold was 
perhaps no b e tte r  th an  rubb ish  to  th e  seeker— he 
would tu rn  back, discouraged, and  begin his quest to 
wards an o th er point. H e  groped a long  as stealth ily , 
with as cautious a tread , and  as w ary an  outlook, as 
a th ie f en te rin g  a  cham ber w here a  m an lies on ly  h a lf 
asleep— or, it m ay  be, broad aw ake— w ith purpose to  
steal th e  very  treasure  w hich th is m an guards as 
the app le  o f his eye. In  sp ite  o f  his p rem edita ted  
carefulness, th e  floor would now  and then  creak  ; his 
garm ents w ould r u s t le ; the  shadow  o f his presence, 
in a  forbidden prox im ity , w ould be throw n across his 
victim. In  o ther words, M r. D im m esdale, whose 
sensibility o f  nerve often produced th e  effect o f  sp iritual 
intuition, w ould becom e vaguely  aw are th a t  som ething 
inimical to  his peace h ad  th ru s t itself in to  relation 
with him. B ut O ld  R oger Chillingw orth, too, had  
perceptions th a t were alm ost in tu it iv e ; and  when the  
minister th rew  his sta rtled  eyes tow ards him , there  
the physician  s a t ; his kind, w atchful, sym path ising , 
but never intrusive friend.
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Y e t M r. D im m esdale  w ould perhaps have seen 
th is individual’s charac ter m ore perfectly , if  a  certain  
m orbidness, to  w hich sick h ea rts  a re  liable, had  no t 
rendered  him  suspicious o f  all m ankind . T ru s tin g  no 
m an as his friend, he could n o t recognize his enem y 
w hen th e  la tte r  ac tu a lly  appeared . H e  therefore still 
k e p t up  a fam iliar in tercourse w ith  him , daily  receiving 
th e  old physician  in his study , or v isiting  th e  laboratory , 
and, for recreation’s sake, w atch ing  th e  processes by 
w hich w eeds w ere converted  in to  d rugs o f potency.

O ne day, lean ing  his forehead on his hand , and 
his elbow  on th e  sill o f  th e  open  window, th a t looked 
to w ard s the  grave-yard , he  ta lk ed  w ith  R oger Chilling- 
w orth, w hile th e  o ld  m an was ex am in in g  a  bundle  
o f  u n sigh tly  p lants.

“ W here,” asked  he, w ith  a look askance a t them  
— for it  was th e  c lergym an’s pecu liarity  th a t  he seldom, 
now -a-days, looked s tra ig h t forth  a t  an y  object, 
w h e th e r hum an  or inan im ate— “ where, m y  kind 
■doctor, d id  you g a th e r those herbs, w ith  such a dark, 
flabby lea f ? ”

“ E ven  in th e  g raveyard  here  a t  hand ,” answered 
th e  physician, con tinu ing  his em ploym ent. “ They 
are  new to  me. I found them  grow ing  on a  grave, 
w hich bore no tom bstone, no o th e r m em orial o f the I 
dead m an, save these  ug ly  weeds, th a t have taken 
upon them selves to  keep him  in rem em brance. They 
grew  o u t o f  his heart, and  typify , it  m ay  be, some 
hideous secret th a t  w as buried  w ith  him , and  which 
he  h ad  done b e tte r  to  confess d u rin g  his lifetim e.”

“ P erchance,” said  M r. D im m esdale, “ he  earnestly 
d e s ire d  it, b u t could n o t”

“ A n d  w herefore ? ” re jo ined  th e  physician.
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“ W herefore  n o t ; since all th e  pow ers o f  n a tu re  call 
so ea rn estly  for th e  confession o f sin, th a t  these black 
weeds have sp rung  up ou t o f a buried  heart, to  m ake 
m anifest an ou tspoken  c r im e ? ”

“ T h a t, good sir, is b u t a  p h an ta sy  o f yours,” 
replied  the  m inister. “ T h e re  can be, if I forbode 
arigh t, no power, sh o rt o f  th e  D ivine m ercy, to  disclose, 
w hether b y  u tte red  words, or b y  ty p e  o r em blem , the  
secrets th a t m ay  be buried  in th e  hum an heart. T h e  
heart, m ak ing  itse lf g u ilty  o f such secrets, m ust perforce 
hold  them , un til th e  d ay  w hen all h idden th ings shall 
be revealed. N or have I so read  or in te rp re ted  H o ly  
W rit, as to  understan d  th a t  th e  disclosure o f hum an 
th o u g h ts  and  deeds, th en  to  be m ade, is in tended  as a 
p a rt o f  the  re tribu tion . T h a t, surely, w ere a  shallow  
view o f it. N o ; these  revelations, unless I g rea tly  err, 
are m ean t m erely  to  prom ote  th e  in te llectual satisfac
tion o f all in te lligen t beings, w ho will s tan d  w aiting, on 
th a t day, to  see th e  d a rk  problem  o f th is life m ade 
plain. A  know ledge o f  m en’s h earts  will be needful to  
the com pletest so lution o f  th a t  problem . A nd , I con
ceive m oreover, th a t  th e  h ea rts  ho ld ing  such m iserable 
secrets as you speak  of, will yield th em  up, a t  th a t last 
day, no t w ith  reluctance, b u t w ith  a jo y  unu tterab le .” 

“ T h en  w hy n o t reveal it  h e r e ? ” asked  R oger 
C hillingw orth, g lancing  q u ie tly  aside a t  the  m inister. 
“ W h y  should no t th e  g u ilty  ones sooner avail th em 
selves o f  th is unu tte rab le  solace ? ”

“ T h e y  m ostly  do,” said  th e  clergym an, g rip ing  
hard a t his breast, as if  afflicted w ith an im portuna te  
th rob  o f  pain. “ M any, m an y  a  poor soul h a th  given 
its confidence to  me, n o t on ly  on th e  death-bed , bu t 
while s tro n g  in life, and fair in repu ta tion . A n d  ever,

y i»
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afte r such  an  ou tpouring , oh, w hat a  re lief have I 
w itnessed in those  sinful b re th ren  1 even as in one who 
a t  last draw s free air, a fter a  long stifling w ith  his own 
po llu ted  breath . H ow  can it be o therw ise? W h y  
should  a w retched m an— guilty , we will say, o f m ur
der— prefer to  keep  th e  dead  corpse buried  in his own 
heart, ra th e r th an  fling it fo rth  a t  once, and  le t the  
universe tak e  care o f i t ! ”

“ Y e t som e m en b u ry  th e ir  secrets thus,” observed 
th e  calm  physician.

“ T ru e  ¡ . t h e r e  are such m en,” answ ered Mr. 
D im m esdale. “ B u t no t to  suggest m ore obvious 
reasons, i t  m ay  be th a t  th ey  are  k ep t silen t b y  the  
very  constitu tion  o f  th e ir nature . O r— can we not 
suppose i t? — g u ilty  as th e y  m ay  be, retain ing, never
theless, a  zeal for G od’s g lory  and  m an ’s welfare, they  
sh rink  from  d isp lay ing  them selves b lack  an d  filthy  in 
th e  view o f m en ; because, thenceforw ard, no good can 
be achieved b y  them  ; no evil o f  th e  p a s t be redeem ed 
b y  b e tte r  service. So, to  th e ir  own un u tte rab le  to rm ent, 
th ey  go ab o u t am ong  th e ir  fellow -creatures, looking 
pu re  as new -fallen snow, w hile the ir h ea rts  are  all 
speckled  and  sp o tted  w ith  in iqu ity  o f  w hich they  
can n o t rid  them selves.”

“ T h ese  m en deceive them selves,” said  R oger 
C hillingw orth , w ith  som ew hat m ore em phasis than 
usual, and  m ak ing  a sligh t gestu re  w ith  his forefinger. 
“ T h e y  fear to  tak e  up  th e  sham e th a t  rightfu lly  
belongs to  them . T h e ir  love for m an, th e ir zeal for 
G od 's service— these  ho ly  im pulses m ay  o r m ay  not 
co -ex ist in th e ir  h ea rts  w ith  th e  evil inm ates to  which 
th e ir  g u ilt has un b arred  th e  door, and  w hich m ust 
needs p ro p ag a te  a hellish breed  w ithin them . B ut, if
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th ey  seek to  glorify  God, le t them  n o t lift heavenw ard 
th e ir unclean  h a n d s ! I f  th ey  w ould serve th e ir  fellow- 
men, le t them  do i t  by  m ak ing  m anifest th e  pow er 
an d  rea lity  o f  conscience, in constrain ing  them  to 
pen iten tia l self-abasem ent! W ould  thou  have me 
to  believe, O wise and  pious friend, th a t a false show  
can be b e tte r— can be m ore for G od’s glory, or m an’s 
w elfare— th an  G od’s own tru th ?  T ru s t me, such m en 
deceive th em se lv es! ”

“ I t  m ay  be so,” said  the  y o u n g  clergym an, indif
ferently , as w aiving a discussion th a t he  considered 
irre levan t o r unseasonable. H e  had  a  ready  faculty, 
indeed, o f  escaping  from  an y  topic th a t ag ita ted  his 
too  sensitive and  nervous te m p e ra m e n t— “ B ut, now, 
I w ould ask  o f  m y  w ell-skilled physician, w hether, in 
good sooth, he deem s m e to  have profited by  his 
k ind ly  care o f  th is  w eak fram e o f m ine ? ”

Before R oger C hillingw orth could answer, th ey  
heard  the  clear, wild lau g h te r o f  a y o ung  child’s voice, 
proceeding from th e  ad jacen t burial-ground. L ooking  
instinctively  from  th e  open  window — for it was 
sum m er-tim e— th e  m in ister beheld H este r  P ry n n e a n d  
little  Pearl passing  a long  th e  foo tpath  th a t traversed 
the enclosure. Pearl looked as beautifu l as th e  day, 
b u t w as in one o f those m oods o f  perverse m errim en t 
which, w henever th ey  occurred, seem ed to  rem ove her 
en tire ly  o u t o f  the  sphere  o f sy m p a th y  o r hum an con
tact. S he  now  sk ipped  irreveren tly  from  one grave 
to  a n o th e r ; un til com ing  to  th e  broad, flat, arm orial 
tom bstone o f  a d ep arted  w orthy— perhaps o f Isaac 
Johnson  h im self—she began  to  dance  upon it. In  re
ply  to  h er m o th er’s com m and and  en trea ty  th a t she 
would behave m ore decorously, little  P earl paused  to
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g a th e r th e  prick ly  burrs from  a  ta ll bu rdock  w hich 
grew  beside th e  tom b. T ak in g  a  handfu l o f  these, 
she arranged  them  along  th e  lines o f  th e  scarle t le tte r 
th a t  decora ted  th e  m aternal bosom , to  w hich th e  burrs, 
as th e ir  n a tu re  was, tenaciously  adhered. H este r  d id  
n o t p luck them  off.

R oger C hillingw orth  had  b y  th is  tim e approached  
th e  w indow  and  sm iled g rim ly  down.

“ T h e re  is no  law, nor reverence for au tho rity , no 
regard  for hum an  ord inances or opinions, r ig h t or 
w rong, m ixed  u p  w ith  th a t ch ild ’s com position,” re
m arked  he, as m uch to  h im self as to  his com panion. 
“ I saw  her, th e  o ther day, b esp a tte r the  G overnor h im 
se lf w ith  w ater a t  the  ca ttle -tro u g h  in S p rin g  Lane. 
W h at, in heaven’s nam e, is she?  Is the  im p 
a lto g e th er evil ? H a th  she affections ? H a th  she any  
d iscoverable p rincip le  o f b e in g ? ”

“ N one, save tire freedom  o f a broken  law,” 
answ ed Mr. D im m esdale, in a qu ie t way, as if he 
h ad  been discussing th e  p o in t w ith in  himself. 
“ W h e th e r capab le  of good, I know  not.”

T h e  child p robab ly  overheard  th e ir  voices, for, 
looking  u p  to  th e  w indow  w ith  a  brigh t, b u t n au g h ty  
sm ile o f  m irth  and  intelligence, she th rew  one o f the 
p rick ly  burrs a t th e  R ev. M r. D im m esdale. T h e  
sensitive clergym an sh rank , w ith  nervous dread , from 
th e  ligh t missile. D e tec ting  his em otion, Pearl clapped 
h e r little  hands in the  m ost ex tra v a g a n t ecstacy. 
H este r  P rynne, likewise, had  invo lun tarily  looked up, 
and  all these four persons, old and  young, regarded  
one an o th e r in silence, till th e  child laughed  aloud, 
an d  shou ted— “ Com e aw ay, m other ! Com e aw ay, or 
y o n d er old b lack  m an will catch  y o u ! H e  h a th  got
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hold o f th e  m in ister already . Com e aw ay, m other, 
o r he will catch  y o u ! B u t he can n o t catch  little  
P e a r l ! ”

So she drew  h er m o th er aw ay, skipping, dancing, 
and  frisk ing  fan tastically  am ong  th e  hillocks of the  
dead  people, like a  c rea tu re  th a t  h ad  n o th ing  in 
com m on w ith  a bygone and  buried  generation , nor 
ow ned herse lf ak in  to  it. I t  w as as if  she h ad  been 
m ade afresh ou t o f  new  elem ents, and  m ust perforce 
be perm itted  to  live h er own life, and  be a  law  un to  
herself w ithou t her eccentricities being  reckoned  to  
her for a  crime.

“ T h e re  goes a  w om an,” resum ed R o g er C hilling- 
w orth, a fter a  pause, “ who, be h er dem erits  w hat th ey  
m ay, h a th  none o f th a t m yste ry  o f h idden  sinfulness 
w hich you  deem  so grievous to  be borne. Is  H este r  
P ry n n e  th e  less m iserable, th in k  you, for th a t  scarle t 
le tte r on her b reast ? ”

“ I do verily  believe it,” answ ered th e  clergym an. 
“ N evertheless, I canno t answ er for her. T h e re  was 
a look o f pain in h er face w hich I would g lad ly  have 
been spared the  s igh t of. B u t still, m eth inks, it  m ust 
needs be b e tte r  for th e  sufferer to  be free to  show  his 
pain, as th is poor w om an H e s te r  is, th an  to  cover it 
up in his h e a r t”

T h ere  was an o th e r pause, and  th e  physician  began 
anew to  ex am in e  an d  a rran g e  th e  p lan ts  w hich he had  
gathered.

“ Y ou inquired  o f  me, a  little  tim e  agone,” said he, 
a t leng th , “ m y  ju d g m e n t as touch ing  yo u r health .”

“ I d id,” answ ered th e  clergym an, “ and  would 
g ladly learn  it. S p eak  frankly , I p ra y  you, be i t  for 
life or death .”
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“ F ree ly  then , and  plainly,” said th e  physician, still 
b u sy  w ith  his plants, b u t keep ing  a w ary  eye on Mr. 
D im m esdale , “ the  d iso rder is a  s tran g e  o n e ; n o t so 
m uch in itself, no r as o u tw ard ly  m anifested ,— in so 
far, a t  least as th e  sy m ptom s have been laid open to  
m y  observation. L oo k in g  da ily  a t  you, m y  good sir, 
an d  w atch ing  th e  tokens o f yo u r aspect now  for 
m o n ths gone by, I should  deem  you a  m an sore sick, 
it  m ay be, y e t n o t so sick bu t th a t  an in structed  and  
watchful physician  m igh t well hope to  cure you. B ut 
I know  n o t w hat to  say, th e  disease is w h a t I seem  to  
know, y e t know  it no t.”

“ Y ou speak  in riddles, learned  sir,” said  the  pale 
m inister, g lancing  aside ou t o f th e  window.

“ T hen , to  speak  m ore p lain ly ,” continued  the  
physician, “ and  I crave pardon, sir, should  it seem  to 
require  pardon , for th is needful p lainness o f  m y 
speech. L e t m e ask as yo u r friend, as one having 
charge, un d er P rovidence, o f  yo u r life and  physical 
well being, h a th  all th e  operations o f  th is d iso rder 
been fairly  laid open and  recoun ted  to  m e ? ”

“ H ow  can you  question  i t ? ” asked  the  m inister. 
“ S u re ly  i t  w ere ch ild ’s p lay  to  call in a  physician  and 
then  h ide th e  s o re ! ”

“ Y ou w ould tell me, then , th a t  I know  a l l ? ” said 
R o g er C hillingw orth, deliberately , and  fix ing an  eye, 
b rig h t w ith  in tense  and  concen tra ted  intelligence, on 
th e  m in ister’s face. “ Be it so ! B u t again  ! H e  to 
w hom  on ly  th e  ou tw ard  an d  physical evil is laid  open, 
know eth, oftentim es, b u t h a lf  th e  evil w hich he is 
called upon to  cure. A  bod ily  disease, w hich we look 
upon as w hole and  en tire  w ithin itself, m ay, after all, 
be b u t a  sy m ptom  o f som e a ilm en t in th e  spiritual
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p a r t  Y our pardon  once again, good sir, if  m y  speech 
give th e  shadow  of offence. Y ou, sir, o f  all men 
whom I have know n, are  he whose bo d y  is th e  closest 
conjoined, and  im bued, and  identified, so to  speak, 
w ith th e  sp irit w hereof it  is th e  in strum en t.”

“ T h en  I need ask  no further,” said th e  clergym an, 
som ew hat hastily  rising  from  his chair. “ Y ou deal 
not, I tak e  it, in m edicine for th e  s o u l! ”

“ T hus, a sickness,” continued  R oger C hillingw orth, 
going  on, in an  una lte red  tone, w ithou t heed ing  th e  
in terrup tion , b u t s tan d in g  up  and  confronting  the 
em aciated  and  w hite-cheeked m inister, w ith  his low, 
dark, and  m isshapen figure,— “ a  sickness, a sore 
place, if  we m ay  so call it, in yo u r sp irit h a th  im m e
d ia te ly  its ap p ro p ria te  m anifesta tion  in yo u r bod ily  
fram e. W ould  you, therefore, th a t  yo u r physician heal 
the  bod ily  evil? H ow  m ay  th is be unless you  first 
lay  open to  h im  tire w ound or troub le  in y o u r soul ? ” 

“ N o, no t to  th e e ! no t to  an  ea rth ly  physician  ! ” 
cried M r. D im m esdale, passionately , and  tu rn in g  his 
eyes, full and  brigh t, and  w ith  a k ind o f  fierceness, on 
old R oger C hillingw orth. “ N o t to  thee  ! B ut, if  it be 
the soul’s disease, then  do I  com m it m yself to  th e  one 
Physician  o f th e  s o u l ! H e, if  it s tan d  w ith  H is  good 
pleasure, can cure, o r he  can kill. L e t H im  do w ith 
me as, in H is ju stice  and  w isdom , H e  shall see good. 
B ut who a r t  thou, th a t m edd lest in th is  m a tte r  ? th a t 
dares th ru s t h im se lf betw een th e  sufferer and  his G od?” 

W ith  a fran tic  gestu re  he  rushed  ou t o f  th e  room.
“ I t  is as well to  have m ade th is s tep ,” said  R oger 

C hillingw orth to  him self, looking  after the  m inister, 
w ith a  g rave  sm ile. “ T h e re  is n o th in g  lo s t  W e shall 
be friends again  anon. B u t see, now, how  passion
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takes hold  upon th is  m an, and  h u rrie th  him  out o f 
h im self! A s w ith one passion so w ith another. H e  
h a th  done a w ild th in g  ere now, th is pious M aster 
D im m esdale, in th e  ho t passion o f  his heart.”

I t  proved n o t difficult to  re-estab lish  the  in tim acy  
o f th e  tw o com panions, on th e  sam e footing  and  in 
th e  sam e degree as heretofore. T h e  y o ung  clergym an, 
a fte r a  few hours o f  privacy, was sensible th a t the  
d iso rder o f  his nerves had  hurried  him  in to  an 
unseem ly  o u tb reak  o f  tem per, w hich th ere  had  been 
n o th in g  in th e  physician’s w ords to  excuse  or palliate. 
H e  m arvelled, indeed, a t  th e  violence w ith w hich he 
h ad  th ru s t back th e  k ind old m an, w hen m erely  
proffering th e  advice w hich it  was his d u ty  to  bestow, 
and  w hich th e  m in ister h im self h ad  ex p ressly  so u g h t 
W ith  these rem orseful feelings, he  lost no tim e  in 
m ak ing  th e  am plest apologies, and  besough t his 
friend still to  con tinue  th e  care which, if  no t successful 
in resto ring  him  to  health , had, in all probability , 
been th e  m eans o f p ro longing  his feeble ex istence  to  
th a t  hour. R oger C hillingw orth  read ily  assented, and  
w en t on w ith  his m edical supervision o f th e  m in is te r ; 
do ing  his best for him , in all good faith, b u t alw ays 
q u ittin g  th e  p a tien t’s apartm en t, a t th e  close of the  
professional interview , w ith  a m ysterious and  puzzled 
sm ile upon his lips. T h is  expression  was invisible in 
M r. D im m esdale’s presence, b u t grew  stro n g ly  evident 
as th e  physician  crossed th e  threshold .

“ A  rare  case,” he m u ttered . “ I m ust needs look 
deeper in to  i t  A  s tran g e  sy m p a th y  b e tw ix t soul and 
b o d y ! W ere  it o n ly  for th e  a r t’s sake, I m ust search 
th is  m a tte r to  th e  bo ttom .”

I t  cam e to  pass, n o t long  after th e  scene above
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recorded, th a t th e  R everend  M r. D im m esdale, a t 
noon-day, and  en tire ly  unaw ares, fell in to  a deep, 
deep  slum ber, s ittin g  in his chair, w ith  a  large black- 
le tte r volum e open before h im  on the  table. I t  m ust 
have been a work o f  v ast ab ility  in th e  som niferous 
school o f lite ra tu re . T h e  profound d ep th  o f the 
m in ister’s repose was th e  m ore rem arkable, inasm uch 
as he  was one o f those persons whose sleep o rd inarily  
is as ligh t as fitful, and  as easily  scared aw ay, as a 
sm all bird hopp ing  on a  twig. T o  such an unw onted 
rem oteness, however, had  his sp irit now w ithdraw n 
into itself, th a t he stirred  no t in his chair when old 
R oger C hillingw orth, w ithou t an y  ex trao rd in a ry  p re 
caution, cam e in to  the  room . T h e  physician  advanced 
d irectly  in front o f his pa tien t, laid his h and  upon his 
bosom, and  th ru s t aside th e  vestm ent, th a t h itherto  
had alw ays covered it  even from  the  professional eye.

T hen , indeed, M r. D im m esdale  shuddered , and  
sligh tly  stirred.

A fte r a b rie f pause, th e  physician  tu rn ed  away.
B u t w ith w hat a  wild look o f w onder, joy, and  

h o rro r! W ith  w hat a g h astly  rap tu re , as it were, too 
m igh ty  to  be expressed  on ly  b y  th e  eye and  features, 
and therefore bu rsting  forth  th ro u g h  th e  w hole ugliness 
of his figure, and  m ak ing  itse lf even rio tously  m anifest 
by th e  e x trav ag an t gestu res w ith which he th rew  up 
his arm s tow ards th e  ceiling, and  stam ped  his foot 
upon the  f lo o r! H ad  a m an seen old R oger C hilling- 
worth, a t  th a t m om ent o f  his ecstasy, he would have 
had no need to  ask  how  S a tan  com ports him self, when 
a precious hum an  soul is lost to  heaven, and  won in to  
his kingdom .

But what distinguished the physician’s ecstasy from 
Satan’s was the trait of wonder in it 1

♦p 1ZZ
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THE INTERIOR OF A H EAR T  

F T E R  th e  incident last described, th e  in te r
course betw een th e  clergym an and  th e  p h y 

sician, th ough  ex te rn a lly  th e  s a m e /w a s  really  of 
ano ther ch arac ter th an  it had  previously  been. 
T h e  in te llec t o f R oger C hillingw orth  had  now  a 
sufficiently p lain  p a th  before it. I t  was not, indeed, 
p recisely  th a t w hich he had  laid ou t for h im self to  
tread . Calm , gentle, passionless, as he appeared, 
th e re  was yet, we fear, a  qu ie t d ep th  o f malice, 
h ith erto  la ten t, b u t active now, in th is un fortunate  
old m an, w hich led him  to  im agine a m ore in tim ate  
revenge th a n  an y  m ortal had  ever w reaked upon an 
enem y. T o  m ake h im self the. one tru sted  friend, to  
w hom  should  be confided all the  fear, th e  rem orse, 
th e  agony, th e  ineffectual repentance, th e  backw ard 
rush  o f  sinful though ts, expe lled  in v a in ! A ll th a t 
g u ilty  sorrow, h idden  from  th e  world, w hose g rea t 
h ea rt w ould have p itied  and  forgiven, to  be revealed 
to  him , th e  P itiless— to  him , th e  U n fo rg iv in g ! A ll 
th a t  d a rk  treasure  to  be lavished on th e  very  m an, to  
w hom  n o th in g  else could so adeq u a te ly  p ay  th e  debt 
o f v e n g e a n c e !

T h e  c lergym an’s shy  and  sensitive reserve had  
balked  th is schem e. R o g er C hillingw orth, however,
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was inclined to  be hard ly , if  a t  all, less satisfied w ith 
the aspec t o f  affairs, w hich Providence— using the  
avenger and  his victim  for its own purposes, and, 
perchance, pardoning , w here it seem ed m ost to  
punish— had  su b stitu ted  for his b lack  devices. A  
revelation, he could alm ost say, had  been g ran ted  to  
him . I t  m a tte red  little  for his object, w hether 
celestial o r from  w hat o th e r region. B y  its aid, in 
all the  subsequen t relations betw ix t him  and  Mr. 
D im m esdale, n o t m erely  th e  ex te rn a l presence, bu t 
the very  inm ost soul o f  th e  la tter, seem ed to  be 
b rough t o u t before his eyes, so th a t  he could see and  
com prehend  its every  m ovem ent. Pie becam e, 
thenceforth, n o t a sp ec ta to r only, b u t a  ch ief ac to r 
in th e  poor m in ister’s in terio r world. H e  could p lay  
upon him  as he chose. W ou ld  he arouse him  w ith a 
th ro b  o f  ag o n y ?  T h e  victim  was for ever on the  
r a c k ; it needed  on ly  to  know  th e  sp rin g  th a t  con
trolled th e  e n g in e : an d  the  physician knew  it well. 
W ould  he s ta rtle  him  w ith sudden  fear?  A s a t the  
w aving o f a  m agician’s w and, up rose a grisly  p h an 
tom — up rose a thousand  p han tom s— in m any  shapes, 
o f death , or m ore awful sham e, all flocking round 
abou t th e  clergym an, and  po in ting  w ith  th e ir fingers 
a t his b r e a s t !

A ll th is  was accom plished w ith  a su b tle ty  so 
perfect, th a t th e  m inister, though he  had  constan tly  
a  dim  perception  o f  som e evil influence w atching 
over him , could never gain  a  know ledge o f  its actual 
nature. T rue, he looked doubtfully , fearfully— even, 
a t tim es, w ith  horro r and  th e  b itte rness o f  h a tred —■ 
a t  th e  deform ed figure o f  th e  o ld  physician. H is 
gestures, his gait, his grizzled beard , h is sligh test and
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m ost indifferent acts, th e  very  fashion o f  his g a r
m ents, w ere odious in th e  c lergym an’s s ig h t ; a  token  
im plic itly  to  be relied on o f a  deeper a n tip a th y  in 
th e  b reas t o f th e  la tte r  th a n  he w as w illing to  ac
know ledge to  him self. F or, as it  was im possible to  
assign a reason for such d is tru s t and  abhorrence, so 
M r. D im m esdale, conscious th a t  th e  poison o f  one 
m orbid  sp o t was infecting his h e a r t’s en tire  substance, 
a ttrib u ted  all his p resen tim ents to  no o th e r cause. 
H e  took h im self to  ta sk  for his bad sym path ies in 
reference to  R oger C hillingw orth, d isregarded  the  
lesson th a t he  should have d raw n from them , an d  did  
his best to  roo t them  o u t  U nab le  to  accom plish 
this, he nevertheless, as a m a tte r o f  principle, con
tinued his hab its  o f social fam iliarity  w ith th e  old 
m an, and  thus gave him  co n stan t opportun ities for 
perfecting  th e  purpose to  w hich— poor forlorn 
crea tu re  th a t he was, and  m ore w retched th an  his 
v ictim — th e  avenger had  devoted  himself.

W hile  thu s suffering under bodily  disease, and  
gnaw ed and  to rtu red  by  som e b lack  troub le  o f  the  
soul, and  given over to  th e  m ach inations o f  his 
dead liest enem y, th e  R everend  M r. D im m esdale 
had  achieved a  b rillian t popu la rity  in his sacred 
office. H e  won it indeed, in g rea t part, by  his 
sorrows. H is in te llectual gifts, his m oral percep
tions, his pow er o f  experienc ing  an d  com m unicating  
em otion, w ere k e p t in a  s ta te  o f p re te rn a tu ra l activ ity  
by  the  prick and  anguish  of his da ily  life. H is fame, 
th o u g h  still on its upw ard  slope, a lread y  over
shadow ed th e  soberer rep u ta tions o f his fellow- 
clergym en, em in en t as several o f  them  were. T here  
w ere scholars am ong  ̂ them , w ho h ad  sp en t m ore
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years in acqu iring  abstruse  lore, connected  w ith the  
divine profession, th an  M r. D im m esdale  had lived ; 
and  who m igh t well, therefore, be m ore profoundly  
versed in such solid and  valuable  a tta in m en ts  th an  
th e ir you th fu l brother. T h e re  w ere m en, too, o f a 
s tu rd ie r te x tu re  o f m ind  th an  his, and  endow ed w ith 
a  far g rea te r share  o f  shrew d, h a rd  iron, or g ran ite  
u n d erstan d in g  ; which, d u ly  m ingled w ith a fair p ro
portion  o f doctrina l ingredient, constitu tes a h igh ly  
respectable, efficacious, and  unam iable  v arie ty  o f the  
clerical species. T h e re  w ere o thers again, tru e  
sain tly  fathers, w hose faculties had  been e laborated  
by w eary  toil am ong th e ir books, and  by  p a tien t 
though t, and  etherealised , m oreover, by  sp iritual 
com m unications w ith  th e  b e tte r world, into w hich 
the ir p u rity  o f  life had  alm ost in troduced  these holy  
personages, w ith  th e ir  garm en ts o f m orta lity  still 
clinging to  them . A ll th a t th ey  lacked was, the  gift 
th a t descended  upon th e  chosen disciples a t P en te 
cost, in tongues o f flam e ; sym bolising, it would 
seem, no t th e  pow er o f  speech in foreign and  un
know n languages, b u t th a t o f  addressing  the  whole 
hum an b ro therhood in th e  h ea rt’s native language. 
T hese fathers, otherw ise so apostolic, lacked H eaven’s 
last and  rarest a tte s ta tio n  o f the ir office, the  T o ngue  
of F lam e. T h e y  w ould have vain ly  sough t— had 
they  ever dream ed  o f seeking— to  exp ress th e  h ighest 
tru th s  th ro u g h  the  hum blest m edium  o f fam iliar 
words and  im ages. T h e ir voices cam e down, afar 
and ind istinctly , from  th e  up p er he igh ts  w here th ey  
hab itua lly  dw elt.

N o t im probably , it was to  th is  la tte r  class o f m en 
th a t M r. D im m esdale, by  m any  o f his tra its  o f
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character, n a tu ra lly  belonged. T o  th e  h igh  m oun
ta in  peaks o f faith  and  san c tity  he w ould have 
clim bed, had  n o t th e  tendency  been th w arted  by  the  
burden, w hatever it  m igh t be, o f  crim e or anguish, 
b en ea th  w hich it  was his doom  to  to tte r. I t  k ep t 
him  dow n on a  level w ith  th e  lo w e s t; him , th e  m an 
o f ethereal a ttribu tes, w hose voice th e  angels m igh t 
else have listened to  and  an sw e re d ! B u t th is very  
b u rden  it  w as th a t  gave him  sym path ies so in tim ate  
w ith  th e  sinful b ro therhood  o f m ank ind  ; so th a t his 
h ea rt v ib rated  in unison w ith theirs, and  received 
th e ir  pain in to  itself, and  sen t its own th ro b  o f pain  
th ro u g h  a thousand  o th e r hearts, in gushes o f sad, 
persuasive eloquence. O ftenest persuasive, b u t som e
tim es te r r ib le ! T h e  people knew  no t th e  pow er th a t  
m oved them  thus. T h e y  deem ed th e  y oung  c lergy
m an a  m iracle o f  holiness. T h e y  fancied him  the 
m outh-piece o f H eaven ’s m essages o f w isdom , and  
rebuke, an d  love. In  th e ir eyes, th e  very  g round  on 
w hich he  trod  was sanctified. T h e  v irg ins o f  his 
church grew  pale  a round  him , v ictim s o f a  passion 
so im bued  w ith  religious sen tim en t, th a t th ey  
im agined  it  to  be all religion, an d  b ro u g h t it  openly, 
in th e ir  w hite bosom s, as the ir m ost acceptab le  
sacrifice before th e  altar. T h e  aged m em bers o f his 
flock, behold ing  M r. D im m esdale’s fram e so feeble, 
while th ey  w ere them selves so rugged  in their 
infirm ity, believed th a t  he w ould go heavenw ard 
before them , and  enjoined it  upon th e ir  ch ildren  th a t 
the ir old bones should  be buried  close to  the ir young  
p asto r’s ho ly  grave. A n d  all th is tim e, perchance, 
w hen poor M r. D im m esdale  was th in k in g  o f  his 
grave, he questioned  w ith h im se lf w hether th e  grass
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would ever grow  on it, because an  accursed th ing  
m ust th e re  be b u r ie d !

I t  is inconceivable, th e  agony  w ith  w hich th is 
public veneration  to rtu red  him . I t  was h is genuine 
im pulse to  adore the  tru th , an d  to  reckon all th ings 
shadow -like, and  u tte rly  devoid o f  w eight or value, 
th a t  had  no t its divine essence as th e  life w ith in  the ir 
life. T h en  w hat was he ?— a substance ?— or tire 
d im m est o f  all shadow s? H e  longed to  speak  ou t 
from  his own p u lp it a t  th e  full h e ig h t o f  his voice, 
and  tell th e  people w hat he was. “ I, w hom  you 
behold in these black garm en ts o f  th e  priesthood— I, 
who ascend th e  sacred desk, an d  tu rn  m y  pale face 
heavenw ard, tak in g  upon m yself to  hold  com m union 
in your behalf w ith  th e  M ost H ig h  O m niscience—I, 
in w hose daily  life you  discern  th e  san c tity  o f  E n o ch  
— I, w hose footsteps, as you  suppose, leave a  gleam  
along  m y  ea rth ly  track , w hereby  th e  P ilg rim s th a t 
shall com e after m e m ay be gu ided  to  the  regions 
o f th e  b lest— I, w ho have laid  th e  h an d  o f bap tism  
upon y o u r ch ild ren— I, w ho have brea thed  the  p a rtin g  
p ray er over your d y in g  friends, to  whom  the  A m en 
sounded fain tly  from  a  w orld which th ey  had  qu itted  
— I, y o u r pastor, w hom  you  so reverence and  trust, 
am  u tte rly  a  pollu tion  and  a l i e ! ”

M ore th an  once, M r. D im m esdale  h ad  gone into 
the  pulp it, w ith  a purpose never to  com e dow n its 
steps un til he should  have spoken w ords like the  
above. M ore th an  once he h ad  cleared his th roat, 
and  draw n in th e  long, deep, and  trem ulous breath , 
which, w hen sen t forth  again, w ould com e burdened  
with th e  black secret o f  h is soul. M ore th an  once 
—nay, m ore than  a  hundred  tim es— he h ad  actually
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sp o k en ! S p o k en ! B u t how ? H e  had  to ld  h is 
hearers th a t he was a lto g e th er vile, a viler com panion 
o f  the  vilest, th e  w orst o f sinners, an abom ination , 
a  th in g  o f  un im aginab le  in iquity , and  th a t th e  only  
w onder was th a t  th ey  d id  n o t see his w retched body 
shrivelled up  before th e ir eyes b y  the  burn ing  w rath  
o f  the  A lm ig h ty ! C ould there  be p lainer speech 
th an  th is?  W ould n o t th e  people s ta r t u p  in th e ir 
seats, by  a  sim ultaneous im pulse, and  tea r him  down 
ou t o f th e  p u lp it w hich he defiled? N o t so, indeed! 
T h e y  heard  it all, and  d id  b u t reverence him  the  
m ore. T h e y  little  guessed w hat dead ly  pu rp o rt 
lu rked  in those self-condem ning words. “ T h e  godly  
y o u th ! ” said  th ey  am ong  them selves. “ T h e  sa in t 
on e a r th ! A la s ! if he discern such sinfulness in 
h is own w hite soul, w hat horrid  spectacle would he 
behold in th in e  or m in e !” T h e  m in ister well knew 
— subtle, b u t rem orseful h y pocrite  th a t he w as!— the 
ligh t in w hich his vague confession would be viewed. 
H e  had  striven to  p u t a  cheat upon h im self b y  
m aking  th e  avow al o f  a g u ilty  conscience, bu t had  
gained  on ly  one o th e r sin, an d  a self-acknow ledged 
sham e, w ithou t the  m o m en tary  relief o f being  self
deceived. H e  had spoken  th e  very  tru th , and  
transfo rm ed  it in to  th e  veriest falsehood. A n d  yet, 
by  the  constitu tion  o f  his nature, he loved th e  tru th , 
and  loathed the  lie, as few m en ever did. T herefore, 
above all th ings else, he loa thed  his m iserable self!

H is  inw ard troub le  drove him  to  practices m ore 
in accordance w ith the  old, co rrup ted  faith o f R om e 
th an  w ith th e  b e tte r  ligh t o f  th e  church in which 
he had been born  and  bred. In  M r. D im m esdale’s 
secret closet, under lock and  key, th ere  was a bloody
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scourge. O ftentim es, th is  P ro te s ta n t and  P u ritan  
divine had  plied it  on his ow n shoulders, laugh ing  
b itte rly  a t  h im self th e  while, an d  sm iting  so m uch 
the  m ore p itilessly  because o f th a t b itte r  laugh. I t  
was h is custom , too, as it  has been th a t  o f  m any 
o th e r pious P u ritans, to  fast— n o t how ever, like them , 
in o rder to  purify  the  body, an d  ren d er it th e  fitter 
m edium  o f celestial illum ination— b u t rigorously, and  
until his knees trem bled  ben ea th  him , as an  ac t o£ 
penance. H e  k ep t vigils, likewise, n ig h t after night,, 
som etim es in u tte r  darkness, som etim es w ith  a  g lim 
m ering  lam p, and som etim es, view ing his ow n face 
in a  looking-glass, b y  th e  m ost pow erful lig h t w hich 
he could th row  upon i t  H e  th u s typified  th e  con
s ta n t in trospection  w herew ith  he  to rtu red , b u t could 
no t purify  himself. In  these leng thened  vigils, his 
brain often reeled, and  visions seem ed to  flit before 
him  ; perhaps seen doubtfu lly , and  b y  a  fa in t ligh t 
o f th e ir own, in the  rem ote  dim ness o f  th e  cham ber, 
or m ore v iv idly  and  close beside him , w ith in  the  
looking-glass. N ow  it w as a  herd  o f  diabolic shapes, 
th a t g rinned  an d  m ocked a t th e  pale  m inister, and  
beckoned him  aw ay w ith  th e m ; now  a  g roup  of 
shin ing angels, w ho flew upw ard  heavily , as sorrow 
laden, b u t grew  m ore e thereal as th e y  rose. N ow  
cam e th e  dead  friends o f  h is youth , and  his w hite- 
bearded  father, w ith a  s a in t- l ik e  frown, and  his 
m other tu rn in g  h er face aw ay as she passed by. 
G host o f  a  m o ther— th in n est fan tasy  o f a  m other 
— m eth inks she m igh t y e t have throw n a  p ity in g  
g lance tow ards h er s o n ! A n d  now, th ro u g h  the  
cham ber w hich these  spectra l th o u g h ts  had  m ade so 
ghastly , glided H este r P rynne, lead ing  a long  little
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P earl, in h er scarle t garb , and  p o in ting  her forefinger, 
first a t th e  scarle t le tte r on h er bosom , and  then  a t 
th e  c lergym an’s own breast.

N one o f these visions ever qu ite  deluded  him . A t 
-any m om ent, b y  an effort o f his will, he could discern 
substances th rough  th e ir  m isty  lack o f substance, and  
convince h im self th a t th ey  w ere no t solid in their 
n a tu re , like y o n d er tab le  o f  carved oak, o r th a t  big, 
square, leather-bound  an d  brazen-clasped volum e of 
•divinity. B ut, for all th a t, th ey  were, in one sense, 
th e  tru e s t and  m ost su bstan tia l th ings w hich th e  poor 
m in iste r now  d ea lt w ith. I t  is th e  unspeakab le  
m isery  o f  a life so false as his, th a t  it steals, th e  p ith  
and  substance o u t o f w hatever realities th ere  are 
a round  us, an d  w hich w ere m ean t b y  H eaven  to  be 
th e  sp irit’s jo y  an d  n u tr im e n t T o  th e  un tru e  m an, 
th e  w hole universe is false— it is im palpab le— it 
sh rinks to  n o th ing  w ithin his grasp. A n d  he  himself, 
in so far as he show s h im self in a  false light, becom es 
a  shadow , or, indeed, ceases to  e x is t  T h e  o n ly  tru th  
th a t  continued  to  give M r. D im m esdale  a  real e x is t
ence on th is e a rth  was th e  anguish  in his inm ost soul, 
an d  th e  undissem bled expression  o f it  in his a sp e c t 
H a d  he once found pow er to  sm ile, an d  w ear a  face 
o f  gaiety , th ere  w ould have been no such m an !

O n one o f  those ug ly  n ights, w hich we have faintly  
h in ted  at, b u t forborne to  p ictu re  forth, th e  m inister 
s ta rted  from  his chair. A  new  th o u g h t had  struck 
him . T h ere  m igh t be a  m om ent’s peace in i t  
A ttirin g  h im self w ith  as m uch care as if  it  h ad  been 
for public worship, and  p recisely  in th e  sam e m anner, 
he stole softly  dow n th e  staircase, und id  th e  door, 
and  issued forth.



X II .

THE MINISTER'S VIGIL 

A L K IN G  in th e  shadow  of a dream , as it
were, and  perhaps ac tua lly  under th e  influ

ence o f a species o f som nam bulism , Mr. D im m esdale 
reached the  spo t where, now  so long since, H este r 
P ry n n e  had  lived th ro u g h  h er first hours o f public 
ignom iny. T h e  sam e platform  or scaffold, b lack  and 
w eather-stained w ith the  sto rm  or sunshine o f  seven 
long years, and  foot-worn, too, w ith the  tread  o f 
m any cu lprits who had  since ascended it, rem ained 
stand ing  b eneath  th e  balcony  o f th e  m eeting-house. 
T he m in ister w ent up  th e  steps.

I t  was an obscure n ig h t in  early  M ay. A n  u n 
wearied pall o f cloud muffled th e  w hole expanse  o f 
sky from zenith  to  horizon. I f  th e  sam e m ultitude  
which h ad  stood as eye-w itnesses w hile H este r 
P rynne susta ined  her pun ishm ent could now  have 
been sum m oned forth, th e y  would have discerned no 
face above th e  p latform  no r hard ly  the  ou tline o f  a 
hum an shape, in th e  d a rk  grey  o f  the  m idnight. B u t 
the tow n w as all asleep. T h e re  was no peril o f 
discovery. T h e  m in ister m igh t stan d  there, if  it so 
pleased him , un til m orn ing  should redden  in th e  east, 
w ithout o ther risk than  th a t th e  d ank  and  chill n igh t 
air w ould creep into his frame, and stiffen his jo in ts
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w ith  rheum atism , and  clog his th ro a t w ith  ca ta rrh  
and  c o u g h ; th e reb y  defraud ing  th e  ex p ec tan t 
audience o f to-m orrow ’s p ray er and  serm on. N o 
eye could see him , save th a t  ever-w akeful one w hich 
h ad  seen h im  in h is closet, w ielding the  bloody 
scourge. W hy, then , had  he com e h ith e r?  W as it 
b u t th e  m ockery  o f pen itence?  A  m ockery, indeed, 
b u t in w hich his soul trifled w ith  itself! A  m ockery 
a t w hich angels b lushed  and  w ept, w hile fiends 
rejoiced w ith  jee rin g  la u g h te r ! H e  had  been driven 
h ith e r b y  th e  im pulse o f  th a t  R em orse w hich dogged  
him  everyw here, and  w hose own sister and  closely 
linked com panion was th a t C ow ardice w hich invari
ab ly  drew  him  back, w ith  h er trem ulous gripe, ju s t 
w hen th e  o ther im pulse had  hurried  him  to  the  
verge o f a  disclosure. Poor, m iserable m a n ! w hat 
rig h t h ad  infirm ity  like h is to  burden  itse lf w ith 
crim e ? C rim e is for th e  iron-nerved, w ho have th e ir 
choice e ither to  en d u re  it, or, if it press too hard, 
to  e x e r t th e ir  fierce and  savage s tren g th  for a  good 
purpose, and  fling it olif a t  once ! T h is  feeble and  
m ost sensitive o f  sp irits  could do neither, y e t 
con tinually  d id  one th in g  or another, w hich in te r
tw ined, in th e  sam e inex tricab le  knot, th e  ag o n y  of 
heaven-defy ing  gu ilt an d  vain repentance.

A n d  thus, w hile s tan d in g  on th e  scaffold, in this 
vain show  o f exp iation , M r. D im m esdale  was over
com e w ith  a  g rea t ho rro r o f  m ind, as if  th e  universe^ 
w ere gazing  a t  a  scarle t token  on his naked  breast, 
r ig h t over his heart. O n th a t  spot, in very  tru th , 
th ere  was, and  there  had  long been, th e  gnaw ing  and 
poisonous too th  o f bodily  pain. W ith o u t an y  effort 
o f his will, or pow er to  restra in  him self, he shrieked
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a lo u d : an  o u tc ry  th a t  w en t pealing  th ro u g h  th e  
night, and  w as beaten  back  from  one house to  
another, and  reverberated  from  th e  hills in the  
b a c k g ro u n d ; as if  a com pany  o f  devils, de tec ting  
so m uch m isery  and  te rro r in it, h ad  m ade a p lay 
th in g  o f the  sound, and  w ere ban d y in g  i t  to  an d  fro.

“ I t  is d o n e ! ” m u tte red  th e  m inister, covering his 
face w ith  his hands. “ T h e  w hole tow n will aw ake 
and  h u rry  forth, and  find m e h e r e ! ”

B u t it w as n o t so. T h e  shriek  h ad  perhaps 
sounded w ith  a far g rea te r power, to  his own sta rtled  
ears, th an  it ac tua lly  possessed. T h e  tow n did  no t 
a w a k e ; or, if  it  did, th e  drow sy  slum berers m istook 
the  cry  e ither for som eth ing  frightful in a  dream , or 
for th e  noise o f  w itches, w hose voices, a t  th a t  period, 
were often heard  to  pass over the  se ttlem en ts or 
lonely cottages, as th ey  rode w ith S a tan  th ro u g h  the  
air. T h e  clergym an, therefore, h earin g  no sym ptom s 
of d isturbance, uncovered his eyes an d  looked abou t 
him. A t one o f  th e  cham ber-w indow s o f G overnor 
B ellingham ’s m ansion, w hich stood  a t  som e distance, 
on th e  line o f  an o th e r street, he beheld th e  ap p ea r
ance o f  th e  old m ag istra te  him self, w ith  a  lam p  in his 
hand, a  w hite n igh t-cap  on his head, an d  a  long 
w hite gow n enveloping  his figure. H e  looked like a 
ghost evoked unseasonab ly  from  th e  grave. T h e  cry  
had  ev iden tly  s ta rtled  him . A t an o th e r w indow  o f 
the sam e house, m oreover appeared  old M istress 
H ibbins, th e  G overnor’s sister, also w ith  a  lam p, 
w hich even th u s far off, revealed the  expression  o f  
her sour and  d iscon ten ted  face. S he  th ru s t forth  h er 
head  from  th e  lattice, an d  looked an x iously  upw ard. 
B eyond th e  shadow  o f a  doubt, th is  venerable



w itch-lady  had  heard  M r. D im m esdale’s outcry, and 
in te rp re ted  it, w ith  its m ultitud inous echoes and  
reverberations, as th e  clam our o f the  fiends and  
n ight-hags, w ith  w hom  she was well know n to  m ake 
excursions in th e  forest.

D e tec tin g  th e  g leam  o f G overnor B ellingham ’s 
lam p, th e  old lad y  qu ick ly  ex tin g u ish ed  h er own, and 
vanished. Possibly, she w en t up  am ong  the  clouds. 
T h e  m in ister saw  n o th in g  fu rther o f  her m otions. T h e  
m agistrate , a fte r a  w ary  observation  of th e  darkness 
— in to  which, nevertheless, he  could see b u t little  
fu rther th a n  he  m ig h t in to  a m ill-stone— retired  from 
the  window.

T h e  m in ister grew  com parative ly  calm . H is  eyes, 
however, were soon g reeted  b y  a  little  g lim m ering  
light, which, a t  first a  long  w ay  off, was approach ing  
up  th e  s t r e e t  I t  th rew  a  g leam  o f recognition, on 
here  a  post, and  th e re  a garden  fence, an d  here  a 
la tticed  w indow -pane, an d  th ere  a  pum p, w ith  its full 
tro u g h  o f w ater, and  here  again  an  arched  door of 
oak, w ith  an  iron knocker, and  a rough  log  for the 
door-step. T h e  R everend  M r. D im m esdale  no ted  
a ll these  m inu te  particu lars, even while firm ly 
convinced th a t  th e  doom  o f his ex istence  was 
s tea ling  onw ard, in tire footsteps w hich he  now 
h e a r d ; an d  th a t th e  gleam  o f th e  lan te rn  w ould fall 
upon him  in a few m om ents m ore, and  reveal his 
long-h idden  secret. A s th e  lig h t d rew  nearer, he 
beheld, w ithin its illum inated  circle, his b ro ther 
c lergym an— or, to  speak  m ore accurately , h is p ro 
fessional father, as well as h ig h ly  valued  friend—  
the  R everend  M r. W ilson, who, as M r. D im m esdale 
now  conjectured, h ad  been p ray in g  a t  th e  bedside of
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som e dy in g  m an. A n d  so he had. T h e  good old 
m in ister cam e freshly from th e  dea th -cham ber of 
G overnor W in th rop , w ho h ad  passed from  earth  to  
heaven w ith in  th a t  very  hour. A n d  now surrounded, 
like th e  sain t-like  personage o f o lden tim es, w ith  a 
rad ian t halo, th a t  glorified him  am id th is  g loom y 
n ig h t o f sin— as if  th e  d ep arted  G overnor had  left 
h im  an inheritance  o f  his glory, o r as if  he had  
caugh t upon h im self th e  d is tan t shine of th e  celestial 
city, while looking  th itherw ard  to  see th e  tr iu m p h an t 
pilgrim  pass w ith in  its ga tes— now, in short, good 
F a th e r  W ilson  w as m oving hom ew ard, a id ing  his 
footsteps w ith  a ligh ted  la n te rn ! T h e  g lim m er o f 
this lum inary  suggested  th e  above conceits to  Mr. 
D im m esdale, who sm iled — nay, a lm ost laughed  a t 
them — and th en  w ondered  if  he w as going  m ad.

A s th e  R everend  M r. W ilson  passed beside the 
scaffold, closely m uffling his G eneva cloak ab o u t him  
w ith one arm , and  h o ld ing  th e  lan tern  before his 
b reast w ith  th e  o ther, th e  m in ister could h a rd ly  
restrain  h im self from  speak ing—

“ A  good evening  to  you, venerab le  F a th e r  W ilson. 
Com e up  hither, I p ray  you, and  pass a  p leasan t hour 
w ith m e 1 ”

G ood H e a v e n s ! H a d  M r. D im m esdale  ac tually  
spoken ? F o r  one in s tan t he believed th a t  these  
w ords h ad  passed  h is lips. B u t th e y  w ere u tte red  
only w ithin his im agination . T h e  venerab le  F a th e r  
W ilson continued  to  step  slow ly onw ard, looking 
carefully  a t  th e  m u d d y  pa thw ay  before his feet, and  
never once tu rn in g  his head  tow ards th e  gu ilty  
platform . W h en  th e  lig h t o f  the  g lim m ering  lan tern  
had  faded quite  aw ay, th e  m in ister discovered, b y  the
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faintness w hich cam e over him , th a t the  la s t few 
m om ents had  been a  crisis o f  terrib le  anx ie ty , 
a lthough  his m ind had  m ade an invo lun tary  effort to  
relieve itse lf by a kind o f lurid  playfulness.

S h o rtly  afterw ards, the  like grisly  sense o f  the  
hum orous again  sto le in am ong  th e  solem n phan tom s 
o f his thought. H e  felt his lim bs grow ing stiff w ith 
th e  unaccustom ed chilliness o f th e  n igh t, and  doub ted  
w hether he  should  be  able to  descend  the  steps o f  the 
scaffold. M orning  would b reak  and find him  there. 
T h e  neighbourhood would begin to  rouse itself. T h e  
earliest riser, com ing  forth  in the  d im  tw ilight, would 
perceive a  vaguely-defined figure aloft on th e  place 
o f  sh am e ; and  h a lf-c razed  b e tw ix t a larm  and 
curiosity , would go knock ing  from  door to  door, 
sum m oning  all th e  people  to  behold  the  ghost— as he 
needs m ust th in k  it— o f som e defunct transgressor. 
A  d u sk y  tu m u lt w ould flap its w ings from one house 
to  another. T h en — th e  m orn ing  lig h t still w axing  
s tronger— old patriarchs w ould rise up  in g rea t haste, 
each  in his flannel gown, and  m atro n ly  dam es, 
w ithou t pausing  to  p u t off th e ir  n igh t-gear. T h e  
w hole trib e  o f decorous personages, w ho h ad  never 
heretofore  been seen w ith a  single h a ir o f  th e ir  heads 
aw ry, w ould s ta r t  in to  public view w ith th e  disorder 
o f  a  n igh tm are  in th e ir  aspects. O ld  G overnor 
B ellingham  w ould com e g rim ly  forth, w ith  his K ing  
Jam es’ ru ff fastened  askew, and  M istress H ibbins, 
w ith  som e tw igs o f  th e  forest cling ing  to  her skirts, 
an d  looking  sourer th an  ever, as hav ing  h a rd ly  go t a 
w ink o f  sleep a fte r h er n ig h t r id e ; and  good F a th e r 
W ilson too, a fte r sp end ing  h a lf  th e  n ig h t a t  a 
death -bed , and  lik ing  ill to  be d isturbed , thus early,
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out o f  his d ream s ab o u t th e  glorified saints. H ither, 
likewise, w ould com e the  elders and  deacons o f Mr. 
D im m esdale’s church, an d  th e  y oung  virg ins who so 
idolized th e ir  m inister, and  had  m ade a  shrine for 
him  in th e ir  w hite bosom s, w hich now, by-the-bye, in 
the ir h u rry  and  confusion, th e y  would scan tly  have 
given them selves tim e to  cover w ith  the ir kerchiefs. 
A ll people, in a word, w ould com e stum bling  over 
the ir thresholds, an d  tu rn in g  up  th e ir am azed and  
horror-stricken  visages around  th e  scaffold. W hom  
would th ey  discern  there , w ith  th e  red  eastern  ligh t 
upon his b row ? W hom , b u t th e  R everend  A rth u r 
D im m esdale, half-frozen to  death , overw helm ed w ith 
sham e, an d  s tan d in g  w here H e s te r  P ry n n e  had  
stood 1

C arried  aw ay b y  the  gro tesque ho rro r o f th is 
picture, th e  m inister, unaw ares, and  to  his own infinite 
alarm , b u rs t in to  a  g rea t peal o f  laughter. I t  was 
im m ediately  responded  to  by  a  light, airy, childish 
laugh, in which, w ith a  th rill o f  the  h ea rt— b u t he 
knew no t w hether o f exqu isite  pain, or p leasure as 
acute— he recognised th e  tones o f little  Pearl.

“ P earl 1 L ittle  P e a r l ! ” cried he, a fter a  m om en t’s 
pause ; then , suppressing  his voice— “ H este r  1 H este r  
P ry n n e ! A re  you th ere  ? ”

“ Y es ; it is H este r  P ry n n e  1 ” she replied, in a  tone  
of s u rp r is e ; and  th e  m in ister heard  her footsteps 
approaching  from  th e  side-w alk, a long  w hich she h ad  
been passing. “ I t  is I, and  m y little  P earl.”

“ W hence com e you, H este r  ? ” asked  the  m inister. 
“ W h a t sen t you h ith e r ? ”

“ I have been w atch ing  a t  a death -bed ,” answ ered 
H este r P ry n n e— “ a t  G overnor W in th ro p ’s death -bed ,
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and  have tak en  his m easure for a  robe, and  am  now 
go ing  hom ew ard to  m y dw elling.”

“ Com e u p  h ither, H ester, thou  and  L ittle  P earl,” 
said  the  R everend  M r. D im m esdale. “ Y e have both  
been here  before, b u t I w as n o t w ith  you. Com e 
up  h ith e r once again, an d  we will s tan d  all th ree  
toge ther.”

S he  silen tly  ascended th e  steps, and  stood  on the 
platform , ho ld ing  little  Pearl by  th e  hand . T h e  
m in ister felt for th e  child’s o ther hand , and  took  i t  
T h e  m om ent th a t he d id  so, th ere  cam e w hat seem ed 
a  tum ultuous rush  o f new life, o th e r life th an  his own 
pouring  like a  to rre n t in to  his hea rt, and  h u rry ing  
th ro u g h  all his veins, as if  the  m o th er and  th e  child 
w ere com m unicating  th e ir  v ita l w arm th  to  his half- 
to rp id  system . T h e  th ree  form ed an  electric chain.

“ M in is te r! ” w hispered little  Pearl.
“ W h a t w ouldst thou  say, child ? ” asked  Mr. 

D im m esdale.
“ W ilt thou  s tan d  here  w ith  m o ther and  me, to

m orrow  noon tide  ? ” inquired  Pearl.
“ N a y ; n o t so, m y  little  P earl,” answ ered the 

m in is te r ; for, w ith  th e  new energy  o f  the  m ompnt, 
all th e  d read  o f public exposure , th a t had  so long 
been th e  anguish  o f  h is life, h ad  re tu rn ed  upon h im ; 
an d  he w as a lread y  trem bling  a t  th e  conjunction  in 
w hich— w ith  a  s tran g e  joy , nevertheless— he now 
found h im self—“ n o t so, m y child. I shall, indeed, 
s tan d  w ith  th y  m other and  th ee  one o ther day, b u t not 
to-m orrow .”

P earl laughed, an d  a ttem p ted  to  pu ll aw ay her 
hand. B u t th e  m in ister held  it  fast.

“ A  m om ent longer, m y  child  1 ” said  he.
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“ B u t w ilt thou  prom ise,” asked  P earl, “ to  tak e  m y 
hand , and  m o ther’s hand , to-m orrow  noontide ? ”

“ N o t then , P earl,” said th e  m in is te r ; “ b u t an o th er 
tim e.”

“ A n d  w hat o ther tim e ? ” persisted  th e  child.
“ A t  th e  g rea t ju d g m e n t day,” w hispered the  

m in is te r; and, s tran g e ly  enough, th e  sense th a t  he 
was a professional teacher o f  th e  tru th  im pelled him  
to answ er th e  child  so. “ T h en , and there, before the  
judgm en t-sea t, th y  m other, and  thou, and  I m ust 
s tand  together. B u t th e  d ay lig h t o f th is w orld shall 
no t see our m e e tin g ! ”

P earl laughed  again.
B u t before Mr. D im m esdale  had  done speaking , a 

light g leam ed far and  w ide over all th e  muffled sky. 
I t  w as doub tless caused b y  one o f those m eteors, 
which th e  n igh t-w atcher m ay  so often observe bu rn in g  
out to  waste, in the  vacan t regions o f  th e  atm osphere. 
So pow erful was its rad iance, th a t  it  tho rough ly  illu
m inated  th e  dense m edium  o f cloud b e tw ix t th e  sky  
and earth . T h e  g rea t v au lt b righ tened , like th e  dom e 
of an  im m ense lam p. I t  show ed th e  fam iliar scene 
of th e  s tre e t w ith th e  d istinctness o f m id-day, bu t 
also w ith  th e  aw fulness th a t is alw ays im parted  to  
fam iliar ob jects by  an  unaccustom ed l ig h t  T h e  
wooden houses, w ith  th e ir  ju ttin g  storeys and  q u a in t 
g ab le -p eak s ; th e  doorsteps an d  th resho lds w ith  the  
early  g rass sp ring ing  u p  abou t th e m ; th e  garden- 
plots, b lack  w ith  fresh ly-turned  e a r th ; the  w heel-track, 
little  w orn, and  even in th e  m arket-p lace  m arg ined  
w ith green  on e ith er side— all w ere visible, b u t w ith  a  
singularity  o f  a spec t th a t  seem ed to  give an o th er 
m oral in te rp re ta tio n  to  th e  th in g s o f th is w orld th an
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th ey  had  ever bo rne  before. A n d  th e re  stood the 
m inister, w ith  his hand  over h is h ea rt ; and  H este r 
P ry n n e , w ith  th e  em broidered  le tte r  g lim m ering  on 
h e r bosom  ; and  little  P earl, h erse lf a sym bol, and  the  
connecting  link betw een those two. T h e y  stood  in th e  
noon o f th a t s tran g e  and  solem n splendour, as if  it 
w ere th e  ligh t th a t is to  reveal all secrets, and  th e  d ay 
break  th a t  shall un ite  all w ho belong to  one another.

T h e re  was w itchcraft in little  P e a rl’s eyes ; and  her 
face, as she g lanced  upw ard  a t th e  m inister, wore th a t 
n au g h ty  sm ile w hich m ade its expression  frequently  
so elvish. S he  w ithdrew  h er h and  from Mr. D im m es- 
da le ’s, and  po in ted  across tire street. B u t he clasped 
b o th  his hands over h is breast, and  cast his eyes 
tow ards th e  zenith.

N o th in g  was m ore com m on, in those days, th an  to  
in te rp re t all m eteoric appearances, an d  o th e r n a tu ra l 
phenom ena th a t  occured w ith  less reg u la rity  th an  the 
rise and  se t o f  sun and  m oon, as so m any  revelations 
from  a  superna tu ra l source. T hus, a  b lazing  spear, a 
sw ord o f flame, a  bow, or a sheaf o f  arrow s seen in 
th e  m idn igh t sky, prefigured In d ian  w arfare. P estil
ence was know n to  have been foreboded by  a  show er 
o f  crim son light. W e d o u b t w hether an y  m arked  
event, for good o r evil, ever befell N ew  E ng land , from 
its se ttlem en t dow n to  revo lu tionary  tim es, o f w hich 
th e  inhab itan ts  h ad  no t been previously  w arned by 
som e spectacle o f its na tu re . N o t seldom , it had 
been seen b y  m ultitudes. O ftener, how ever, its credi
b ility  rested  on th e  faith  o f  som e lonely  eye-w itness, 
w ho beheld th e  w onder th ro u g h  th e  coloured, m agni
fying, and  d isto rted  m edium  o f his im agination, and 
shaped  it  m ore d is tin c tly  in his a fter-though t. I t
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was, indeed, a  m ajestic  idea, th a t  th e  d es tin y  o f 
na tions should be revealed, in these  awful h ieroglyphics, 
on the  cope o f heaven. A  scroll so w ide m igh t no t 
be deem ed too expensive for P rovidence to  w rite a 
people’s doom  upon. T h e  b elief was a favourite  one 
w ith our forefathers, as be token ing  th a t th e ir  in fan t 
com m onw ealth  was u n d er a  celestial guard iansh ip  o f 
peculiar in tim acy  and  strictness. B u t w hat shall we 
say, w hen an  individual discovers a revelation, 
addressed  to  h im self alone, on the  sam e v ast sheet o f 
record. In  such  a  case, it  could only  be th e  sym ptom  
of a h igh ly  d isordered  m ental s ta te , w hen a m an, 
rendered  m orb id ly  self-contem plative b y  long, intense, 
and secret pain, had ex ten d ed  his egotism  over the  
whole exp an se  o f nature , un til th e  firm am ent itse lf 
should ap p ear no m ore th an  a  fitting  page for his 
soul’s h isto ry  and fate.

W e im pu te  it, therefore, so lely to  th e  disease in his 
own eye and  h ea rt th a t  th e  m inister, looking upw ard 
to  th e  zenith , beheld  th ere  the  appearance  of an 
im m ense le tte r— th e  le tte r A — m arked  o u t in lines of 
dull red light. N o t b u t th e  m eteor m ay  have shown 
itself a t th a t  point, bu rn in g  dusk ily  th ro u g h  a  veil o f 
cloud, b u t w ith no such shape as his g u ilty  im agina
tion gave it, or, a t  least, w ith  so little  definiteness, th a t 
ano ther’s g u ilt m igh t have seen an o th er sym bol in it.

T h ere  was a  singu lar c ircum stance th a t characterised  
Mr. D im m esdale’s psychological s ta te  a t  th is m om ent. 
A ll the  tim e  th a t  he gazed upw ard  to  the  zenith, he 
was, nevertheless, perfec tly  aw are th a t  little  Pearl was 
poin ting  h er finger tow ards old R oger Chillingw orth, 
who stood a t  no g rea t d istance  from  th e  scaffold. T h e  
m inister appeared  to  see him , w ith  th e  sam e glance
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th a t  d iscerned  th e  m iraculous le tter. T o  his features, 
as to  all o th e r objects, th e  m eteoric  lig h t im p arted  a 
new  expression  ; o r it  m igh t well be th a t  th e  physician  
w as n o t careful then, as a t all o th e r tim es, to  h ide  the 
m alevolence w ith w hich he looked upon  his victim . 
C ertain ly , if  th e  m eteor k ind led  up  th e  sky, and  dis
closed the  earth , w ith  an aw fulness th a t  adm onished 
H e s te r  P ry n n e  an d  th e  clergym an o f the  d ay  of 
ju d g m en t, th en  m igh t R oger C hillingw orth  have 
passed  w ith  th em  for th e  arch-fiend, s tan d in g  there  
w ith  a sm ile and  scowl, to  claim  his own. S o  vivid 
was th e  expression , o r so in tense th e  m in iste r’s p e r
cep tion  o f it, th a t  it seem ed still to  rem ain  p a in ted  on 
th e  darkness after th e  m eteor h ad  vanished, w ith an 
effect as if  th e  s tre e t and  all th ings else w ere a t  once 
ann ih ila ted .

“ W ho  is th a t m an, H e s te r ? ” gasped  M r. D im m es- 
dale, overcom e w ith  terror. “ I sh iver a t him  ! D ost 
thou  know  th e  m an ? I h a te  him , H e s te r ! ”

S he  rem em bered  h er oath , and  was silent.
“ I tell thee, m y  soul shivers a t  him  ! ” m u tte red  the 

m in iste r again. “ W ho  is h e ?  W h o  is h e?  C anst 
thou  do n o th ing  for m e ? I  have a nam eless h o rro r of 
th e  m a n ! ”

“ M inister,” said little  Pearl, “ I can te ll th ee  who 
he i s ! ”

“ Q uickly , then, c h i ld ! ” said  th e  m inister, bending  
his ea r close to  her lips. “ Q uickly , and  as low as 
th o u  canst w hisper.”

P earl m um bled  som eth ing  in to  his ear th a t  sounded, 
indeed, like hum an  language, b u t was on ly  such 
g ibberish  as ch ildren  m ay  be heard  am using  th em 
selves w ith by  th e  h ou r together. A t  all events, if  it 
involved an y  secre t in form ation  in regard  to  old R oger
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Chillingw orth, it  was in a  tongue  unknow n to  the  
e rud ite  c lergym an, and  d id  b u t increase th e  bew ilder
m en t o f  his m ind. T h e  elvish child th en  laughed  aloud.

“ D o st thou  m ock m e n o w ? ” said th e  m inister.
“ T h o u  w ast no t bold !— thou  w ast no t t r u e ! ” 

answ ered th e  child. “ T h o u  w ouldst no t prom ise to  
tak e  m y  hand , an d  m o th er’s hand, to-m orrow  noon
tide ! ”

“ W o rth y  sir,” answ ered th e  physician, w ho had  
now advanced  to  th e  foot o f th e  p la tfo rm — “ pious 
M aster D im m e sd a le ! can th is  be you ? W ell, well, 
in d e e d ! W e m en o f study , w hose heads are  in our 
books, have need to  be s tra itly  looked a f te r ! W e 
dream  in our w aking  m om ents, and  w alk  in our sleep. 
Come, good sir, an d  m y d ea r friend, I  p ra y  you le t 
me lead you  h o m e !"

“ H ow  knew est thou  th a t I was h e re ? ” asked  the  
m inister, fearfully.

“ V erily , and  in good faith ,” answ ered R oger 
C hillingw orth, “ I knew  n o th ing  o f  th e  m atter. I 
had sp en t th e  b e tte r  p a r t o f  the  n ig h t a t  th e  bedside 
of the  w orshipful G overnor W in th rop , doing  w hat m y  
poor skill m igh t to  give him  ease. H e, go ing  hom e 
to a b e tte r  w orld, I, likewise, was on m y  w ay hom e
ward, w hen th is lig h t shone out. Com e w ith  me, I 
beseech you, R everend  sir, else you  will be poorly  able 
to do S ab b a th  d u ty  to-m orrow . A h a ! see now  how  
they  tro u b le  th e  bra in— these  b o o k s !— these  books 1 
You should  s tu d y  less, good sir, and  tak e  a  little  
pastim e, o r these  n ig h t w him sies will grow  upon you .”

“ I will go hom e w ith  you,” said M r. D im m esdale.
W ith  a chill despondency , like one aw akening, all 

nerveless, from  an ug ly  dream , he y ielded  h im se lf to  
the physician, an d  w as led away.
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T h e  n e x t  day, however, being  th e  S abbath , he 
p reached  a discourse w hich was held  to  be th e  richest 
and  m ost powerful, and  th e  m ost rep le te  w ith heavenly  
influences, th a t  h ad  ever proceeded from his lips. 
Souls, it is said, m ore souls th an  one, w ere b rough t to 
tire tru th  by  the  efficacy o f th a t serm on, and  vowed 
w ith in  them selves to  cherish a ho ly  g ra titu d e  tow ards 
M r. D im m esdale  th ro u g h o u t the  long  hereafter. B u t 
as he cam e dow n th e  p u lp it steps, th e  g rey -bearded  
sex to n  m et him , ho ld ing  up  a b lack  glove, w hich the  
m in ister recognised as his own.

“ I t  was found,” said the  S ex to n , “ th is m orn ing  on 
th e  scaffold w here evil-doers a re  se t up  to  public 
sham e. S a tan  d ropped  it there , I tak e  it, in ten d in g  a 
scurrilous je s t ag a in st y o u r reverence. B ut, indeed, 
he  was b lind  and  foolish, as he  ever and  alw ays is. A  
pu re  h and  needs no glove to  cover i t ! ”

“ T h a n k  you, m y  good friend,” said  th e  m inister, 
gravely, b u t s ta rtled  a t  h e a r t ; for so confused was his 
rem em brance, th a t he  had  alm ost b ro u g h t h im self to  
look a t th e  events o f  the  p as t n ig h t as visionary.

“ Yes, it seem s to  be m y glove, indeed ! ”
“ A nd , since S a tan  saw fit to  steal it, y ou r reverence 

m ust needs hand le  him  w ithou t gloves henceforw ard,” 
rem arked  th e  old sex ton , g rim ly  sm iling. “ B u t did 
y o u r reverence h ear o f  th e  p o rten t th a t was seen last 
n ig h t?— a g rea t red  le tte r in th e  sky— the  le tte r A, 
which we in te rp re t to  s tan d  for A ngel. For, as our-, 
good G overnor W in th ro p  was m ade an  angel th is past 
n igh t, it was doub tless held  fit th a t  th e re  should  be 
som e notice  thereof! ”

“ N o,” answ ered the  m in is te r; “ I had  n o t heard  
o f  i t ”
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I N her la te  singu lar interview  w ith  M r. D im m es- 
dale, H este r  P ry n n e  was shocked a t th e  condition 

to w hich she found th e  c lergym an  reduced. H is 
nerve seem ed abso lu te ly  destroyed . H is m oral force 
was abased in to  m ore th an  childish w eakness. I t  
grovelled help less on th e  ground, even w hile his 
in tellectual faculties re ta ined  th e ir p ristine  streng th , 
or had  perhaps acquired  a  m orbid energy, w hich 
disease on ly  could have given them . W ith  her 
know ledge o f a  tra in  o f  circum stances h idden  from 
all others, she could read ily  infer tha t, besides the  
leg itim ate  action  o f his own conscience, a terrib le  
m achinery  h ad  been b ro u g h t to  bear, and  was still 
operating, on M r. D im m esdale’s w ell-being and 
repose. K now ing  w hat th is  poor fallen m an had  
once been, h e r w hole soul w as m oved b y  the  
shuddering  te rro r w ith  w hich he had appealed  to  
her— th e  ou tcast w om an— for su p p o rt ag a in st his 
instinctively  discovered enem y. S he decided, m ore
over, th a t  he had  a rig h t to  h er u tm o st aid. L ittle  
accustom ed, in her long  seclusion from  society, to  
m easure her ideas o f rig h t and  w rong b y  an y  
standard  ex te rn a l to  herself, H este r  saw — or seem ed 
to see— th a t th e re  lay  a responsib ility  upon  h er in 
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reference to  th e  clergym an, w hich she ow ned to  no 
other, nor to  th e  whole w orld besides. T h e  links 
th a t un ited  h er to  th e  rest o f h u m an k in d — links o f 
flowers, or silk, or gold, or w hatever th e  m ateria l—  
had  all been broken. H ere  w as th e  iron link  o f 
m u tual crim e, w hich n e ither he  nor she could break. 
L ik e  all o th e r ties, it  b ro u g h t a long  w ith  it its 
obligations.

H este r  P ry n n e  d id  n o t now  occupy precisely  the  
sam e position  in  w hich we beheld  h er d u rin g  the  
earlier periods o f  h er ignom iny. Y ears had  com e 
and  gone. P earl was now  seven years old. H e r 
m other, w ith  th e  scarle t le tte r on h e r breast, g litte rin g  
in its fan tastic  em broidery , had  long been a fam iliar 
ob ject to  th e  tow nspeople. A s is a p t to  be th e  case 
w hen a  person s tands ou t in an y  prom inence before 
th e  com m unity , and, a t  th e  sam e tim e, interferes 
n e ither w ith  public n o r individual in terests and  con
venience, a  species o f  general regard  had  u ltim ate ly  
grow n u p  in reference to  H este r  P rynne. I t  is to  the 
c red it o f  hum an  n a tu re  th a t, ex cep t w here its selfish
ness is b ro u g h t in to  p lay, it  loves m ore read ily  than  
it  hates. H a tred , by  a g radual and  qu iet process, will 
even be transfo rm ed  to  love, unless th e  change be 
im peded b y  a  con tinually  new  irrita tion  o f  the 
original feeling o f hostility . In  th is  m a tte r o f  H este r 
P ry n n e  th e re  was n e ither irrita tion  n o r irksom eness. 
S he  never b a ttled  w ith  th e  public, b u t subm itted  
uncom plain ing ly  to  its w orst u s a g e ; she m ade no 
claim  upon  it  in requ ita l for w hat she su ffe red ; she 
d id  n o t w eigh upon its sym path ies. T hen , also, the 
blam eless p u rity  o f  h e r life d u rin g  all these years in 
w hich she h ad  been se t a p a r t to  infam y was reckoned
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largely  in her favour. W ith  no th ing  now  to  lose, in 
the  s igh t o f m ankind , and  w ith no hope, and  
seem ingly  no wish, o f  ga in ing  any th ing , it  could only  
be a  genuine regard  for v irtue  th a t had  b rough t back 
the  poor w anderer to  its paths.

I t  was perceived, too, th a t w hile H este r  never p u t 
forward even th e  hum blest title  to  share  in the 
w orld’s privileges —  fu rther th an  to  b rea the  the  
com m on a ir and  earn  daily  bread for little  P earl 
and herse lf by  th e  faithful labour o f  h er hands— she 
was qu ick  to  acknow ledge h er sisterhood w ith  the  
race o f m an w henever benefits w ere to  be conferred. 
N one so ready  as she to  give o f h er little  substance 
to every  dem and  o f poverty , even th ough  th e  b itte r- 
hearted  pauper th rew  back a  gibe in  requ ita l o f  the 
food b ro u g h t regu larly  to  h is door, o r th e  garm ents 
w rought for h im  b y  the  fingers th a t  could have 
em broidered a  m onarch 's robe. N one so self-devoted 
as H este r w hen pestilence s ta lked  th rough  th e  town. 
In all seasons o f calam ity , indeed, w hether general 
or o f individuals, th e  ou tcast o f  society  a t  once found 
her place. S he  cam e, n o t as a  guest, b u t as a righ tfu l 
inm ate, in to  the  household  th a t  w as darkened  by  
trouble, as if  its g loom y tw iligh t w ere a  m edium  in 
which she w as en titled  to  hold  in tercourse  w ith  her 
fellow-creatures. T h e re  g lim m ered  th e  em broidered  
letter, w ith  com fort in its u n earth ly  ray. E lsew here 
the token  o f sin, it  was th e  tap e r o f  the  sick cham ber. 
I t  had  even th row n its gleam , in th e  sufferer’s hard  
extrem ity , across th e  verge o f tim e. I t  h ad  show n 
him w here to  se t his foot, while the lig h t o f  ea rth  was 
fast becom ing dim , and  ere th e  lig h t o f fu tu rity  could 
reach him . In  such  em ergencies H e s te r’s n a tu re



i 94 TH E SCARLET LETTER

show ed itse lf w arm  an d  rich— a w ell-spring  o f hum an  
tenderness, unfailing  to  every  real dem and, and  
inexhau stib le  b y  th e  largest. H e r  breast, w ith  its 
b adge  o f sham e, w as b u t th e  softer pillow  for the  
head  th a t needed one. S he was self-ordained a 
S is te r o f M ercy, or, we m ay  ra th e r  say, th e  w orld’s 
heavy  h and  had  so o rdained  her, w hen n e ither the  
w orld no r she looked forw ard to  th is result. T h e  
le tte r was th e  sym bol o f h er calling. S uch  help fu l
ness w as found in her— so m uch pow er to  do, and 
pow er to  sym path ise— th a t  m any  people refused to  
in te rp re t th e  scarle t A  b y  its orig inal signification. 
T h e y  said  th a t  it m ean t A bel, so s tro n g  w as H este r  
P rynne, w ith  a  w om an’s streng th .

I t  was on ly  th e  dark en ed  house th a t  could contain  
her. W h en  sunsh ine  cam e again, she w as no t there. 
H e r  shadow  h ad  faded across th e  threshold . T h e  
helpful inm ate  h ad  departed , w ithou t one backw ard 
g lance to  g a th e r up  th e  m eed o f g ra titude , if any 
w ere in th e  h ea rts  o f those w hom  she h ad  served so 
zealously. M eeting  them  in th e  street, she never 
raised h e r head to  receive th e ir  greeting . I f  they  
w ere reso lu te  to  accost her, she la id  h e r finger on the  
scarle t letter, and  passed on. T h is  m igh t be pride, 
b u t was so like hum ility , th a t  it produced  all the 
soften ing  influence o f  the  la tte r  q u a lity  on th e  public 
m ind. T h e  public is despotic  in its te m p e r ; i t  is 
capab le  o f  deny in g  com m on ju stice  w hen too 
strenuously  dem anded  as a  r i g h t ; b u t qu ite  as 
frequen tly  it aw ards m ore th an  justice, w hen the 
appeal is m ade, as despo ts love to  have it made, 
en tire ly  to  its  generosity . In te rp re tin g  H ester 
P ry n n e ’s d ep o rtm en t as an  appeal o f  th is  nature,
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society  was inclined to  show  its form er victim  a m ore 
benign coun tenance  th an  she cared  to  be favoured 
with, or, perchance, th an  she deserved.

T h e  rulers, an d  th e  wise an d  learned  m en o f th e  
com m unity , w ere longer in acknow ledging  th e  influ
ence o f  H e s te r’s good qualities th an  th e  people. T h e  
prejudices w hich th e y  shared  in com m on w ith  th e  
la tte r w ere fortified in them selves by  an  iron  fram e
w ork o f  reasoning, th a t m ade it  a  far to u g h er labour 
to  expel them . D ay  b y  day, nevertheless, th e ir sour 
and  rig id  w rinkles w ere re lax in g  in to  som eth ing  
which, in th e  due course o f  years, m ig h t grow  to  be 
an expression  o f a lm ost benevolence. T h u s  i t  was 
w ith th e  m en o f rank , on w hom  th e ir  em in en t posi
tion im posed th e  guard iansh ip  o f  th e  public m orals. 
Ind iv iduals in p riva te  life, m eanw hile, h ad  qu ite  
forgiven H e s te r  P ry n n e  for h er f r a i l ty ; nay, m ore, 
they  h ad  begun  to  look upon th e  scarle t le tte r  as the  
token, n o t o f  th a t  one sin for w hich she h ad  borne so 
long and  d reary  a  penance, b u t o f her m an y  good 
deeds since. “ D o  you see th a t  w om an w ith  the  
em broidered bad g e  ? ” th e y  w ould say  to  strangers. 
“ I t  is ou r H este r— th e  tow n’s ow n H este r— w ho is so 
kind to  th e  poor, so helpful to  th e  sick, so com fortable 
to  th e  afflicted ! ” T hen , it  is true, th e  p rop en sity  of 
hum an n a tu re  to  te ll th e  very  w orst o f  itself, w hen 
em bodied in th e  person o f another, w ould constrain  
them  to  w hisper th e  b lack  scandal o f  bygone years. 
I t  was none th e  less a fact, however, th a t  in th e  eyes 
o f th e  very  m en w ho spoke thus, th e  scarle t le tte r 
had th e  effect o f  th e  cross on a  n u n ’s bosom . I t  
im parted  to  th e  w earer a  k ind  of sacredness, w hich 
enabled h er to  w alk securely  am id all peril. H a d
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she fallen am o n g  thieves, it  w ould have k ep t h er safe. 
I t  was reported , and  believed b y  m any, th a t  an In d ian  
h ad  draw n his arrow  ag a in s t th e  badge, and  th a t  th e  
m issile s truck  it, and  fell harm less to  th e  ground.

T h e  effect o f  th e  sym bol— or ra ther, o f  th e  position 
in  respect to  society  th a t  was ind ica ted  by  it— on th e  
m ind  o f  H e s te r  P ry n n e  herself was pow erful and  
peculiar. A ll the  lig h t an d  graceful foliage o f her 
ch arac ter had  been w ithered  u p  b y  th is  red -h o t brand, 
an d  had  long  ago  fallen away, leav ing  a b are  and 
harsh  outline, w hich m igh t have been repulsive had 
she possessed friends o r com panions to  be repelled  by  
it. E v en  th e  a ttrac tiv en ess  o f  h er person had  u n d er
gone a sim ilar change. I t  m ig h t be  p a rtly  ow ing to  
th e  s tud ied  au ste rity  o f  h er dress, and  p a r tly  to  the  
lack  o f d em onstra tion  in  h e r m anners. I t  w as a  sad 
transfo rm ation , too, th a t  h er rich and  lu x u ria n t ha ir 
h ad  e ith e r been cu t off, o r was so com plete ly  h idden  
by  a  cap, th a t n o t a sh in ing  lock o f  it ever once 
gushed  in to  th e  sunshine. I t  w as due  in p a r t  to  all 
these  causes, b u t still m ore to  som eth ing  else, th a t 
th e re  seem ed to  b e  no longer an y th in g  in H este r’s 
face for L ove to  dw ell upon ; n o th ing  in H e s te r’s form, 
th ough  m ajestic  an d  s ta tu e  like, th a t  Passion  w ould 
ever d ream  o f  c lasp ing  in  its  e m b ra c e ; n o th in g  in 
H e s te r’s bosom  to  m ake it  ever again  th e  pillow  of 
A ffection. S om e a ttr ib u te  h ad  d ep arted  from  her, the  
perm anence o f  w hich h ad  been essential to  keep  hen. 
a  woman, S uch  is frequen tly  th e  fate, an d  such  the 
ste rn  developm ent, o f  th e  fem inine charac ter and 
person, w hen th e  w om an has encountered , an d  lived 
th rough , an  experience  o f  peculiar severity . I f  she be 
all tenderness, she will die. I f  she survive, the  ten d e r
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ness w ill e ith er be crushed  o u t o f  her, o r— and  th e  
ou tw ard  sem blance is th e  sam e— crushed  so deep ly  
into h e r h ea rt th a t  it  can never show  itse lf m ore. T h e  
la tte r  is perhaps th e  tru e s t theory . S he  w ho has 
once been a  w om an, and  ceased to  be so, m igh t a t  an y  
m om ent becom e a  w om an again, if  th ere  w ere only  
the m agic touch  to  effect th e  transform ation . W e 
shall see w hether H este r  P ry n n e  w ere ever afterw ards 
so touched  and  so transfigured.

M uch o f the  m arb le  coldness o f  H e s te r’s im pres
sion was to  be a ttr ib u ted  to  th e  c ircum stance th a t her 
life had  tu rned , in a  g rea t m easure, from  passion and  
feeling to  though t. S ta n d in g  alone in th e  w orld—  
alone, as to  an y  dependence on society, an d  w ith  little  
Pearl to  be gu ided  and  p ro tec ted— alone, an d  hopeless 
of re triev ing  her position, even h ad  she n o t scorned to  
consider it  desirab le— she cast aw ay th e  fragm ents o f 
a  broken chain. T h e  w orld’s law  was no law  for her 
mind. I t  was an  age in w hich th e  hum an  intellect, 
newly em ancipated , h ad  tak en  a  m ore active and  a 
w ider range th an  for m any  centuries before. M en o f 
the sw ord had  overthrow n nobles an d  kings. M en 
bolder th an  these  h ad  overthrow n and  rearran g ed —  
not actually , b u t w ith in  th e  sphere o f  theory , which 
was th e ir m ost real abode— th e  w hole system  o f 
ancient prejudice, w herew ith  w as linked m uch o f 
ancient principle. H e s te r  P ry n n e  im bibed th is spirit. 
She assum ed a  freedom  o f speculation , then  com m on 
enough on th e  o th e r side o f  th e  A tlan tic , b u t w hich 
our forefathers, h ad  th e y  know n it, w ould have held  
to be a  dead lier crim e th an  th a t stigm atised  b y  the  
scarlet le tter. In  h er lonesom e co ttage, b y  th e  sea
shore, th o u g h ts  visited  her such as dared  to  en te r no
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o th e r dw elling in N ew  E n g lan d  ; shadow y guests, 
th a t  w ould have been as perilous as dem ons to  the ir 
en terta iner, could th ey  have been seen so m uch as 
knock ing  a t  her door.

I t  is rem arkab le  th a t  persons w ho specu la te  the  
m ost bo ld ly  often conform  w ith  th e  m ost perfect 
qu ie tude  to  th e  ex te rn a l regulations o f society. T h e  
th o u g h t suffices them , w ithou t investing  itse lf in th e  
flesh and  blood o f  action. S o  it seem ed to  be w ith 
H ester. Y et, had  little  Pearl never com e to  h er from 
th e  sp iritual world, it m igh t have been far otherw ise. 
T h e n  she m ig h t have com e dow n to  us in h istory, 
hand  in h and  w ith  A n n  H utch inson , as th e  foundress 
o f a religious sect. S he  m ight, in one o f h er phases, 
have been a  prophetess. S h e  m ight, an d  n o t im prob 
ab ly  would, have suffered d ea th  from  th e  ste rn  trib u 
nals o f  th e  period, for a ttem p tin g  to  underm ine the  
foundations o f  th e  P u ritan  estab lishm ent. B ut, in the  
education  o f h e r child, th e  m o th er’s  en thusiasm  of 
th o u g h t h ad  so m eth ing  to  w reak itse lf upon. P rov i
dence, in th e  person o f th is  little  girl, had  assigned to  
H e s te r’s charge, th e  germ  an d  blossom  o f w om anhood, 
to  be cherished and  developed am id  a  h o st o f difficul
ties. E v ery th in g  was aga in st her. T h e  w orld was 
hostile. T h e  ch ild ’s own n a tu re  h ad  som eth ing  w rong 
in it  w hich con tinually  betokened  th a t  she h ad  been 
born  am iss— th e  effluence o f  h er m o th er’s lawless 
passion— an d  often  im pelled H e s te r  to  ask, in b itte r
ness o f  heart, w hether it  w ere for ill o r good th a t  the 
poor little  c rea tu re  h ad  been born  a t  all.

Indeed , th e  sam e d a rk  question  often rose into 
h er m ind  w ith reference to  th e  w hole race o f  w om an
hood. W as ex istence  w orth  accep ting  even to  the
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happ iest am ong them  ? A s concerned her own 
individual ex istence, she h ad  long  ago decided in 
the  negative, and  dism issed th e  p o in t as settled . A  
tendency  to  speculation, th ough  it  m ay keep women 
quiet, as it  does m an, y e t m akes h er sad. S he 
discerns, it  m ay  be, such a hopeless ta sk  before her. 
A s a first step, th e  w hole system  o f society  is to  be  
torn  dow n an d  b u ilt up  anew. T h en  th e  very  n a tu re  
o f th e  opposite  sex , or its long  h e red ita ry  habit, 
w hich has becom e like natu re , is to  be  essentially  
modified before w om an can be allow ed to  assum e 
w hat seem s a fair an d  su itab le  position. F inally , 
all o ther difficulties be ing  obviated , w om an canno t 
take  ad v an tag e  o f  these  pre lim inary  reform s un til 
she herse lf shall have undergone a  still m igh tier 
change, in which, perhaps, th e  ethereal essence, 
wherein she has her tru e s t life, will be found to  
have evaporated . A  w om an never overcom es these 
problem s by  an y  exercise  o f  though t. T h e y  are  
not to  be solved, o r on ly  in one way. I f  h er h ea rt 
chance to  com e upperm ost, th ey  vanish. T h u s 
H ester P rynne , w hose h ea rt had  lost its regu lar an d  
healthy  throb , w andered  w ithout a  clue in th e  dark  
labyrin th  o f m ind  ; now  tu rn ed  aside by  an  insur
m ountable p rec ip ice ; now  sta rtin g  back  from a deep 
chasm. T h e re  was w ild an d  g h astly  scenery  all 
around her, and  a hom e and  com fort now here. A t 
tim es a fearful d o u b t strove to  possess h e r soul, 
w hether it  w ere n o t b e tte r  to  send  P earl a t  once to  
H eaven, an d  go herse lf to  such fu tu rity  as E te rn a l 
Justice should  provide.

T h e  scarle t le tte r  had  no t done its office.
Now, how ever, h er interview  w ith th e  R everend 

* c IJ*
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M r. D im m esdale, on th e  n ig h t o f his vigil, h ad  given 
h er a  new them e o f reflection, an d  held  up  to  her 
an  ob jec t th a t  appeared  w orthy  o f  an y  ex ertio n  and 
sacrifice for its a tta in m en t. S he  h ad  w itnessed the  
in tense  m isery  b eneath  w hich the  m in ister struggled , 
or, to  speak  m ore accurately , h ad  ceased to  struggle . 
She saw  th a t  he  stood  on th e  verge o f lunacy, if he 
h ad  n o t a lread y  s tepped  across it. I t  w as im possible 
to  d o u b t th a t, w hatever painful efficacy th e re  m igh t 
be in th e  secret s ting  o f rem orse, a dead lier venom  
h ad  been infused in to  it  b y  the  h an d  th a t proffered 
relief. A  secret enem y h ad  been con tinually  b y  his 
side, u n d er th e  sem blance o f a  friend an d  helper, 
and  had  availed h im self o f  th e  opportun ities thus 
afforded for tam p erin g  w ith  th e  delicate springs of 
M r. D im m esdale’s na tu re . H este r  could n o t bu t 
ask  h erse lf w hether th ere  h ad  n o t orig inally  been 
a  defect o f  tru th , courage, an d  lo ya lty  on h er own 
part, in allow ing th e  m in ister to  be throw n in to  a 
position  w here so m uch evil w as to  be foreboded 
an d  n o th in g  auspicious to  be hoped. H e r only 
justification  lay  in th e  fact th a t she had  been able 
to  discern  no m ethod  o f rescu ing  him  from  a 
b lack er ru in  th an  had  overw helm ed herself, ex cep t 
b y  acquiescing in R oger C hillingw orth’s schem e of 
disguise. U n d e r th a t  im pulse she h ad  m ade her 
choice, an d  had  chosen, as it  now  appeared , the 
m ore w retched  a lte rn a tiv e  o f  th e  two. S he d e te r
m ined  to  redeem  h er erro r so far as it  m igh t yet 
be possible. S tren g th en ed  b y  years o f h a rd  and 
solem n trial, she felt herse lf no  longer so inadequate  
to  cope w ith  R o g er C hillingw orth  as on th a t night, 
abased  by  sin an d  half-m addened  b y  th e  ignom iny



ANOTHER VIEW OF HESTER

th a t was still new, w hen th ey  had  ta lk ed  to g e th er 
in th e  prison-cham ber. S he  h ad  clim bed h er w ay 
since th en  to  a h igher point. T h e  old  m an, on the  
o ther hand , had  b ro u g h t h im self nearer to  her level, 
or, perhaps, below  it, b y  th e  revenge w hich he  h ad  
stooped for.

In  fine, H este r P ry n n e  resolved to  m eet h e r form er 
husband, and  do  w h a t m igh t be in her pow er for the 
rescue o f th e  victim  on w hom  he h ad  so ev iden tly  
set his gripe. T h e  occasion was n o t long to  seek. 
O ne afternoon, w alk ing  w ith  Pearl in a  re tired  p a r t 
of the  peninsula, she beheld  th e  old physician  w ith  a 
basket on one arm  an d  a sta ff in  the  o ther hand, 
stooping a long  th e  g round  in quest o f roo ts and  
herbs to  concoct his m edicine w ithal.



X IV .

H E S T E R  bade little  Pearl run  dow n to  th e  
m argin  of th e  w ater, and  p lay  w ith the  shells 

an d  tang led  sea-w eed, un til she should  have ta lked  
aw hile w ith y o n d er g a th erer o f herbs. So th e  child 
flew aw ay like a  bird, and, m ak ing  bare  h er sm all 
w hite feet, w ent p a tte rin g  a long  th e  m oist m arg in  of 
th e  sea. P lere and  there  she cam e to  a full stop , and 
peeped  curiously  in to  a  pool, left b y  th e  re tirin g  tide 
as a  m irro r for P earl to  see h er face in. F o rth  
peeped a t  her, ou t o f th e  pool, w ith  d ark , g listen ing  
curls a round  h er head , and  an  elf-sm ile in h er eyes, 
th e  im age o f a  little  m aid w hom  Pearl, hav ing  no 
o th e r p laym ate, inv ited  to  tak e  h er h and  and  run  a 
race w ith her. B u t the  v isionary  little  m aid on her 
part, beckoned  likewise, as if  to  say — “ T h is is a 
b e tte r  p la c e ; com e thou  in to  th e  pool.” A n d  Pearl, 
s tep p in g  in m id-leg  deep, beheld  h er own w hite feet 
a t  th e  b o t to m ; while, o u t o f  a  still low er depth, 
cam e th e  g leam  o f a  k ind  o f  frag m en tary  smile, 
floating  to  and  fro in th e  ag ita ted  w ater.

M eanw hile h e r m o ther h ad  accosted  th e  physician. 
“ I w ould speak  a w ord w ith  you,” said  she— “ a 

w ord th a t  concerns us m uch.”
“ A h a !  and  is i t  M istress H este r  th a t has a  word
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for old R oger C hillidgw orth  ? ” answ ered he, ra ising  
h im self from  his s toop ing  posture. “ W ith  all m y 
heart. W hy, m istress, I hear good tid ings o f you  on 
all h a n d s ! N o longer ago th an  yester-eve, a m agis
trate, a  w ise and  god ly  m an, was d iscoursing o f  your 
affairs, M istress H ester, and  w hispered m e th a t  th ere  
had  been question  concerning you in th e  council. I t  
was d ebated  w hether o r no, w ith  safety  to  the  
com m onw eal, y onder scarle t le tte r m igh t be taken  
off y ou r bosom . O n m y  life, H ester, I m ade m y 
in trea ty  to  th e  w orshipful m ag istra te  th a t  i t  m igh t 
be done forthw ith .”

“ I t  lies n o t in the  p leasure of th e  m ag istra tes to  
take off th e  badge,” calm ly rep lied  H ester. “ W ere 
I w orthy to  be q u it o f  it, it w ould fall aw ay o f its 
own nature , or be transform ed in to  som eth ing  th a t 
should speak  a  different pu rp o rt.”

“ N ay, then, w ear it, if  it su it you better," rejoined 
he. “ A w om an m ust needs follow h er ow n fancy 
touching th e  ad o rn m en t o f  h er person. T h e  le tte r is 
gaily em broidered, and  show s rig h t b ravely  on yo u r 
bosom 1 ”

A ll this w hile H e s te r  had  been looking stead ily  a t 
the old m an, and  w as shocked, as well as w onder- 
sm itten, to  discern  w hat a  change had  been w rought 
upon him  w ith in  the  p ast seven years. I t  was n o t so 
m uch th a t he h ad  grow n o ld e r ; for though  th e  traces 
of advancing  life w ere visible he bore his age well, 
and seem ed to  re ta in  a  w iry vigour and  alertness. 
B ut th e  form er aspec t o f an in tellectual and  studious 
man, calm  and  quiet, w hich w as w hat she best re
m em bered in him , h ad  a lto g e th er vanished, and  been 
succeeded by  an  eager, searching, a lm ost fierce, y e t
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carefully  guarded  look. I t  seem ed to  be his wish 
and  purpose to  m ask  th is  expression  w ith  a  smile, 
b u t th e  la tte r  p layed  him  false, and  flickered over his 
visage so derisively  th a t  th e  sp ec ta to r could see his 
b lackness all th e  b e tte r  for it. E v e r and  anon, too, 
th e re  cam e a g lare  o f  red  lig h t o u t o f his eyes, as if 
th e  old m an ’s soul w ere on fire an d  k ep t on sm oulder
in g  dusk ily  w ith in  his b reast, un til b y  som e casual 
pu ff o f passion it  w as blow n in to  a  m o m en tary  flame. 
T h is  he  repressed as speedily  as possible, and  strove 
to  look as if n o th in g  o f th e  k ind  h ad  happened.

In  a  word, old R oger C hillingw orth  was a  s trik ing  
evidence o f m an ’s facu lty  o f  transfo rm ing  h im self 
in to  a  devil, if  he will only, for a  reasonable  space, 
o f  tim e, u n d ertak e  a  devil’s office. T h is  u n h ap p y  
person  had  effected such a  transfo rm ation  b y  de
voting  h im self for seven years to  th e  constan t 
analysis o f  a h e a r t full o f to rtu re , and  deriv ing  his 
en jo y m en t thence, and  ad d in g  fuel to  those fiery 
to rtu res  w hich he  analysed  and  g loated  over.

T h e  scarle t le tte r bu rned  on H este r P ry n n e ’s 
bosom . H ere  w as an o th er ruin, th e  responsib ility  of 
w hich cam e p a rtly  hom e to  her.

“ W h a t see you  in m y face,” asked  th e  physician, 
“ th a t  you look a t  it  so earnestly  ? ”

"S o m e th in g  th a t  would m ake m e weep, if  there 
w ere an y  tears b itte r  enough  for it,” answ ered she. 
“ B u t le t it  pass 1 I t  is o f  yonder m iserable m an th a t 
I  w ould speak.”

“ A n d  w hat o f  him  ? ” cried R o g er Chillingw orth, 
eagerly, as if  he loved th e  topic, and  w ere g lad  o f an 
o p p o rtu n ity  to  discuss it w ith  th e  on ly  person  of 
w hom  he  could m ake a co n fid an t “ N o t to  h ide the
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tru th , M istress H ester, m y  th o u g h ts  happen  ju s t  now 
to be busy w ith  th e  gen tlem an. So speak  freely and  
I will m ake answ er.”

“ W h en  we la s t spake  toge ther,” said  H ester, “ now  
seven years ago, it  w as y ou r p leasure to  e x to r t a 
prom ise o f  secrecy as touch ing  th e  form er re la tion  
be tw ix t you rse lf an d  me. A s th e  life and  good 
fame o f y o n d er m an w ere in y o u r hands there  
seem ed no choice to  me, save to  be s ilen t in accord
ance w ith y ou r behest. Y e t it  was no t w ithou t heavy  
m isgivings th a t I th u s bound  myself, for, hav ing  cast 
off all d u ty  tow ards o th e r hum an  beings, th ere  re
m ained a  d u ty  tow ards him , an d  som eth ing  w hispered 
me th a t I w as b e tray in g  it  in p ledg ing  m yself to  keep 
your counsel. S ince th a t d ay  no m an is so n ear to  
him as you. Y ou tread  behind  his every  footstep. 
Y ou are  beside him , sleep ing  and  w aking. Y ou 
search h is though ts. Y ou burrow  and  rank le  in his 
heart! Y o u r c lu tch  is on his life, and  you  cause him  
to die da ily  a  living death , and  still he know s you n o t  
In p e rm itting  th is  I have surely  acted  a false p a rt by  
the on ly  m an to  w hom  the  pow er w as left m e to  be 
t r u e ! ”

“ W h a t choice had  you  ? ” asked  R oger C hilling
worth. “ M y finger, po in ted  a t  th is m an, would have 
hurled him  from  his p u lp it in to  a  dungeon, thence, 
peradventure, to  the  g a llo w s! ”

“ I t  had  been b e tte r  so 1 ” said  H este r P rynne.
“ W h a t evil have I done th e  m an ? ” asked  R oger 

Chillingw orth again. “ I te ll thee, H este r  P rynne, 
the richest fee th a t  ever physician  earned  from  
monarch could n o t have b o ugh t such care as I have 
wasted on th is  m iserable p r ie s t ! B u t for m y  aid  his
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life w ould have b u rned  aw ay in to rm en ts  w ithin th e  
first tw o years after th e  perpe tra tion  o f  his crim e 
and  th ine. For, H ester, h is sp irit lacked  the  
s tren g th  th a t  could have bo rne  up, as th ine  has, 
ben ea th  a burden  like th y  scarle t le tter. Oh, I 
could reveal a good ly  secre t! B u t enough. W h a t 
a r t  can do, I have ex h au sted  on him . T h a t  he 
now  b reathes an d  creeps ab o u t on e a rth  is owing 
all to  m e ! ”

“ B e tte r he  h ad  died  a t  o n c e ! ” said  H este r  P rynne.
“ Yea, w om an, thou  say est t r u ly ! ” cried old R oger 

C hillingw orth, le ttin g  th e  lurid  fire o f his h ea rt blaze 
ou t before h er eyes. “ B e tte r  h ad  he  died  a t  o n c e ! 
N ever did m orta l suffer w hat th is  m an has suffered. 
A n d  all, all, in th e  s igh t o f h is w orst e n e m y ! H e  
has been conscious o f me. H e  has fe lt an influence 
dw elling alw ays upon him  like a curse. H e  knew, 
b y  som e sp iritua l sense— for th e  C reato r never m ade 
an o th er being  so sensitive as th is— he knew  th a t  no 
friendly  hand  was pu lling  a t  his heart-strings, and 
th a t  an  eye w as looking curiously  in to  him , which 
soug h t on ly  evil, and  found it. B u t he knew  not 
th a t  th e  eye and  h an d  w ere m in e ! W ith  th e  super
stition  com m on to  his b ro therhood, h e  fancied h im self 
given over to  a fiend, to  be to rtu red  w ith  frightful 
d ream s an d  desp era te  though ts, the  s ting  o f remorse, 
an d  despair o f  pardon, as a  fore taste  o f  w hat awaits 
h im  beyond  th e  grave. B u t it was th e  constan t 
shadow  o f m y presence, th e  closest p ro p in q u ity  of 
th e  m an w hom  he h ad  m ost v ilely  w ronged, and  who 
h ad  grow n to  e x is t on ly  b y  th is  p erp e tu a l poison 
o f th e  d ire st re v e n g e ! Y ea, indeed, he  d id  n o t err, 
th ere  was a  fiend a t  h is elbow  1 A  m orta l m an, with
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once a hum an  heart, has becom e a fiend for his 
especial to rm e n t

T h e  u n fo rtuna te  physician, w hile u tte r in g  these 
words, lifted h is h ands w ith  a  look o f  horror, as if 
he h ad  beheld som e frightful shape, w hich he  could 
no t recognise, u surp ing  th e  p lace o f his own im age 
in a  glass. I t  was one o f  those m om en ts—w hich 
som etim es occur on ly  a t the  in terval o f  y ea rs—w hen 
a m an’s m oral aspect is faithfully  revealed to  his 
m ind’s eye. N o t im probab ly  he had  never before 
viewed h im se lf as he d id  now.

“ H a s t thou  n o t to rtu red  him  enough ? ” said 
H ester, no tic ing  th e  old m an’s look. “ H as  he no t 
paid  thee  a l l ? ”

“ N o, n o ! H e  has b u t increased th e  d e b t ! ” 
answ ered tire physician, and  as he proceeded, his 
m anner lost its  fiercer characteristics, and  subsided 
into gloom . “ D o st thou  rem em ber me, H ester, as I 
was n ine y ears  agone ? E ven  then  I was in the  
au tum n o f  m y days, no r was it  th e  early  au tum n. 
B ut all m y  life had  been m ade up  o f  earnest, studious, 
thoughtful, qu ie t years, bestow ed faithfully  for the  
increase o f  m ine own know ledge, and  faithfully, too, 
though th is la tte r  ob ject was b u t casual to  th e  o ther 
— faithfully  for th e  advancem en t o f  hum an  welfare. 
N o life h ad  been m ore peaceful and  innocen t th an  
m in e ; few lives so rich w ith benefits conferred. 
D ost thou rem em ber m e? W as I not, though  you 
m ight deem  m e cold, nevertheless a m an though tfu l 
for o thers, craving little  for h im self— kind, true, just, 
and of constan t, if  n o t w arm  affections? W as I no t 
all th is ? ”

“ A ll this, and  m ore,” said  H ester.
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“ A n d  w hat am  I now  ? ” dem anded  he, looking 
in to  h er face, and  p e rm ittin g  th e  w hole evil w ithin 
him  to  be w ritten  on his features. “ I have a lready  
to ld  th ee  w hat I am — a fiend ! W ho  m ade m e so ? ” 

“ I t  was m yself,” cried H ester, shuddering . “ I t  
w as I, n o t less th an  he. W h y  h as t thou  n o t avenged 
th y se lf  on m e ? ”

“ I have left thee  to  th e  scarle t le tte r,” replied 
R o g er Chillingw orth. “ I f  th a t  has n o t avenged me, 
I can do no m o re ! ”

H e  laid  his finger on it w ith  a  smile.
“ I t  has avenged thee,” answ ered H este r  P rynne.
“ I ju d g ed  no less,” said  th e  physician. “ A n d  now 

w hat w ouldst thou  w ith  m e touch ing  th is m an ? ”
“ I m ust reveal th e  secret,” answ ered H ester, firmly. 

“ H e  m ust discern thee  in th y  tru e  character. W h a t 
m ay  be th e  resu lt I know  not. B u t th is long d eb t of 
confidence, due  from  m e to  him , w hose bane  and 
ru in  I have been, shall a t  leng th  be paid. S o  far 
as concerns th e  overthrow  or p reservation  o f  his fair 
fam e and  his ea rth ly  sta te , an d  perchance his life, he 
is in m y hands. N o r do  I— w hom  th e  scarle t le tte r 
has d iscip lined to  tru th , th o u g h  it  be th e  tru th  of 
red -h o t iron en te rin g  in to  th e  soul— n o r do  I  perceive 
such  ad van tage  in his living an y  longer a  life of 
g h a s tly  em ptiness, th a t  1 shall stoop to  im plore th y  
m ercy. D o w ith  h im  as thou  w ilt! T h e re  is no 
good for him , no  good for me, no good for thee. 
T h e re  is no good for little  Pearl. T h e re  is no path  
to  gu ide  us ou t o f th is dism al m aze.”

“ W om an, I could w ell-nigh p ity  thee,” said  R oger 
C hillingw orth, unab le  to  restra in  a th rill o f adm ira
tion  too, for th e re  w as a q u a lity  a lm ost m ajestic  in
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the  despair w hich she expressed. “ T h o u  h ad st g rea t 
elem ents. P eradven tu re , h ad st thou  m et earlier w ith 
a b e tte r  love th an  m ine, th is  evil had  n o t been. I 
p ity  thee, for th e  good th a t  has been w asted  in th y  
nature.”

“ A n d  I thee,” answ ered P lester P rynne, “ for the  
hatred  th a t has transform ed a wise and  ju s t  m an to  a 
fie n d ! W ilt thou  y e t purge it ou t o f thee, and  be 
once m ore hum an  ? I f  n o t for his sake, th en  doub ly  
for th ine  o w n ! Forgive, and  leave his fu rther re tri
bution to  th e  Pow er th a t  claim s i t ! I said, b u t now, 
th a t there  could be no good even t for him , o r thee, or 
me, w ho are  here  w andering  to g e th er in th is g loom y 
m aze o f evil, and  s tum bling  a t every  step  over the  
guilt w herew ith we have strew n our path . I t  is no t 
s o ! T h ere  m igh t be good for thee, and  thee alone, 
since thou  h as t been deep ly  w ronged, and  h a s t it 
a t th y  will to  pardon. W ilt thou  give up  th a t only  
privilege? W ilt thou  re jec t th a t priceless b e n e fit? ”

“ Peace, P lester— peace ! ” replied the  old m an, w ith 
gloom y stern n ess— “ it  is no t g ran ted  m e to  pardon. 
I have no such pow er as thou  te llest m e of. M y old 
faith, long forgotten , com es back to  me, and explains 
all th a t we do, and  all we suffer. B y  th y  first step  
awry, thou d id st p lan t the  germ  o f e v i l ; bu t since 
th a t m om ent it  has all been a  d a rk  necessity. Y e 
that have w ronged m e are  n o t sinful, save in a  kind 
of typical illusion ; ne ither am  I fiend-like, who have 
snatched a fiend’s office from his hands. I t  is our fate. 
L et the  black flower blossom  as it  m ay ! Now, go 
thy  ways, and  deal as thou  w ilt w ith y onder m an.”

H e  waved his hand , and betook  h im self again  to  
his em p loym en t o f  g a th erin g  herbs.



X V .

SO R o g er C hillingw orth— a deform ed old figure 
w ith  a  face th a t  h aun ted  m en’s m em ories longer 

th an  th ey  liked— took leave o f  H este r  P rynne, and  
w en t s toop ing  aw ay a long  the earth . H e  ga thered  
here  and th ere  a  herb , or g rubbed  up a  roo t and  
p u t it in to  th e  b ask e t on his arm . H is  g ray  beard  
a lm o st touched  th e  g round  as he  c rep t onw ard. 
H este r  gazed a fte r him  a  little  while, look ing  w ith 
a  h a lf  fantastic  cu riosity  to  see w hether th e  ten d e r 
g rass o f  early  sp rin g  w ould n o t be b ligh ted  b eneath  
h im  an d  show  th e  w avering track  o f  his footsteps, 
sere and  brow n, across its cheerful verdure. S he 
w ondered  w hat so rt o f  herbs th e y  w ere w hich the  
old m an w as so sedulous to  gather. W ou ld  no t the 
earth , quickened to  an  evil purpose b y  th e  sy m 
p a th y  o f  h is eye, g ree t him  w ith  poisonous shrubs 
o f  species h ith e rto  unknow n, th a t  would s ta r t  up 
u n d er h is fingers ? O r m igh t it suffice him  th a t 
every  w holesom e grow th  should  be converted  into 
som eth ing  deleterious and  m alig n an t a t  h is touch? 
D id  th e  sun, w hich shone so b rig h tly  everyw here 
else, really  fall upon him  ? O r was there, as it  ra th e r 
seem ed, a circle o f  om inous shadow  m oving along 
w ith  h is defo rm ity  w hichever w ay he  tu rned  him -
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self ? A n d  w hither was he  now  going  ? W ould  
he  no t su dden ly  sink  in to  the  earth , leaving a  barren  
and  b lasted  spot, where, in due course o f  tim e, w ould 
be seen dead ly  n igh tshade, dogw ood, henbane, and  
w hatever else of vegetab le  w ickedness the  clim ate 
could produce, all flourishing w ith  hideous lu x u ri
ance ? O r w ould he sp read  b a t’s w ings and  flee 
away, looking so m uch th e  uglier th e  h igher he  rose 
tow ards heaven?

"B e  it sin or no,” said H este r  P rynne, b itte rly , as 
still she gazed after him , “ I h a te  the  m an ? "

S he upb ra ided  herse lf for the  sen tim ent, b u t could 
no t overcom e or lessen it. A tte m p tin g  to  do so, she 
th o u g h t o f  those long-past days in a  d is tan t land, 
w hen he  used to  em erge a t  even tide from  th e  se 
clusion o f his s tu d y  and  sit dow n in th e  fire-light 
o f th e ir hom e, and  in th e  ligh t o f  h e r nup tia l smile. 
Pie needed  to  bask  h im self in th a t  smile, he said, 
in o rder th a t  th e  chill o f so m any  lonely  hours 
am ong  his books m igh t be tak en  off th e  scholar’s 
heart. S uch  scenes had  once appeared  n o t o th e r
wise th an  happy, b u t now, as view ed th ro u g h  the  
dism al m edium  o f h er subsequen t life, th e y  classed 
them selves am ong  h e r ug liest rem em brances. S he 
m arvelled how  such scenes could have b e e n ! She 
m arvelled  how  she could ever have been w rought 
upon to  m arry  h i m ! S he  deem ed in h er crim e 
m ost to  be repen ted  of, th a t she h ad  ever endured  
and reciprocated  th e  lukew arm , g rasp  o f  his hand , 
and had  suffered th e  sm ile o f  h er lips and  eyes to  
m ingle and  m elt in to  h is own. A n d  it seem ed a 
fouler offence com m itted  b y  R oger C hillingw orth  
than  a n y  w hich h ad  since been done him , tha t, in
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th e  tim e w hen her h ea rt knew  no be tte r, he had  
persuaded  her to  fancy herse lf h ap p y  b y  his side.

“ Y es, I h a te  h im ! ” repeated  H e s te r  m ore b itte rly  
th an  before. “ H e  b e tray ed  m e ! H e  has done m e 
w orse w rong th an  I d id  h im ! ”

L e t  m en trem ble  to  win th e  h and  o f  w om an, 
unless th ey  win a long  w ith  it th e  u tm o st passion o f 
h er h ea rt!  E lse  it m ay  be th e ir m iserable fortune, 
as it w as R oger C hillingw orth’s, w hen som e m ightier 
touch  th an  the ir ow n m ay  have aw akened all h er 
sensibilities, to  be reproached  even for th e  calm  
con ten t, th e  m arb le  im age o f happiness, w hich they  
will have im posed upon h er as th e  w arm  reality . 
B u t H este r ough t long ago  to  have done w ith  this 
injustice. W h a t d id  i t  betoken  ? H ad  seven long 
years, un d er th e  to rtu re  o f th e  scarle t letter, in 
flicted so m uch o f m isery  and  w rough t o u t no 
repen tance  ?

T h e  em otion  o f  th a t  b rie f space, w hile she stood 
gazing  after th e  crooked figure o f  old R oger C hilling- 
w orth, th rew  a  d a rk  ligh t on H este r’s s ta te  o f  m ind, 
revealing  m uch th a t  she m igh t no t otherw ise have 
acknow ledged to  herself.

H e  being  gone, she sum m oned back h er child.
“ P e a r l ! L ittle  P e a r l ! W h ere  are  you  ? ”
Pearl, w hose ac tiv ity  o f  sp irit never flagged, h ad  

been a t  no loss for am usem en t w hile her m other 
ta lk ed  w ith tire old g a th erer o f herbs. A t  first, aS'-- 
a lread y  told, she had  flirted fancifully w ith  her own 
im age in a  pool o f  w ater, beckoning  th e  phan tom  
forth, a n d — as it declined to  v en tu re— seek ing  a 
passage for herse lf in to  its sphere  o f  im palpable  
earth  and  u n a tta in ab le  sky. Soon finding, however,
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th a t  e ither she or th e  im age w as unreal, she tu rned  
elsew here for b e tte r  pastim e. S he  m ade little  boats  
o u t o f  b irch-bark , and  freigh ted  them  w ith  snail- 
shells, an d  sen t ou t m ore ven tu res on th e  m ighty  
deep  th an  an y  m erchan t in N ew  E n g lan d  ; b u t the 
larger p a r t o f  them  foundered near th e  shore. She 
seized a  live horse-shoe by  th e  tail, an d  m ade prize 
o f several five-fingers, an d  laid  ou t a  jelly-fish to  
m elt in th e  w arm  sun. T h en  she took  up  th e  w hite 
foam th a t s treaked  th e  line o f  th e  advancing  tide, 
and  th rew  i t  upon th e  breeze, scam pering  after it 
w ith  w inged footsteps to  catch  th e  g rea t snow 
flakes ere  th ey  fell. Perceiv ing  a  flock o f  beach- 
birds th a t  fed and  flu ttered  along  th e  shore, the  
n au g h ty  child  p icked  up  her ap ron  full o f pebbles, 
and, creep ing  from  rock to  rock after these sm all 
sea-fowl, d isp layed  rem arkab le  d e x te r ity  in pe lting  
them . O ne little  g ray  bird, w ith  a  w hite  breast, 
Pearl was a lm ost sure h ad  been h it  by  a  pebble, 
and  flu ttered  aw ay w ith a  broken  wing. B u t then  
the  elf-child sighed, and  gave up  her sport, because 
it grieved h er to  have done harm  to  a  little  being  
th a t was as w ild as th e  sea-breeze, or as w ild as 
Pearl herself.

H e r  final em ploym en t was to  g a th e r seaw eed o f 
various kinds, and  m ake herse lf a  scarf o r m antle, 
and  a head-dress, and  thus assum e th e  aspect o f a 
little  m erm aid . S he  inherited  h er m o ther’s gift for 
devising d rap e ry  and  costum e. A s th e  la s t touch  
to  her m erm aid’s garb , Pearl took  som e eel-grass 
and im ita ted , as b es t she could, on h e r own bosom  
the  decoration  w ith w hich she was so fam iliar on 
her m o ther’s. A  le tte r— th e  le tte r  A — b u t freshly
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green in stead  o f scarle t! T h e  child b e n t h er chin 
upon  h er breast, and  con tem pla ted  th is device w ith  
s tran g e  in terest, even as if th e  one on ly  th in g  for 
w hich she had  been sen t in to  th e  w orld w as to  m ake 
o u t its h idden  im port.

“ I w onder if  m o ther will ask  m e w hat it m eans ? * 
th o u g h t Pearl.

J u s t  th en  she heard  her m o th er’s voice, and, flit
tin g  along  as ligh tly  as one o f  th e  little  sea-birds, 
appeared  before H este r  P ry n n e  dancing, laughing, 
an d  po in ting  h er finger to  th e  o rn am en t upon h er 
bosom .

“ M y little  Pearl,” said H ester, a fte r a  m om ent's 
silence, “ th e  green letter, an d  on th y  childish bosom , 
has no purport. B u t d o st thou  know, m y child, 
w hat th is le tte r  m eans which th y  m o ther is doom ed 
to  w ear ? ”

“ Y es, m other,” said th e  child. “ I t  is th e  g rea t 
le tte r  A . T h o u  h as t ta u g h t m e in th e  horn-book.” 

H este r  looked stead ily  in to  h er little  f a c e ; b u t 
th o u g h  th e re  was th a t  s ingular expression  w hich she 
h ad  so often rem arked  in her b lack  eyes, she could 
n o t satisfy  herse lf w hether P earl really  a ttach ed  an y  
m ean ing  to  th e  sym bol. S he felt a m orbid  desire to  
ascerta in  th e  point.

“ D o st thou  know, child, w herefore th y  m other 
w ears th is  le tte r  ? ”

“ T ru ly  do I ! ” answ ered Pearl, looking  b righ tly -, 
in to  her m o ther’s face. “ I t  is for th e  sam e reason 
th a t  th e  m in ister keeps his h and  over his h e a r t ! ”

“ A n d  w hat reason is th a t  ? ” asked  H ester, ha lf 
sm iling  a t  th e  absurd  incongru ity  o f  th e  child’s 
observation  ; b u t on second tho u g h ts  tu rn in g  pale.
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" W h a t  has th e  le tte r  to  do w ith  an y  h ea rt save 
m ine ? ”

“ N ay, m other, I have to ld  all I know,” said Pearl, 
m ore seriously th an  she was w ont to  speak. “ A sk  
yonder old m an whom  thou  h as t been ta lk in g  w ith ! 
— it m ay  be he can tell. B u t in good earnest now, 
m other dear, w hat does th is  scarle t le tte r m ean ?—  
and w hy d o st thou  w ear it  on th y  bosom  ?— and  w hy 
does the  m in ister keep his h and  over his h e a r t? ”

S he  took her m o ther’s hand  in b o th  her own, and  
gazed in to  h er eyes w ith  an earnestness th a t  was 
seldom  seen in her w ild an d  capricious character. 
T h e  th o u g h t occurred to  H este r, th a t  th e  child m igh t 
really  be seeking to  approach  h er w ith  childlike 
confidence, and  do ing  w hat she could, and  as in telli
g en tly  as she knew  how, to  estab lish  a  m eeting-po in t 
o f sym pathy . I t  show ed Pearl in an  unw onted 
aspect. H eretofore, th e  m other, while loving her 
child w ith th e  in ten sity  o f a  sole affection, had  
schooled herse lf to  hope for little  o th e r re tu rn  th an  
the  w ayw ardness o f an  A pril breeze, w hich spends 
its tim e  in  a iry  sport, and  has its gusts o f  inexplicable 
passion, and  is p e tu lan t in its best o f  moods, and  
chills oftener th an  caresses you, w hen you  tak e  it to  
your b o so m ; in requ ita l o f  w hich m isdem eanours it 
will som etim es, o f  its own vague purpose, kiss yo u r 
cheek w ith  a k ind o f doubtfu l tenderness, and  p lay  
gently  w ith yo u r hair, and  th en  be gone abou t its 
o ther idle business, leaving a  d ream y  p leasure a t  your 
h e a r t  A n d  this, m oreover, was a  m other’s estim ate  
o f th e  ch ild’s disposition. A n y  o ther observer m igh t 
have seen few b u t unam iable  tra its, and  have given 
them  a  far d a rk e r colouring. B u t now  the  idea cam e
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stro n g ly  in to  H e s te r’s m ind, th a t  Pearl, w ith  her 
rem arkab le  precocity  and  acuteness, m igh t a lready  
have approached  th e  age w hen she could have been 
m ade a  friend, and  in tru sted  w ith  as m uch o f her 
m o ther’s sorrow s as could be im parted , w ithout 
irreverence e ither to  th e  p a ren t or the  child. In  the 
little  chaos o f  P ea rl’s character th ere  m igh t be seen 
em erg ing— and could have been from  the  very  first—  
th e  s tead fast principles o f  an  unflinching courage— an 
uncontro llab le  will— a s tu rd y  pride, w hich m igh t be 
disciplined in to  self-respect— and  a  b itte r scorn of 
m an y  th ings which, w hen exam ined , m igh t be found 
to  have the  ta in t o f  falsehood in them . S he possessed 
affections, too, th ough  h ith erto  acrid  and  disagreeable, 
as are  th e  richest flavours o f  unripe  fruit. W ith  all 
these  ste rling  a ttribu tes, th o u g h t H ester, th e  evil 
w hich she inherited  from  her m o ther m ust be great, 
indeed, if a noble w om an do  n o t grow ou t o f this 
elfish child.

P ea rl’s inevitable ten d en cy  to  hover abou t the 
en igm a o f th e  scarle t le tte r seem ed an  innate  quality  
o f her being. F ro m  the  earliest epoch o f her con
scious life, she had  en tered  upon th is as h er appo in ted  
m ission. H este r had  often fancied th a t  Providence 
h ad  a  design o f  ju stice  and  retribu tion , in endow ing 
th e  child w ith  th is  m arked  p ro p en s ity ; b u t never, 
un til now, h ad  she beth o u g h t herse lf to  ask, w hether, 
linked w ith  th a t  design, there  m igh t no t likew ise be 
a  purpose o f m ercy and  beneficence. I f  little  Pearl 
were en te rta ined  w ith  faith  and  trust, as a  sp irit 
m essenger no less th an  an earth ly  child, m igh t it 
no t be h er e rrand  to  soothe aw ay the  sorrow  th a t 
lay  cold in h e r m o ther’s heart, an d  converted it



HESTER AND PEARL 217

into a to m b ?— and to  help  h er to  overcom e the  
passion, once so wild, and  even y e t ne ither dead nor 
asleep, b u t on ly  im prisoned w ithin  th e  sam e to m b 
like h ea rt?

Such  w ere som e o f the  th ough ts th a t now stirred  
in H e s te r’s m ind, w ith  as m uch v ivacity  o f impression 
as if th e y  had  ac tually  been w hispered in to  h er ear 
A nd  th ere  was little  Pearl, all th is  while, ho ld ing  her 
m other’s h and  in b o th  h er own, and tu rn in g  h er face 
upw ard, w hile she p u t these  search ing  questions, once 
and again, and  still a th ird  tim e.

“ W h a t does th e  le tte r m ean, m other ? and  w hy 
dost thou  w ear it  ? and  w hy does th e  m in ister keep 
his h and  over his h e a r t? ”

“ W h a t shall I s a y ? ” th o u g h t H este r  to  herself. 
1 N o ! if  th is  be th e  price o f  th e  child’s sym pathy , 
I canno t p ay  i t ”

T h en  she spoke aloud—
“ S illy  Pearl,” said  she, “ w hat questions are  these ? 

T here  are  m any  th ings in th is w orld th a t a  child 
m ust no t ask  about. W h a t know  I o f th e  m in ister’s 
h eart ? A n d  as for th e  scarle t le tter, I w ear it  for th e  
sake o f  its gold th read .”

In  all the  seven bygone years, H este r  P ry n n e  had  
never before been false to  th e  sym bol on h er bosom . 
I t m ay  be th a t  it was th e  ta lism an  o f a  stern  and  
severe, b u t y e t a  guard ian  spirit, w ho now  forsook 
h e r ; as recognising tha t, in sp ite  o f his s tric t w atch 
over h er heart, som e new  evil had  crep t in to  it, or 
som e old one had  never been expelled . A s for little  
Pearl, th e  earnestness soon passed ou t o f her face.

B u t th e  child  d id  n o t see fit to  le t th e  m a tte r drop. 
Two or th ree  tim es, as h er m o ther an d  she w en t
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hom ew ard, and  as often a t  supper-tim e, and  while 
H ester was p u ttin g  h er to  bed, and  once after she 
seem ed to  be fairly  asleep, Pearl looked up, w ith 
m ischief g leam ing  in h er b lack  eyes.

“ M other,” said she, “ w hat does th e  scarle t le tte r 
m ean  ? ”

A n d  th e  n e x t m orning, th e  first indication the  
child  gave o f be ing  aw ake was b y  popp ing  up  her 
head  from  th e  pillow, and  m ak in g  th a t  o ther enquiry, 
w hich she h ad  so unaccoun tab ly  connected w ith  her 
investigations ab o u t th e  scarle t le tte r—

“ M o th e r! M other 1 W h y  does th e  m in ister keep 
his hand  over his h e a r t? ”

“ H o ld  th y  tongue, n au g h ty  child  1 ” answ ered her 
m other, w ith  an  asperity  th a t  she had  never perm itted  
to  herse lf before. “ D o  no t tease m e ; else I  shall 
sh u t th ee  in to  th e  d a rk  closet 1"



X V I .

A FOREST W ALK

H E S T E R  P R Y N N E  rem ained  co n stan t in h er 
resolve to  m ake know n to  Mr. D im m esdale, a t 

w hatever risk  of p resen t pa in  o r u lterio r consequences, 
the tru e  ch a rac te r o f th e  m an w ho h ad  c rep t in to  his 
in tim acy. F o r several days, however, she vainly  
sough t an  o p p o rtu n ity  of addressing  him  in som e o f 
the  m ed ita tive  w alks w hich she knew  him  to  be in 
the  h ab it o f  tak in g  along  th e  shores o f  th e  Peninsula, 
or on th e  w ooded hills of th e  neighbouring  country . 
T h ere  would have been no scandal, indeed, nor peril 
to the  ho ly  w hiteness o f th e  c lergym an’s good fame, 
had  she visited him  in h is ow n study , w here m any  a 
pen iten t, ere now, had  confessed sins o f perhaps as 
deep a  dye  as th e  one betokened  by  th e  scarle t le tte r. 
But, p a rtly  th a t  she d readed  the  secre t o r undisguised  
in terference o f o ld  R oger C hillingw orth , an d  p a rtly  
th a t h e r conscious h ea rt im parted  suspicion w here 
none could have been felt, an d  p a r tly  th a t  bo th  th e  
m inister and  she w ould need th e  w hole w ide w orld to  
brea the  in, while th e y  ta lk ed  to g e th e r— for all these  
reasons H este r  never th o u g h t o f m eeting  h im  in an y  
narrow er privacy th a n  b eneath  th e  open  sky.

A t  last, w hile a tten d in g  a  sick cham ber, w hither 
the  Rev. M r. D im m esdale  h ad  been sum m oned

• ‘9
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to  m ake a  prayer, she lea rn t th a t  he had  gone, the  
d ay  before, to  v isit th e  A p o stle  E lio t, am ong  his 
In d ian  converts. H e  w ould p robab ly  re tu rn  by  a 
certa in  hour in the  afternoon o f th e  m orrow. B etim es, 
therefore, th e  n e x t day, H e s te r  took  little  Pearl—  
w ho w as necessarily  th e  com panion  o f all h er m o th er’s 
exped itions, how ever inconvenien t h er presence— and 
se t forth.

T h e  road, a fte r th e  tw o w ayfarers h ad  crossed 
from  the  P eninsu la  to  th e  m ainland, was no  o ther 
th a n  a  foot-path . I t  stragg led  onw ard in to  th e  m ys
te ry  o f th e  p rim eval forest. T h is  hem m ed it in so 
narrow ly, and  stood  so b lack  an d  dense on e ither side, 
an d  disclosed such im perfect glim pses of th e  sky  
above, th a t, to  H e s te r’s m ind, it  im aged  n o t am iss 
th e  m oral w ilderness in w hich she h ad  so long  been 
w andering. T h e  d ay  was chill and  som bre. O ver
head  w as a g ray  ex p an se  o f cloud, s ligh tly  stirred , 
however, by  a  b reeze ; so th a t  a  gleam  of flickering 
sunshine m igh t now  an d  th en  be seen a t  its so lita ry  
p lay  a long  th e  pa th . T h is  flitting  cheerfulness was 
alw ays a t  th e  fu rther e x tre m ity  o f  som e long  vista 
th ro u g h  th e  fo re s t T h e  sportive sun ligh t— feebly 
sportive, a t best, in th e  p red o m in an t pensiveness of 
th e  d ay  and  scene— w ithdrew  itself as th e y  cam e 
nigh, an d  left th e  spo ts  w here it h ad  danced the  
drearier, because th ey  h ad  hoped  to  find them  b r ig h t

“ M other,” said little  Pearl, “ th e  sunshine does not 
love you. I t  runs aw ay and  hides itself, because it is 
afraid  o f som eth ing  on your bosom . Now, see 1 T here  
i t  is, p lay ing  a  good w ay  off. S tan d  you here, an d  let 
m e run  and  catch  it. I am  b u t a child. I t  will no t 
flee from  m e— for I  w ear n o th in g  on m y bosom  y e t  1 ”
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“ N o r ever will, m y  child, I hope,” said H ester. 
“ A n d  w hy not, m o th e r? ” asked  Pearl, s topp ing  

short, ju s t  a t  th e  beg inn ing  of h er race. “ W ill no t it 
com e o f its ow n accord w hen I  am  a  w om an 
grown ? ”

“ R un  aw ay, child,” answ ered h e r m other, “ and  
catch  th e  su n sh in e ! I t  will soon be  gone.”

Pearl se t fo rth  a t  a  g re a t pace, and  as H este r 
sm iled to  perceive, d id  ac tu a lly  catch  th e  sunshine, 
and stood  laug h in g  in th e  m idst o f it, all b righ tened  
by  its sp lendour, and  sc in tilla ting  w ith th e  v ivacity  
excited  b y  rap id  m otion. T h e  lig h t lingered  abou t 
the  lonely child, as if  g lad  o f  such a p laym ate , un til 
her m o th er had  draw n alm ost n igh enough to  step  
into th e  m agic circle too.

“ I t  will go  now,” said Pearl, shak ing  h er head. 
“ S e e !"  answ ered H ester, sm ilin g ; “ now  I  can 

stre tch  ou t m y hand  an d  g rasp  som e o f it.”
A s she a ttem p ted  to  do so, th e  sunsh ine vanished ; 

or, to  ju d g e  from  th e  b rig h t expression th a t  was 
dancing  on P ea rl’s features, h er m o ther could have 
fancied th a t  th e  child  h ad  absorbed it in to  herself, and 
would give it  forth  again, w ith  a  g leam  ab o u t h er 
path , as th ey  should  p lunge  in to  som e gloom ier shade. 
T here  was no o th e r a ttrib u te  th a t  so m uch im pressed 
her w ith a  sense o f  new and  u n tran sm itted  v igour in 
Pearl’s natu re , as th is never-failing v ivacity  o f  sp ir i ts : 
she h ad  no t th e  disease of sadness, w hich alm ost a ll 
children, in th ese  la tte r  days, inherit, w ith  th e  scrofula, 
from th e  troubles o f th e ir  ancestors. P erhaps this, 
too, was a disease, and  b u t th e  reflex  o f th e  wild 
energy w ith w hich H e s te r  h ad  fought aga in st h er 
sorrows before P ea rl’s birth . I t  w as certa in ly  a
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doub tfu l charm , im p artin g  a  hard , m etallic  lu stre  to 
th e  ch ild’s character. S he  w an ted — w hat som e people  
w an t th ro u g h o u t life— a grief th a t  should  deep ly  
tou ch  her, and  th u s  hum anise and  m ake h e r capable  
o f  sym pathy . B u t th ere  was tim e  enough y e t for 
little  Pearl.

“ Com e, m y c h i ld ! ” said H ester, looking  abo u t 
h e r from th e  spo t w here Pearl h ad  stood  still in the  
sunshine— “ we will s it dow n a  little  w ay w ith in  the  
wood, and  rest ourselves.”

“ I am  no t aw eary, m other,” replied  th e  little  girl. 
" B u t  you m ay sit down, if you will te ll m e a  s to rj 
m eanw hile.”

“ A  story , child  ! ” said  H ester. “ A n d  abo u t 
w hat ? ”

“ O h, a  s to ry  ab o u t th e  B lack M an,” answ ered 
Pearl, tak in g  ho ld  of h e r m o th er’s gown, an d  looking 
up , h a lf  earnestly , h a lf  m ischievously, in to  h er face.

“ H ow  he  h au n ts  th is  forest, and  carries a book w ith 
h im — a big, heavy  book, w ith iron c lasp s; and  how 
th is  u g ly  B lack M an offers his book and  an  iron pen 
to  everybody  th a t  m eets him  here  am ong  th e  trees; 
an d  th ey  are to  w rite  th e ir  nam es w ith  th e ir  own 
b lo o d ; and  th en  he  sets his m ark  on the ir b o so m s! 
D id s t thou  ever m eet th e  B lack M an, m other ? ”

“ A n d  w ho to ld  you th is  story , Pearl,” asked  her 
m other, recognising  a  com m on superstition  o f the 
period.

“ I t  was th e  old dam e in th e  chim ney corner, a t 
th e  house w here you w atched la s t n ight,” said  the 
child. “ B ut she fancied m e asleep while she was 
ta lk in g  o f  it. S he  said th a t  a  thousand  and  a thou 
sa n d  peop le  had  m e t h im  here , an d  h ad  w ritten  in his
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book, an d  have his m ark  on them . A n d  th a t  ugly- 
tcm pered  lady, old M istress H ibbins, was one. A nd , 
m other, th e  old dam e said th a t  th is  scarle t le tte r was 
the B lack M an’s m ark  on thee, and  th a t  it glows like 
a red flam e w hen thou  m eetest him  a t  m idnight, here  
in th e  d a rk  wood. Is it  true, m o th er?  A n d  dost 
thou go to  m eet him  in the  n ig h t-tim e  ? ”

“ D id st thou  ever aw ake an d  find th y  m other 
gone ? ” asked  H ester.

“ N o t th a t  I  rem em ber,” said th e  child. “ I f  thou  
fearest to  leave m e in our cottage, thou  m igh test ta k e  
m e along  w ith  thee. I  w ould very  g lad ly  g o ! But, 
m other, tell m e n o w ! Is  th e re  such a  B lack M an ? 
A n d  d id st thou  ever m eet him  ? A n d  is th is his 
m ark  ? ”

“ W ilt thou  le t me be a t peace, if  I  once te ll th ee  ? ” 
asked her m other.

“ Yes, if thou te llest m e all,” answ ered Pearl.
“ O nce in m y  life I  m et the  B lack M a n ! ” said  her 

m other. “ T h is  scarle t le tte r is his m ark  ! ”
T h u s  conversing, th ey  en tered  sufficiently deep 

into the  wood to  secure them selves from th e  observa
tion o f  any  casual passenger a long  th e  forest track . 
H ere  th ey  sa t dow n on a  lu x u rian t heap  o f  m o ss ; 
which a t som e epoch o f  th e  p receding  cen tury , had  
been a  g igan tic  pine, w ith  its roo ts and  tru n k  in th e  
darksom e shade, and  its head  a lo ft in  the  u p p er a t 
m osphere. I t  was a little  dell w here th ey  had  seated  
them selves, w ith  a  leaf-strew n b an k  rising  g en tly  on 
either side, and  a b rook  flowing th ro u g h  th e  m idst, 
over a bed of fallen and  drow ned leaves. T h e  trees 
im pending over it  h ad  flung dow n g rea t branches 
from tim e to  tim e, which choked up  th e  cu rren t, and

Hm
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com pelled it  to  form  eddies an d  b lack  dep ths a t 
som e poin ts ; while, in its  sw ifter an d  livelier passages 
th e re  appeared  a  channel-w ay o f pebbles, an d  brow n, 
sp ark lin g  sand. L e ttin g  th e  eyes follow a long  the  
course o f  th e  stream , th ey  could catch  th e  reflected 
lig h t from  its w ater, a t som e sho rt d istance  w ithin 
th e  forest, b u t soon lost all traces o f it  am id  th e  be
w ilderm ent o f  tree -tru n k s and  underbush , and  here 
and  th ere  a huge rock covered over w ith g ray  lichens. 
A ll these  g ian t trees and  boulders o f g ran ite  seem ed 
in te n t on m aking  a m yste ry  o f th e  course o f this 
sm all b r o o k ; fearing, perhaps, th a t, w ith  its never- 
ceasing  loquacity , it should  w hisper ta les ou t o f the  
h e a r t o f  the  old forest w hence it flowed, or m irro r its 
revelations on the  sm ooth  surface of a pool. C on
tinually , indeed, as it s to le  onw ard, th e  stream le t kep t 
up  a babble, kind, quiet, soothing, b u t m elancholy, 
like th e  voice o f  a  y o u n g  child  th a t  was sp end ing  its 
infancy w ithout playfulness, and  knew  n o t how  to  be 
m erry  am ong  sad  acquain tance  and  events o f  som bre 
hue.

“ O h, b r o o k ! Oh, foolish an d  tiresom e little  
b rook  ! ” cried Pearl, a fter listen ing  aw hile to  its talk. 
“ W h y  a rt thou  so sad ? P luck  up a spirit, and  do not 
b e  all th e  tim e  sigh ing  an d  m u rm u rin g ! ”

B ut th e  brook, in th e  course o f its little  lifetim e 
am o n g  th e  forest trees, had  gone th ro u g h  so solem n 
an  experience th a t  it could n o t he lp  ta lk in g  about 
it, an d  seem ed to  have n o th in g  else to  say. Pearl 
resem bled th e  brook, inasm uch  as th e  cu rren t of 
h er life gushed from  a  w e ll-sp rin g  as m ysterious, 
an d  had  flowed th ro u g h  scenes shadow ed as heavily  
w ith  gloom . But, unlike the  little  stream , she
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danced and  spark led , and  p ra ttle d  a irily  a long  her 
course.

“ W h a t does th is  sad  little  b rook  say, m o th e r? ” 
inquired  she.

“ I f  thou  liad s t a  sorrow  o f th in e  own, th e  brook  
m igh t te ll thee of it,” answ ered h er m other, “ even 
as it  is te llin g  m e o f mine. B u t now, Pearl, I  hear 
a footstep a long  th e  p a th , and  th e  noise o f one 
p u ttin g  aside th e  branches. I w ould have thee  
b e tak e  th y se lf to  play, an d  leave m e to  sp eak  w ith 
him  th a t com es yonder.”

“ Is  it th e  B lack M an ? ” asked  Pearl.
“ W ilt thou  go an d  play, child  ? ” repea ted  her 

m other. “ B ut do  no t s tra y  far in to  th e  wood. A n d  
tak e  heed th a t  thou  com e a t  m y first call.”

“ Yes, m other,” answ ered Pearl. “ B ut if it be th e  
Black M an, w ilt thou  n o t le t m e s tay  a m om ent, and 
look a t him , w ith  his b ig  book under his arm  ? ”

“ Go, silly child  ! ” said  h er m other im patien tly . 
“ I t  is no B lack M a n ! T h o u  canst see him  now, 
th rough  th e  trees. I t  is th e  m in is te r ! ”

“ A n d  so it is ! ” said th e  child. “ A n d , m other, 
he has his h and  over his h e a r t ! Is  it  because, when 
the m in ister w rote his nam e in th e  book, th e  B lack 
M an set his m ark  in th a t  place ? B ut w hy does 
he no t w ear i t  ou tside his bosom , as thou  dost, 
m other ? ”

“ Go now, child, an d  thou  sh a lt tease  m e as thou  
wilt an o th e r tim e,” cried H este r P rynne. “ B ut do 
not s tray  far. K eep  w here thou  canst h ea r the  
babble o f  th e  brook.”

T h e  child w en t sing ing  aw ay, following u p  th e  
current of tire brook, and  striv ing  to  m ingle a  m ore
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lights©me cadence w ith  its m elancholy  voice. B ut 
th e  little  s tream  w ould n o t be com forted, an d  still 
k ep t te llin g  its un in te llig ib le  secret o f som e very  
m ournful m y ste ry  th a t  had  h ap p en ed — or m ak ing  a 
p rop h e tic  lam en ta tion  abou t som eth ing  th a t was ye t 
to  h ap p en — w ithin th e  verge o f th e  dism al forest. 
S o  Pearl, who h ad  enough o f shadow  in h er own 
little  life, chose to  b reak  off all acquain tance  w ith 
th is  rep in ing  brook. S he  se t herself, therefore, to  
g a th erin g  violets and  w ood-anem ones, and som e 
sca rle t colum bines th a t she found grow ing  in the  
crevice of a  h igh rock.

W hen  h e r elf-child h ad  departed , H e s te r  P rynne 
m ad e  a s tep  or tw o tow ards th e  track  th a t  led 
th ro u g h  th e  forest, b u t s till rem ained  u n d e r the 
deep  shadow  of th e  trees. S he beheld  th e  m in ister 
advancing  a long  th e  p a th  en tire ly  alone, an d  lean ing  
on a  s ta ff  w hich he  h ad  cu t by  th e  wayside. H e 
looked h ag g ard  and  feeble, and  b e tray ed  a nerve
less despondency  in h is air, w hich h ad  never so 
rem ark ab ly  characterised  h im  in his w alks abou t 
the  se ttlem ent, n o r in  an y  o th e r s itua tion  w here 
he  deem ed h im se lf liable to  notice. H e re  it  was 
w ofully  visible, in th is  in tense seclusion o f the 
forest, w hich o f itse lf w ould have  been a heavy 
tr ia l to  th e  spirits. T h e re  was a  listlessness in his 
ga it, as if he  saw  no  reason for tak in g  one step  
fu rther, no r felt an y  desire to  do so, b u t w ould have- 
been g lad , could he be g lad  o f  any th ing , to  fling 
h im se lf dow n a t th e  roo t o f th e  nearest tree, and 
lie th ere  passive for everm ore. T h e  leaves m igh t 
bestrew  him , and  th e  soil g rad u a lly  accum ulate  and 
form  a  little  hillock over his fram e, no m atte r
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w hether th ere  w ere life in it  o r no. D ea th  was too  
definite an ob ject to  be w ished for or avoided.

T o  H e s te r’s eye, th e  R everend  M r. D im m esdale  
ex h ib ited  no sym ptom  o f positive and  vivacious 
suffering, ex cep t th a t, as little  Pearl h ad  rem arked , 
he k ep t his h an d  over h is hea rt.



xvn.

SL O W L Y  as th e  m in ister w alked, he  had  alm ost 
gone by  before H e s te r  P ry n n e  could g a th e r 

voice enough to  a ttra c t h is observation. A t  leng th  
she succeeded.

“ A rth u r  D im m esdale  ! ” she said, fa in tly  a t  first, 
th en  louder, b u t hoarsely— “ A rth u r  D im m esdale  ! ”

“ W ho speaks ? ” answ ered th e  m inister.
G a th e rin g  h im self qu ick ly  up, he  stood m ore erect, 

like a  m an tak en  b y  surprise in a  m ood to  which 
h e  was re lu c tan t to  have w itnesses. T hrow ing  his 
eyes an x iously  in th e  d irection  o f th e  voice, he 
ind istinc tly  beheld  a form u n d er th e  trees, clad in 
ga rm en ts  so som bre, and  so little  relieved from  the  
g ra y  tw iligh t in to  w hich th e  clouded sky  and  the 
heavy  foliage h ad  darkened  th e  noontide, th a t  he 
knew  n o t w hether it  w ere a  w om an or a  shadow. 
I t  m ay  be th a t  his p a th w ay  th ro u g h  life was h aun ted  
th u s by  a spectre  th a t  had  sto len  o u t from  am ong 
h is thoughts.

H e  m ade a step  nigher, and  discovered th e  scarlet 
letter.

“ H este r ! H e s te r  P ry n n e  ! ” said  h e  ; “ is it thou ? 
A r t  thou  in life ? ”

“ E ven  so,” she answ ered. “ In  such life as has
2 2 3
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been m ine these  seven years p a s t!  A n d  thou , 
A rth u r  D im m esdale, d ost th o u  y e t l iv e ? ”

I t  was no w onder th a t th ey  thus questioned one 
ano ther’s actual and  bodily  existence, an d  even 
doubted  o f th e ir  own. S o  strangely  d id  th ey  m eet 
in th e  dim  wood th a t it was like th e  first encounter 
in th e  world beyond the  grave o f tw o sp irits  who 
had  been in tim ate ly  connected  in th e ir form er life, 
b u t now  stood  coldly shuddering  in m utual dread, 
as no t y e t fam iliar w ith  th e ir  s ta te , no r w onted to  
the  com panionship  o f disem bodied beings. E ach  a 
ghost, and  aw e-stricken a t th e  o ther ghost. T h ey  
were aw e-stricken likew ise a t  them selves, because 
the crisis flung back to  them  th e ir consciousness, 
and revealed to  each h e a r t its h is to ry  and  experience, 
as life never does, ex cep t a t  such breath less epochs. 
T h e  soul beheld  its features in the  m irror o f  the  
passing m om ent. I t  was w ith fear, and  trem ulously , 
and, as it were, by a  slow, re luctan t necessity, th a t  
A rth u r D im m esdale  p u t forth  his hand , chill as 
death, an d  touched th e  chill h and  o f H este r P rynne. 
T h e  grasp, cold as it  was, took  aw ay w hat was 
dreariest in th e  interview . T h ey  now  felt them selves, 
at least, in h ab itan ts  o f th e  sam e sphere.

W ith o u t a  w ord m ore sp o k en — neither he no r 
she assum ing th e  guidance, b u t w ith  an  unexpressed  
consent— th ey  g lided back in to  th e  shadow  o f th e  
woods w hence H este r  had  em erged, and  sa t dow n 
on the  heap  of m oss w here she and  Pearl had  before 
been sitting . W hen  th ey  found voice to  speak , it 
was a t first on ly  to  u tte r  rem arks and  inquiries such 
as an y  tw o acquain tances m igh t have m ade, abou t 
the g loom y sky, th e  th rea ten in g  storm , and , nex t,
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th e  h ea lth  o f  each. T h u s  th ey  w en t onw ard, no t 
boldly, b u t s tep  by  step , in to  th e  them es th a t  were 
b rood ing  deepest in th e ir  hearts. So long  estranged  
by  fate  and  circum stances, th ey  needed  som eth ing  
sligh t and  casual to  run  before an d  throw  open the  
doors o f  in tercourse, so th a t  th e ir  rea l th o u g h ts  m igh t 
be led across th e  th reshold .

A fte r  awhile, th e  m in ister fixed his eyes on H este r  
P ry n n e ’s.

“ H ester,” said  he, “ h as t th o u  found peace ? ”
S he sm iled drearily , looking  dow n upon  her 

bosom.
“ H a s t thou  ? ” she asked.
“ N one —  n o th ing  b u t d e s p a i r ! ” he answ ered. 

“ W h at else could  I look for, being w hat I  am , and  
lead ing  such a  life as m ine ? W ere  I  an  a th e is t—  
a m an devoid o f conscience— a w retch w ith  coarse 
and  b ru ta l in stinc ts  —  I  m ig h t have found peace 
long  ere now. N ay, I  never should  have lost i t!  
B ut, as m a tte rs  s tan d  w ith  m y soul, w hatever o f 
good capacity  th e re  o rig inally  w as in  me, a ll of 
G od’s gifts th a t  w ere th e  choicest have becom e th e  
m in isters o f sp iritua l to rm ent. H este r, I  am  m ost 
m ise ra b le ! ”

“ T h e  people reverence thee,” said  H ester. “A n d  
surely  thou  w orkest good am ong  them  1 D o th  th is 
b rin g  thee  no c o m fo r t? ”

“ M ore m isery, H e s te r !— only  th e  m ore m isery  1-  ̂
answ ered th e  c lergym an  w ith  a  b itte r  smile. “ A s 
concerns th e  good w hich I  m ay  ap p ear to  do, I 
have no fa ith  in  i t  I t  m ust needs be a  delusion. 
W h a t can  a  ru ined  soul like m ine effect tow ards 
th e  redem ption  o f o th e r souls?— or a  po llu ted  soul
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tow ards th e ir  purification ? A n d  as for th e  people’s 
reverence, w ould th a t  it were tu rn ed  to  scorn an d  
h a t r e d ! C an st thou  deem  it, H este r, a  consolation  
th a t  I  m ust s tan d  up in m y  pulp it, an d  m eet so 
m any  eyes tu rn ed  upw ard to  m y  face, as if th e  lig h t 
o f  heaven  w ere beam ing  from  i t !— m ust see m y  flock 
h u n g ry  for th e  tru th , an d  lis ten ing  to  m y w ords as 
if  a  tongue  of P entecost w ere speak ing  1— and  th en  
look inw ard, an d  discern th e  b lack  rea lity  o f w hat 
th ey  idolize ? I  have  laughed, in  b itte rness and  
ag o n y  o f heart, a t th e  co n trast betw een w h a t I  seem  
and  w hat I  am  1 A n d  S a tan  laughs a t  i t ! ”

“ Y ou w rong yo u rse lf in th is,” said  H e s te r  gen tly . 
“ Y ou have  deeply  an d  sorely  repented . Y our sin 
is left beh ind  you in th e  days long p a s t  Y our 
p resen t life is n o t less holy, in very  tru th , th an  it 
seem s in peop le’s eyes. Is  th ere  no  rea lity  in the  
penitence  thus sealed and  w itnessed b y  good w orks ? 
A n d  w herefore should  it n o t b rin g  you  peace ? ”

“ N o, H e s te r— n o ! ” replied  th e  clergym an. “ T h ere  
is no substance  in i t l  I t  is cold and  dead, and can 
do n o th ing  for m e 1 O f penance, I  have had  enough 1 
O f penitence, th ere  has been none! E lse, I should  
long  ago have th row n off these  garm en ts  o f  m ock 
holiness, and  have show n m yself to  m ank ind  as th ey  
will see m e a t  th e  ju d g m e n t-se a t H a p p y  are  you, 
H ester, th a t  w ear th e  scarle t le tte r  open ly  upon  your 
bosom  ! M ine burns in  s e c re t! T h o u  little  know est 
w hat a  relief it is, a fter th e  to rm en t o f a  seven y ea rs’ 
cheat, to  look in to  an  eye th a t  recognises m e for 
w hat I am  1 H a d  I  one friend— or w ere it  m y  w orst 
e n e m y !— to  whom , w hen sickened w ith  th e  praises 
of all o th e r m en, I  could da ily  b e tak e  myself, an d
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be know n as th e  v ilest o f all sinners, m eth inks m y  
soul m ig h t keep  itse lf alive thereby . E ven  thus m uch 
o f tru th  w ould save m e ! B u t now, it is all false
hood !— all em ptiness !— all d ea th  ! ”

H este r  P ry n n e  looked in to  h is face, b u t hesita ted  
to  speak. Y et, u tte rin g  his long-restrained  em otions 
so vehem en tly  as he did, his w ords here  offered h er 
the  very p o in t of c ircum stances in which to  in terpose 
w h a t she cam e to  say. S h e  conquered  h e r fears, and  
s p o k e :

“ Such a friend as thou  h as t even now  w ished for,” 
said she, “ w ith whom  to  w eep over th y  sin, thou  hast 
in me, th e  p a rtn e r o f  i t ! ” A g ain  she hesita ted , bu t 
b ro u g h t ou t th e  w ords w ith  an effort. “ T ho u  hast 
long  had  such an  enem y, and  dw ellest w ith him, 
u n d er th e  sam e ro o f!”

T h e  m in ister s ta rted  to  his feet, gasp ing  for breath , 
and  c lu tch ing  a t h is heart, as if  he  w ould have to rn  it 
ou t o f his bosom.

“ H a ! W h a t sayest thou ?" cried he. “ A n  e n e m y ! 
A n d  u n d er m ine own ro o f ! W h a t m ean you ? ”

H este r  P ry n n e  was now  fully  sensible o f th e  deep 
in ju ry  for which she was responsible to  th is un h ap p y  
m an, in perm ittin g  him  to  lie for so m any  years, or, 
indeed, for a  single m om ent, a t  th e  m ercy o f one 
w hose purposes could n o t be o th e r th an  m alevolent. 
T h e  very  contigu ity  o f  h is enem y, b eneath  w hatever 
m ask  the  la tte r  m ight conceal him self, was enough to., 
d istu rb  th e  m agnetic  sphere  o f a  being so sensitive as 
A rth u r  D im m esdale. T h ere  h ad  been a  period when 
H este r w as less alive to  th is c o n s id e ra tio n ; or, 
perhaps, in th e  m isan th ropy  o f h e r ow n trouble, she 
left th e  m in ister to  b ear w hat she m igh t p ic tu re  to
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herse lf as a  m ore to lerab le  doom . B ut of late, since 
the  n ig h t o f his vigil, all h er sym path ies tow ards him  
had been b o th  softened and  invigorated. S he  now  
read his h ea rt m ore accurately . S he doub ted  no t 
th a t th e  continual presence o f R oger C hillingw orth  
— th e  secret poison of his m alignity , infecting  all 
the  a ir  ab o u t h im — an d  his au thorised  in terference, 
as a physician, w ith  th e  m in iste r’s physical and  
sp iritual infirm ities —  th a t  these  bad  opportun ities 
had  been tu rn ed  to  a cruel purpose. B y m eans o f 
them , th e  sufferer’s conscience h ad  been k e p t in an 
irrita ted  s ta te , th e  tendency  of w hich was, n o t to  
cure by  w holesom e pain, bu t to  d isorganize and  
co rrup t his sp iritua l being. I ts  result, on earth , could 
h ard ly  fail to  be insan ity , an d  hereafter, th a t  e ternal 
alienation from  th e  G ood and  T rue , o f w hich m ad 
ness is perhaps th e  ea rth ly  type.

Such  was th e  ru in  to  w hich she had  b ro u g h t the  
m an, once— nay, w hy should we no t speak  it ?— still 
so passionately  loved 1 H este r  felt th a t th e  sacrifice 
o f th e  c lergym an’s good nam e, and  d ea th  itself, as 
she had  already  to ld  R o g er C hillingw orth, w ould 
have been infin itely  p referab le  to  the  a lte rn a tiv e  
w hich she h ad  tak en  upon herse lf to  choose. A n d  
now, ra th e r  th an  have had  th is grievous w rong to  
confess, she w ould g lad ly  have  laid  dow n on the  
forest leaves, an d  died there , a t  A r th u r  D im m esdale’s 
feet.

“ Oh, A r th u r  1 ” cried she, “ forgive m e ! In  all 
th ings else, I  have striven to  be tru e !  T ru th  w as 
the  one v irtue  which I  m igh t have held  fast, and  
did hold fast, th ro u g h  all e x tre m ity ; save w hen th y  
good— th y  life— th y  fam e— were p u t  in question  1
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T h en  I  consented  to  a  deception. B u t a lie is never 
good, even th o u g h  d ea th  th rea ten  on th e  o th e r s id e ! 
D o st thou  n o t see w hat I  w ould say  ? T h a t  old 
m an  !— the physician  !— he w hom  th e y  call R o g er 
C h illin g w o rth !— he was m y  husband  ! ”

T h e  m in iste r looked a t  h er for an  instan t, w ith  all 
th a t  violence o f  passion, w hich— in te rm ix ed  in m ore 
shapes th an  one w ith  his h igher, purer, softer qualities 
— was, in fact, th e  portion  o f  him  w hich th e  devil 
claim ed, and  th ro u g h  w hich he  soug h t to  w in th e  
rest. N ever w as th e re  a b lacker or a fiercer frown 
th an  H e s te r  now  encountered . F o r  th e  b rief space 
th a t  it  lasted , it was a  d a rk  transfiguration . B u t his 
character h ad  been so m uch enfeebled by  suffering, 
th a t  even its low er energies w ere incapab le  o f  m ore 
th an  a tem p o ra ry  strugg le . H e  sank  dow n on th e  
g round , and  buried  h is face in his hands.

“ I  m ig h t have  know n it,” m urm ured  he— “ I  did 
know  i t ! W as no t th e  secret to ld  me, in th e  n a tu ra l 
recoil o f  m y h e a r t a t th e  first s igh t of him , and  as 
often  as I  have seen h im  since ? W h y  did  I no t 
un d erstan d  ? Oh, H e s te r  P rynne, thou  little , little  
know est all th e  h o rro r o f  th is  th in g  1 A n d  the  
sham e !— th e  indelicacy !— th e  horrib le  ugliness of 
th is exposu re  o f  a  sick and  g u ilty  h ea rt to  th e  very 
eye th a t  w ould g lo a t over it  1 W om an , wom an, thou 
a r t  accoun tab le  for t h i s ! I  can n o t forgive th e e ! ” 

“ T h o u  sh a lt forgive m e !"  cried H ester, f lin g in g ' 
h erse lf on th e  fallen leaves beside him . “ L e t G od 
punish  ! T h o u  sh a lt forgive 1 ”

W ith  sudden  and  desp era te  tenderness she th rew  
h e r arm s a round  him , and  p ressed  h is head  ag a in st 
h e r bosom , little  caring  th ough  his cheek rested  on
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th e  scarle t letter. H e  w ould have released him self, 
b u t strove in vain to  do  so. H e s te r  would n o t se t 
him  free, lest he  should look h e r ste rn ly  in th e  face. 
A ll th e  world had  frow ned on her— for seven long 
years h ad  it frow ned upon th is lonely  w om an— and 
still she bore it all, no r ever once tu rn ed  aw ay h er 
firm, sad  eyes. H eaven , likewise, had  frow ned upon 
her, and she h ad  no t died. B u t th e  frown o f th is 
pale, weak, sinful, and  sorrow -stricken m an  was w hat 
H este r could n o t bear, and l iv e !

“ W ilt thou  y e t forgive m e ? ” she  repeated , over 
and  over again. “ W ilt thou  no t frown ? W ilt thou  
forgive ? ”

“ I  do  forgive you, H este r,” rep lied  th e  m in ister 
a t length, w ith  a  deep u tterance, o u t o f an  abyss of 
sadness, b u t no  anger. “ I  freely forgive you now. 
M ay G od forgive us both . W e are  no t, H este r, 
the  w orst sinners in th e  world. T h e re  is one w orse 
th an  even th e  po llu ted  p rie s t!  T h a t  old m an’s 
revenge has been b lacker th a n  m y sin. H e  has 
violated, in cold blood, th e  san c tity  o f a  hum an  
heart. T h o u  and  I , H ester, never d id  s o ! ”

“ N ever, n e v e r!"  w hispered she. “ W h a t we did 
had  a  consecration o f  its own. W e felt it s o ! W e 
said so to  each other. H a s t thou  fo rgo tten  it ?”

“ H ush , H e s te r ! ” said  A rth u r  D im m esdale, rising 
from  th e  ground. “ N o ; I have no t fo rgotten  ! ”

T h e y  sa t dow n again, side by  side, and  h an d  
clasped in hand , on th e  m ossy tru n k  o f  th e  fallen 
tree. L ife h ad  never b ro u g h t them  a  gloom ier h o u r; 
it was th e  p o in t w hither th e ir  pa th w ay  h ad  so long 
been tending , an d  dark en in g  ever, as it s to le  a long  
— and y e t it  unclosed a  charm  th a t m ade them  linger



236 TH E SCARLET LETTER

upon it, and  claim  another, and  ano ther, and, after 
all, an o th e r m om ent. T h e  forest was obscure around 
them , and  creaked  w ith  a  b last th a t  was passing  
th ro u g h  it. T h e  boughs were tossing  heavily  above 
th e ir  h e a d s ; w hile one  solem n old tree  groaned 
dolefully  to  another, as if  telling  th e  sad s to ry  o f 
th e  pair th a t  s a t  beneath , o r constra ined  to  forbode 
evil to  come.

A n d  y e t th e y  lingered. H ow  d reary  looked th e  
forest-track  th a t led backw ard  to  th e  se ttlem en t, 
w here H este r  P ry n n e  m ust tak e  up  again th e  burden  
o f h e r ignom iny, and  th e  m in ister th e  hollow  m ockery  
o f  his good n a m e ! So th e y  lingered an  in s tan t 
longer. N o golden  lig h t had  ever been so precious 
as the  gloom  o f th is d a rk  forest. H e re  seen on ly  by  
his eyes, th e  scarle t le tte r need n o t burn  in to  the 
bosom  of the  fallen w om an ! H ere  seen on ly  b y  her 
eyes, A r th u r  D im m esdale, false to  G od an d  m an, 
m ig h t be, for one m om ent t r u e !

H e  s ta rted  a t  a th o u g h t th a t  sudden ly  occurred 
to  him.

“ H ester,” cried he, “ here  is a  new h o rro r! R oger 
C hillingw orth  know s yo u r purpose to  reveal his tru e  
character. W ill he continue, then , to  keep  our secret ? 
W h a t will now  be th e  course o f  his revenge ? ”

“ T h e re  is a s tran g e  secrecy in his na tu re ,” replied 
H este r, th o u g h tfu lly ; “ and  it  has grow n upon him  
b y  th e  h idden  practices o f his revenge. I deem  it 
n o t likely  th a t  he w ill b e tray  th e  secret. H e  will 
doubtless seek o th e r m eans o f sa tia tin g  h is d a rk  
passion.”

“ A n d  I !— how  am  I to  live longer, b rea th in g  the 
sam e a ir w ith  th is  dead ly  enem y ? ” excla im ed  A rth u r
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D im m esdale, sh rink ing  w ith in  him self, and  pressing  
his hand  nervously  aga in st his h e a r t— a gestu re  th a t  
had  grow n invo lun tary  w ith him . “ T h in k  for me, 
H e s te r ! T h o u  a rt strong. R esolve for me 1 ”

“ T h o u  m ust dwell no longer w ith  th is m an,” said 
H ester, slow ly and  firmly. “ T h y  h e a r t m ust be  no 
longer u n d er his evil e y e ! ”

“ I t  w ere far w orse th an  d e a th !” rep lied  the  m inister. 
“ B u t how  to  avoid it  ? W h a t choice rem ains to  m e ? 
Shall I  lie dow n again  on these  w ithered  leaves, w here 
I  cast m yself w hen thou d id s t tell m e w hat he was ? 
M ust I  sink  down there, and  die a t  once ? ”

“ A la s ! w hat a  ru in  has befallen t h e e ! ” said  H ester, 
w ith th e  tea rs  gush ing  in to  h er eyes. “ W ilt th o u  die 
for very w eakness ? T h e re  is no o th e r c a u s e ! ”

“ T h e  ju d g m e n t o f  G od is on me,” answ ered th e  
conscience-stricken priest. “ I t  is too  m ig h ty  for m e 
to  stru g g le  w ith  1 ”

“ H eaven  w ould show  m ercy,” rejo ined H ester, 
“h ad st thou  b u t th e  s tre n g th  to  ta k e  ad van tage  of i t ” 

“ Be thou  s tro n g  for m e ! ” answ ered he. “ A dvise  
me w hat to  do.”

“ Is  th e  world, then , so narrow  ? ” exclaim ed 
H este r  P rynne, fix ing  h er deep eyes on th e  m in ister’s, 
and  instinctively  exercising  a  m agnetic  pow er over a 
sp irit so sh a tte red  and  subdued th a t it  could h a rd ly  
hold itse lf erect. “ D o th  th e  universe lie w ith in  th e  
com pass of y o n d er town, w hich on ly  a little  tim e  ago  
was b u t a  leaf-strew n desert, as lonely  as th is  around  
us ? W h ith e r leads y onder forest-track  ? B ackw ard 
to  th e  se ttlem en t, thou  say es t!  Y e s ; but, onw ard, 
to o ! D eeper it goes, and  deeper in to  th e  w ilderness, 
less p la in ly  to  be seen a t  every s t e p ; un til som e few
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m iles hence th e  yellow  leaves will show  no vestige of 
th e  w hite  m an ’s tread . T h e re  thou  a r t  f r e e ! So 
b rie f a jo u rn e y  w ould b ring  th ee  from  a  w orld w here 
thou h a s t been m ost w retched, to  one w here thou 
m ayest still be h ap p y  1 Is th ere  no t shade  enough in 
all th is boundless forest to  h ide th y  h ea rt from  the 
gaze o f R o g er C hillingw orth  ? ”

“ Yes, H e s te r ;  bu t only  u n d er th e  fallen le a v e s !” 
rep lied  the  m inister, w ith  a  sad  smile.

“ T h en  th e re  is the  broad  pa th w ay  o f th e  s e a ! ” 
continued  H ester. “ I t  b ro u g h t th ee  h ither. I f  thou  
so choose, it will b ea r th ee  back again. In  our na tive  
land, w hether in som e rem ote ru ra l village, or in vast 
L o n d o n — or, surely , in G erm any, in France, in p leasan t 
I ta ly — thou  w ouldst be beyond  his pow er and  know 
ledge ! A n d  w hat h as t thou  to  do w ith  all these  iron 
m en, and  th e ir opinions ? T h ey  have k e p t th y  b e tte r  
p a r t in bondage too  long  a lr e a d y ! ”

“ I t  canno t b e ! "  answ ered th e  m inister, listen ing  
as if  he  were called upon to  realise a dream . “ I  am 
pow erless to  go. W retched  and  sinful as I am , I 
have h ad  no o ther th o u g h t th an  to  d rag  on m y ea rth ly  
ex istence  in th e  sphere  w here P rovidence h a th  placed 
me. L o st as m y own soul is, I  would still do w hat I 
m ay  for o th e r hum an  s o u ls ! I  d are  no t qu it m y  post, 
th ough  an  unfaith fu l sentinel, w hose su re  rew ard is 
d ea th  and  dishonour, w hen his d reary  w atch shall 
com e to  an  end  ! ”

“ T h o u  a r t  crushed under th is seven years’ w eight 
o f  m isery,” rep lied  H este r, fervently  resolved to  buoy 
h im  up  w ith  h e r own energy. “ B u t thou  sh a lt leave 
it all beh ind  th e e ! I t  shall n o t cum ber th y  steps, as 
thou  tread es t a long  th e  fo re s t-p a th : n e ither shalt
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thou freight th e  ship w ith  it, if  thou  prefer to  cross 
the sea. L eave  th is  w reck and  ru in  here  w here it 
ha th  happened . M eddle no m ore w ith  i t ! Begin all 
anew ! H a s t thou  ex h au sted  possib ility  in th e  failure 
of this one tria l ? N o t s o ! T h e  fu ture is y e t full of 
trial and  success. T h ere  is happ iness to  be enjoyed ! 
T here  is good to  be d o n e ! E x c h a n g e  th is false life 
of th ine  for a  tru e  one. Be, if  th y  sp irit sum m on 
thee to  su c h 'a  mission, th e  teach er an d  apostle  o f  th e  
red men. O r, as is m ore th y  nature , be a  scholar and  
a sage am ong  th e  w isest and  th e  m ost renow ned o f 
the cu ltivated  world. P re a c h ! W r i te ! A c t ! D o 
anyth ing , save to  lie dow n and  d i e ! G ive up  th is  
nam e o f A rth u r  D im m esdale, and  m ake th y se lf 
another, and  a h igh  one, such as thou  canst w ear 
w ithout fear o r sham e. W hy shou ldst th o u  ta rry  so 
m uch as one o th e r day  in  th e  to rm en ts th a t  have so 
gnaw ed in to  th y  life ? th a t  have m ade thee  feeble to  
will and  to  do  ? th a t  will leave th ee  pow erless even to  
repen t ? U p , and  a w a y ! ”

"O h , H e s te r ! ” cried  A rth u r  D im m esdale, in 
whose eyes a  fitful light, k ind led  by her en thusiasm , 
flashed up  and  died away, “ thou  te lles t o f  runn ing  a 
race to  a m an whose knees are  to tte r in g  ben ea th  him  ! 
I m ust die h e r e ! T h e re  is no t th e  s tren g th  or courage 
left m e to  ven tu re  in to  the  wide, s trange, difficult 
world a lo n e !”

I t  was th e  last expression o f  th e  despondency  o f a 
broken spirit. H e  lacked energy  to  g rasp  th e  b e tte r 
fortune th a t  seem ed w ithin his reach.

H e  repea ted  th e  w ord— “ A lone, H e s te r  !”
“ T hou  shall n o t go  alone I ” answ ered she, in a  

deep whisper. T hen , all was spoken  1



X V I I I .

A FLOOD OF SUNSHINE 

R T H U R  D IM M E S D A L E  gazed in to  H e s te r’s
face w ith a look in w hich hope and  jo y  shone 

out, indeed, b u t w ith fear b e tw ix t them , and  a k ind  of 
h o rro r a t h er boldness, w ho h ad  spoken  w hat he 
vaguely  h in ted  at, b u t dared  no t speak.

B ut H este r P rynne, w ith a  m ind o f native courage 
an d  activ ity , an d  for so long  a  period n o t m erely  es
tranged , b u t outlaw ed from  society, had  h ab itu a ted  
herse lf to  such la titu d e  o f speculation as was a lto 
g e th e r foreign to  the  clergym an. S he  had  w andered, 
w ithou t ru le or guidance, in a  m oral w ilderness, as 
vast, as in tricate , and  shadow y as th e  un tam ed  forest, 
am id  th e  gloom  o f which th ey  w ere now hold ing  a 
colloquy th a t  was to  decide th e ir  fate. H e r in tellect 
and  h ea rt h ad  the ir hom e, as it  were, in desert places, 
w here she roam ed as freely as th e  w ild In d ian  in his 
woods. F o r years p a s t she h ad  looked from  • this 
estranged  p o in t of view  a t  hum an  institu tions, and  
w hatever priests  o r legislators had  e s ta b lish e d ; criti
cising all w ith  h a rd ly  m ore reverence th an  th e  Indian^ 
would feel for th e  clerical band, th e  jud ic ia l robe, the 
pillory, th e  gallows, th e  fireside, o r th e  church. T he 
tendency  o f  h er fate an d  fortunes h ad  been to  se t her 
free. T h e  scarle t le tte r  w as h er p assp o rt in to  regions
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where o th e r w om en dared no t tread . Sham e, D espair, 
S o litu d e ! T h ese  had  been h er teachers— stern  and 
wild ones— and  th e y  h ad  m ade h e r  strong , b u t tau g h t 
h er m uch amiss.

T h e  m inister, on th e  o th e r hand , had  never gone 
th ro u g h  an experience calcu la ted  to  lead him  beyond 
the  scope o f  genera lly  received la w s ; a lthough, in a 
single instance, he had so fearfully transgressed  one of 
the  m ost sacred  o f  them . B ut th is had  been a  sin of 
passion, n o t o f  principle, nor even purpose. Since 
th a t w retched  epoch, he  had  w atched w ith m orbid  
zeal and  m inuteness, no t his ac ts— for those it  was easy 
to  arrange— b u t each b rea th  o f  em otion, and  his every 
thought. A t  th e  head  o f th e  social system , as the  
clergym en of th a t  d ay  stood, he was only  th e  m ore 
tram m elled  by  its regulations, its  principles, an d  even 
its prejudices. A s  a priest, th e  fram ew ork o f his 
o rder inev itab ly  hem m ed him  in. A s a  m an who h ad  
once sinned, b u t w ho k e p t his conscience all alive and  
painfully  sensitive  by  th e  fre ttin g  o f  an unhealed  
wound, he m igh t have been supposed safer w ith in  
the  line o f v irtue  th an  if  he had  never sinned a t 
all.

T h u s  we seem  to  see th a t, as regarded  H este r 
P rynne, th e  w hole seven years o f  outlaw  and ignom iny  
had been little  o ther th an  a p rep ara tio n  for th is very 
hour. B u t A rth u r  D im m e sd a le ! W ere such a  m an 
once m ore to  fall, w hat p lea could be urged  in e x 
tenuation  o f  his crim e ? N o n e ; unless it  avail him  
som ew hat th a t he  w as broken  dow n by  long and  e x 
quisite su ffe rin g ; th a t  h is m ind was darkened  and 
confused by  th e  very  rem orse which harrow ed i t ; tha t, 
betw een fleeing as an  avow ed crim inal, an d  rem aining
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as a  hypocrite, conscience m igh t find it  hard  to  strike  
th e  b a la n c e ; th a t  it  was hum an  to  avoid th e  peril o f 
d eath  and  infam y, and  the  inscru tab le  m achinations 
of an e n e m y ; th a t, finally, to  th is  poor pilgrim , on his 
d reary  and  desert path , faint, sick, m iserable, there  
appeared  a  glim pse o f  hum an affection and  sym pathy , 
a  new life, and  a true  one, in exchange for th e  heavy 
doom  w hich he was now  exp iating . A n d  be the  
stern  and  sad tru th  spoken, th a t th e  breach which 
gu ilt has once m ade into th e  hum an  soul is never, in 
th is m ortal state, repaired. I t  m ay be w atched  and  
guarded , so th a t  th e  enem y shall no t force his way 
again in to  th e  citadel, and  m igh t even in his subse
q uen t assaults, select som e o ther avenue, in preference 
to  th a t  w here he had  form erly succeeded. B u t th ere  
is still th e  ruined wall, and n ear it the  s tea lth y  tread  
o f  th e  foe th a t w ould win over again  h is unforgotten  
trium ph.

T h e  struggle , if  th e re  w ere one, need no t be 
described. L e t it suffice th a t the  clergym an resolved 
to  flee, and  n o t alone.

“ If, in all these  p a s t seven years," th o u g h t he, “ I 
could recall one in stan t of peacf o r hope, I would 
y e t endure, for th e  sake  o f  th a t  earnest o f H eaven’s 
m ercy. B u t now — since I  am  irrevocably  doom ed 
— w herefore should I  n o t sn a tch  th e  solace allowed 
to  th e  condem ned cu lp rit before his execution  ? Or, 
if  th is be th e  p a th  to  a  b e tte r  life, as H este r would 
persuade me, I  surely  give up  no fairer p rospect by'' 
pursu ing  i t ! N eith er can  I  any  longer live w ithout 
h e r co m p an io n sh ip ; so pow erful is she to  su sta in — 
so ten d er to  soo the! O T ho u  to  whom  I dare  no t 
lift m ine eyes, w ilt T hou  y e t pardon  me ? ”
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“ T ho u  w ilt g o !" said  H este r  calm ly, as he m et 
h er glance.

T h e  decision once m ade, a  glow  o f s tran g e  en joy
m en t th rew  its flickering brigh tness over th e  troub le  
o f his breast. I t  was th e  ex h ila ra tin g  effect— upon 
a prisoner ju s t  escaped from  th e  dungeon  o f his 
own h ea rt— of b rea th in g  th e  wild, free a tm osphere  
o f  an  unredeem ed, unchristianized, law less region. 
H is sp irit rose, as i t  were, w ith a  bound, and  a tta in ed  
a nearer p rospect of th e  sky, th an  th ro u g h o u t all 
the  m isery  w hich had  k ep t h im  grovelling  on the  
earth . O f a  deeply  religious tem peram ent, th ere  was 
inev itab ly  a  tinge  o f th e  devotional in his mood.

“ D o I  feel jo y  a g a in ? ” cried he, w ondering  a t 
him self. “ M eth o u g h t th e  germ  of it was dead in 
m e ! Oh, H ester,- thou  a r t  m y b e tte r  a n g e l ! I  
seem  to  have flung m yself—sick, sin-stained, and  
so rrow -b lackened— dow n upon these  forest leaves, 
and  to  have risen- up  all m ade anew, and  w ith  new  
pow ers to  g lorify  H im  th a t h a th  been m e rc ifu l! 
T h is is a lread y  th e  b e tte r  l i fe ! W h y  did  we no t 
find it sooner ? ”

“ L e t us n o t lo ck  back,” answ ered H este r  P rynne. 
“ T h e  p as t is g o n e ! W herefore should  we linger 
upon it now  ? S e e ! W ith  this sym bol I  undo  it  
all, and  m ake it  as if  it had  never b e e n ! ”

So speaking , she undid  th e  clasp th a t  fastened the  
scarle t le tter, and, ta k in g  it  from h e r bosom , th rew  
it to  a  d istance am ong  th e  w ithered leaves. T h e  
m ystic tok en  a ligh ted  on the  h ith e r verge o f the  
stream . W ith  a h a n d ’s - b read th  fu rther flight, it 
would have fallen in to  th e  water, and  have given 
the  little  b rook  an o th e r woe to  carry  onw ard, besides
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th e  unin tellig ib le  ta le  w hich it still k ep t m urm uring  
about. B u t th ere  lay the em broidered le tter, g litte r
ing  like a  lost jew el, w hich som e ill-fated w anderer 
m igh t p ick  up, and  thenceforth  be h au n ted  by  
s tran g e  p h an tom s o f gu ilt, sink ings o f th e  heart, 
and  unaccoun tab le  m isfortune.

T h e  stigm a gone, H e s te r  heaved a  long, deep sigh, 
in w hich th e  b u rden  of sham e an d  angu ish  departed  
from  her sp irit. O ex q u isite  re lief! S he had  no t 
know n th e  w eight un til she felt th e  f reed o m ! By 
an o th e r im pulse, she took off th e  form al cap th a t 
confined h er hair, and  dow n it fell upon h er shoulders, 
d a rk  and  rich, w ith  a t  once a  shadow  an d  a  ligh t in 
its abundance, and  im parting  th e  charm  o f softness 
to  h er features. T h ere  p layed  a round  h er m outh , 
and  beam ed ou t o f her eyes, a ra d ia n t and  tender 
smile, th a t  seem ed gush ing  from  th e  very  h ea rt o f 
w om anhood. A  crim son flush was glow ing on her 
cheek, th a t  h ad  been long  so pale. H e r sex, her 
youth , and  th e  w hole richness of h er beau ty , cam e 
back  from w hat m en call th e  irrevocable past, and  
clustered  them selves w ith h e r m aiden  hope, and  a 
happ iness before unknow n, w ithin th e  m agic circle 
o f th is hour. A nd , as if th e  gloom  o f th e  earth  and  
sky  h ad  been b u t th e  effluence o f these  tw o m ortal 
hearts, it vanished w ith  th e ir  sorrow. A ll a t  once, 
as w ith  a  sudden  sm ile o f heaven, forth  b u rs t the  
sunshine, pouring  a  very  flood in to  th e  obscure 
forest, g ladden ing  each green leaf, tran sm u tin g  the  
yellow  fallen ones to  gold, and  g leam ing  adow n the 
g ray  tru n k s o f  th e  solem n trees. T h e  objects th a t 
had  m ade a  shadow  h itherto , em bodied the  b righ tness 
now. T h e  course o f  th e  little  b rook  m igh t be traced
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b y  its  m erry  gleam  afar in to  th e  w ood’s h e a r t of 
m ystery , w hich had  becom e a m ystery  of joy.

Such was the  sy m p a th y  of N a tu re — th a t wild, 
h eathen  N a tu re  o f  th e  forest, never sub jugated  by  
hum an  law, nor illum ined by  h igher tru th — w ith  the  
bliss o f  these tw o s p ir i ts ! Love, w hether new ly-born, 
or aroused from  a  death -like  slum ber, m ust alw ays 
create  a  sunshine, filling th e  h ea rt so full o f radiance, 
th a t it  overflows upon th e  ou tw ard  world. H ad  
th e  forest s till k ep t its gloom , it  would have been 
b rig h t in H e s te r’s eyes, and  b rig h t in A rth u r  
D im m esdale’s !

H este r  looked a t  him  w ith a th rill o f an o th e r joy. 
“ T ho u  m ust know  P e a r l ! ” said she. “ O ur little  

P e a r l! T h o u  h ast seen her— yes, I  know  i t !— but 
thou w ilt see h er now  w ith o th e r eyes. S he  is a 
strange  child ! I  h a rd ly  com prehend  h e r ! B u t thou 
w ilt love h er dearly , as I do, and  w ilt advise m e how 
to deal w ith  her ! ”

“ D ost thou  th in k  th e  child will be g lad  to  know  
me ? ” asked  the  m inister, som ew hat uneasily. “ I 
have long sh ru n k  from  children, because th e y  often 
show a d is tru st— a backw ardness to  be fam iliar w ith 
me. I  have even been afraid of little  P e a r l ! ”

“ A h, th a t  w as s a d ! ” answ ered the  m other. “ B ut 
she will love thee  dearly , and  thou  her. S he is no t 
far off. I  will call her. P e a r l ! P e a r l ! ”

“ I see th e  child,” observed th e  m inister. “ Y onder 
she is, s tan d in g  in a s treak  o f  sunshine, a  good way 
off, on the  o ther side of th e  brook. So thou th inkest 
the  child will love m e ? ”

H este r  sm iled, and  again  called  to  Pearl, w ho was 
visible a t  som e distance, as the  m in ister h ad  described
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her, like a  b righ t-appare lled  vision in a  sunbeam , 
w hich fell dow n upon h er th rough  an arch  of boughs. 
T h e  ray  quivered to  and  fro, m ak ing  h er figure dim  
o r d istinc t— now  like a  real child, now  like a child’s 
sp irit— as the  sp lendour w en t and cam e again. She 
h eard  h e r m o ther’s voice, and  approached  slow ly 
th ro u g h  th e  forest.

P earl h ad  n o t found th e  h o u r pass w earisom ely 
w hile h e r m other sa t ta lk in g  w ith th e  clergym an. 
T h e  g rea t b lack  forest— stern  as it show ed itse lf to  
those w ho b ro u g h t th e  gu ilt and  troub les of th e  world 
in to  its bosom — becam e th e  p lay m ate  o f th e  lonely 
infant, as well as it knew  how. Som bre as it  was, 
it  pu t on th e  k indest o f its m oods to  w elcom e her. 
I t  offered h er th e  partridge-berries, th e  grow th o f 
th e  preceding  au tum n, b u t ripen ing  on ly  in the  
spring, and now red  as drops of blood upon th e  
w ithered leaves. T h ese  P earl ga thered , and  was 
pleased w ith th e ir  wild flavour. T h e  sm all denizens 
o f  th e  w ilderness hard ly  took  pains to  m ove ou t 
o f h er path . A  partridge, indeed, w ith a brood o f 
ten  behind her, ran  forw ard th rea ten ing ly , b u t soon 
repen ted  o f h er fierceness, an d  clucked to  h er young  
ones no t to  be afraid. A  pigeon, alone on a  low 
branch , allowed Pearl to  com e beneath , and  u ttered  
a  sound as m uch o f g ree ting  as alarm . A  squirrel, 
from  th e  lofty  d ep ths o f  his dom estic tree, chattered  
e ith er in anger or m errim ent— for the  squirrel is such 
a  choleric and  hum orous little  personage, th a t  it  is 
h a rd  to  d istinguish  betw een his m oods— so he c h a t
te red  a t  th e  child, and  flung dow n a  n u t upon h er 
head. I t  was a la s t y ear’s nu t, and  a lready  gnaw ed 
by  his sharp  too th . A  fox, s ta rtled  from  his sleep
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by her ligh t foo tstep  on th e  leaves, looked inquisi
tively  a t Pearl, as d o u b tin g  w hether it were b e tte r  
to  steal off, o r renew  his nap  on th e  sam e spot. A  
wolf, it is sa id— b u t here  th e  ta le  has surely  lapsed 
in to  th e  im probable— cam e up  and  sm elt o f Pearl’s 
robe, and  offered his savage head  to  be p a tte d  by 
her hand. T h e  tru th  seem s to  be, however, th a t the  
m o th e r-fo re s t, an d  these  wild th ings w hich it 
nourished, all recognised a  k indred  w ilderness in 
th e  hum an  child.

A n d  she was g en tle r here  th an  in th e  grassy- 
m argined stree ts  o f th e  settlem ent, o r in h er m other’s 
cottage. T h e  flowers appeared  to  know  it, an d  one 
and an o th er w hispered as she passed, “ A d o rn  th y se lf 
w ith me, thou  beautifu l child, adorn  th y se lf w ith 
me 1 ” —  and, to  please them , Pearl ga thered  the  
violets, and  anem ones, an d  colum bines, and som e 
tw igs o f  th e  freshest green, w hich th e  old trees held  
dow n before her eyes. W ith  these  she decora ted  
her ha ir and  h e r young  w aist, and  becam e a nym ph- 
child, or an  in fan t d ryad , or w hatever else w as in 
closest sy m p a th y  w ith th e  an tique  wood. In  such 
guise had  Pearl ado rned  herself, w hen she h ea rd  h er 
m other’s voice, and  cam e slow ly back.

S low ly—for she saw  th e  clergym an.
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H O U  w ill love h er dearly ,” repeated  H este r
P rynne, as she and  th e  m in ister sa t w atch ing  

little  Pearl. “ D ost thou  no t th in k  h er beautifu l ? 
A n d  see w ith w hat n a tu ra l skill she has m ade those 
sim ple flowers ado rn  h e r ! H ad  she ga thered  pearls, 
an d  diam onds, and  rubies in th e  wood, th ey  could 
no t have becom e h er b e tte r  1 S he is a sp lendid  
child ! B u t I  know  w hose brow  she has ! ”

“ D o st thou  know, H este r,” said  A rth u r  D im m es- 
dale, w ith  an  unqu ie t sm ile, “ th a t th is  dear child, 
tr ip p in g  ab o u t alw ays a t  th y  side, h a th  caused me 
m an y  an  a larm  ? M ethough t— oh, H ester, w hat a 
th o u g h t is th a t, and  how  terrib le  to  d read  i t !— th a t 
m y  own features were p a r tly  repeated  in h e r face, 
an d  so strik in g ly  th a t  th e  world m igh t see them  I 
B u t she is m ostly  th in e ! ”

“ N o, n o ! N o t m o s tly ! ” answ ered th e  m other, 
w ith  a ten d e r sm ile. “ A  little  longer, and  thou 
needest n o t to  be  afraid  to  trace  whose child  she is. 
B u t how  strange ly  beautifu l she looks w ith  those  wild 
flowers in h er h a ir !  I t  is as if one o f the  fairies, 
w hom  we left in dear old E n g land , h ad  decked her 
o u t to  m eet us.”

I t  was w ith  a feeling w hich n e ither o f  th em  had
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ever before experienced, th a t  th ey  sa t and  w atched 
Pearl’s slow  advance. In  h e r w as visible the  tie  th a t 
un ited  them . S he had  been offered to  th é  world, 
these seven p ast years, as th e  living hieroglyphic, 
in w hich was revealed the  secret th ey  so • dark ly  
sough t to  h ide —  all w ritten  in  th is  sym bol —  all 
p lain ly  m anifest —  had  th e re  been a  p ro p h e t or 
m agician skilled to  read th e  character o f flam e ! 
A n d  Pearl was th e  oneness o f th e ir being. Be the  
foregone evil w hat it  m ight, how  could th e y  do u b t 
th a t th e ir ea rth ly  lives and  future destin ies were 
conjoined w hen th ey  beheld a t once th e  m ateria l 
union, and  th e  sp iritua l idea, in whom  th e y  m et, 
and were to  dw ell im m orta lly  to g e th e r ; th o u g h ts  
like these— and perhaps o th e r thoughts, w hich th e y  
did n o t acknow ledge or define— threw  an awe about 
the  child as she cam e onw ard.

“ L e t  h er see n o th in g  strange— no passion or 
eagerness— in th y  w ay o f accosting  her,” w hispered 
H ester. “ O ur Pearl is a fitful and fan tastic  little  
elf som etim es. E spec ia lly  she is genera lly  in to le ran t 
o f em otion, w hen  she does no t fully com prehend 
the  w hy and  w herefore. B u t th e  child h a th  s trong  
affections ! S he  loves me, and  will love thee  ! ”

“ T ho u  canst no t th ink ,” said  th e  m inister, g lancing  
aside a t  H este r  P rynne, “ how  m y h e a rt d reads this 
interview , an d  y earn s  for it  ! B ut, in tru th , as I 
already  to ld  thee, ch ild ren  are  n o t read ily  won to  be 
fam iliar w ith me. T h e y  will no t clim b m y knee, nor 
p ra ttle  in m y  ear, nor answ er to  m y smile, b u t s tan d  
apart, and  eye m e strangely . E v en  little  babes, w hen 
I  tak e  th em  in m y  arm s, weep b itterly . Y e t Pearl, 
tw ice in h e r little  lifetim e, h a th  been k ind  to  m e!
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T h e  first tim e— thou  know est it  w e ll! T h e  la s t was 
w hen thou  ledst h er w ith  th ee  to  th e  house o f yonder 
ste rn  old G overnor.”

“ A n d  thou  d id st p lead  so b ravely  in h e r b eha lf 
an d  m ine 1 ” answ ered th e  m other. “ I  rem em ber 
i t ; and  so shall little  Pearl. F e a r noth ing . She 
m ay  be s tran g e  an d  shy  a t  first, b u t w ill soon learn  
to  love th e e ! ”

B y  th is tim e Pearl h ad  reached th e  m argin  o f the  
brook , and  stood  on th e  fu rther side, gazing  silen tly  
a t  H e s te r  and  th e  clergym an, who still sa t to g e th er 
on th e  m ossy tre e -tru n k  w aiting  to  receive her. 
J u s t  w here she h ad  paused, th e  b rook  chanced to  
form  a  pool so sm oo th  and  qu ie t th a t  it  reflected a 
perfect im age of h e r little  figure, w ith  a ll th e  b rillian t 
p icturesqueness o f h er beauty , in its ad o rn m en t of 
flowers and  w reathed  foliage, b u t m ore refined and  
sp iritualized  th a n  the  reality . T h is  im age, so nearly  
iden tical w ith th e  living Pearl, seem ed to  com m uni
ca te  som ew hat o f  its ow n shadow y an d  in tang ib le  
q u a lity  to  th e  child  herself. I t  w as strange, th e  way 
in w hich P earl stood, looking  so s tead fastly  a t them  
th ro u g h  th e  dim  m edium  of th e  forest gloom , herself, 
m eanw hile, all glorified w ith  a  ray  o f sunshine, th a t 
w as a ttra c te d  th itherw ard  as b y  a  certain  sym pathy . 
In  th e  brook  ben ea th  stood  an o th e r child— another 
an d  th e  sam e— w ith likew ise its ray  o f go lden  light. 
H e s te r  felt herself, in som e in d istinc t and  tan ta liz ing  
m anner, estranged  from P earl, as if th e  child , in 
h e r lonely  ram ble  th ro u g h  th e  forest, h ad  strayed  
o u t o f th e  sphere  in  w hich she and  h e r m other 
dw elt together, and  was now v a in ly  seek ing  to  re tu rn  
to  i t
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T h ere  w ere bo th  tru th  and error in  th e  im pression ; 
th e  child an d  m other w ere estranged , b u t th ro u g h  
H este r’s fault, no t P earl’s. S ince the  la tte r ram bled  
from her side, ano ther inm ate  had  been adm itted  
w ithin the  circle o f  the  m other’s feelings, and so 
m odified th e  aspect o f them  all, th a t Pearl, the 
re tu rn ing  w anderer, could no t find her w onted place, 
and hard ly  knew  w here she was.

“ I  have a strange  fancy,” observed th e  sensitive 
m inister, “ th a t  th is brook is the  boundary  betw een 
two worlds, and  th a t  thou  canst never m eet th y  
Pearl again. O r is she an  elfish spirit, who, as 
the legends o f our childhood ta u g h t us, is forbidden 
to cross a runn ing  stream  ? P ray  hasten  her, for 
this delay  has a lready  im parted  a  trem or to  m y 
nerves.”

“ Come, dearest c h i ld !” said H este r  encouragingly, 
and stre tch in g  o u t b o th  her arm s. “ H ow  slow thou 
a r t ! W hen h ast thou  been so sluggish  before now ? 
H ere  is a friend o f m ine, who m ust be th y  friend also. 
T ho u  w ilt have tw ice as m uch love henceforw ard as 
th y  m o th er alone could give thee 1 L eap  across the  
brook and  com e to  us. T h o u  canst leap  like a  young 
d e e r ! ”

Pearl, w ithou t respond ing  in any  m anner to  these 
honey-sw eet expressions, rem ained  on the  o ther side 
of the  brook. N ow  she fixed h e r b rig h t w ild eyes on 
her m other, now  on the  m inister, and  now  included 
them  bo th  in the  sam e glance, as if  to  d e tec t and  
explain  to  herse lf th e  relation  which th ey  bore to  one 
another. F o r som e unaccountab le  reason, as A rth u r  
D im m esdale felt the  child’s eyes upon him self, his 
hand— w ith th a t  gestu re  so hab itua l as to  have
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becom e invo lun tary— sto le  over h is heart. A t  length , 
assum ing  a  singu lar a ir o f au tho rity , Pearl s tre tched  
o u t h e r hand, w ith  th e  sm all forefinger ex tended , and 
p o in tin g  ev iden tly  tow ards h er m o th er’s breast. A n d  
beneath , in th e  m irror of the  brook, th ere  was th e  
flow er-girdled and  sunny  im age of little  Pearl, p o in t
ing  h er sm all forefinger too.

“ T ho u  s tran g e  c h ild ! w hy dost thou  n o t com e to  
m e ? ” exclaim ed H ester.

P earl s till po in ted  w ith h e r forefinger, and  a frown 
g a th ered  011 her brow — th e  m ore im pressive from  th e  
childish, th e  a lm ost baby-like aspec t o f th e  features 
th a t  conveyed it. A s h e r m o th er still k e p t beckoning 
to  her, and  a rray in g  h er face in a ho liday  su it of 
unaccustom ed sm iles, th e  child  s tam ped  h e r foot 
w ith  a  y e t m ore im perious look an d  gesture. In  
th e  brook, again , was th e  fan tastic  b eau ty  o f  the  
im age, w ith  its  reflected frown, its po in ted  finger, 
and  im perious gesture , g iv ing  em phasis to  th e  aspect 
o f little  Pearl.

“ H asten , Pearl, o r I  shall be ang ry  w ith  th e e ! ” 
cried H e s te r  P rynne, who, how ever, inured  to  such 
behav iour on th e  elf-child’s p a r t a t  o th e r seasons, 
was n a tu ra lly  anx ious for a m ore  seem ly d ep o rtm en t 
now. “ L eap  across th e  brook, n au g h ty  child, and  
run  h i th e r ! E lse  I  m ust com e to  th e e ! ”

B u t P earl, n o t a  w hit s ta r tled  a t  h e r m o th er’s 
th rea ts  an y  m ore th an  m ollified by  h er entreaties, 
now  sudden ly  b u rs t in to  a  fit o f passion, gesticu lating  
v io lently , and  th row ing  h er sm all figure in to  th e  m ost 
e x tra v a g a n t contortions. S he  accom panied th is wild 
o u tb reak  w ith  p iercing  shrieks, w hich th e  woods 
reverberated  on all sides, so th a t, alone as she was
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in h e r childish and  unreasonab le  w rath, it  seem ed 
as if a h idden  m u ltitu d e  w ere lending  h e r th e ir 
sy m p ath y  and  encouragem ent. Seen in th e  brook 
once m ore was th e  shadow y w ra th  o f  P ea rl’s im age, 
crow ned and  g ird led  w ith  flowers, b u t s tam p in g  its 
foot, w ildly gesticu lating , and, in th e  m idst o f  all, still 
po in ting  its sm all forefinger a t  H este r’s bosom.

“ I  see w hat ails th e  child ,” w hispered P lester to  
th e  clergym an, and  tu rn in g  pa le  in sp ite  o f a s trong  
effort to  conceal h e r troub le  and  annoyance. 
“ C hildren will no t ab ide any, th e  sligh test, change 
in th e  accustom ed aspect o f th ings th a t  are  da ily  
before th e ir eyes. Pearl m isses som eth ing  th a t  she 
has alw ays seen m e w e a r ! ”

“ I  p ray  you,” answ ered th e  m inister, “ if thou  h ast 
any  m eans of pacifying th e  child, do it  fo r th w ith ! 
Save it w ere th e  cankered  w rath  o f an old w itch 
like M istress H ibb ins,” added  he, a ttem p tin g  to  
smile, “ I  know  n o th in g  th a t i would no t sooner 
encoun ter th an  th is passion in a  child. In  Pearl’s 
young beau ty , as in  th e  w rinkled witch, it  has a  
p re te rn a tu ra l effect. Pacify h er if  thou  lovest 
m e ! ”

H este r  tu rn ed  again tow ards Pearl w ith a  crim son 
blush upon  h e r cheek, a  conscious g lance aside a t th e  
clergym an, and  then  a heavy sigh, while, even before 
she had  tim e  to  speak, th e  b lush  y ielded to  a  dead ly  
pallor.

“ Pearl," said  she sadly, “ look dow n a t th y  f e e t! 
T h e re !— before th e e !— on th e  h ith e r side o f  th e  
b ro o k ! ”

T h e  child tu rn ed  h e r eyes to  th e  p o in t indicated , 
and th e re  lay  th e  scarle t le tte r so close upon th e



254 TH E SCARLET LETTER

m arg in  o f  th e  stream  th a t  th e  gold em broidery  was 
reflected  in it.

“ B ring  it h i th e r ! ” said  H ester.
“ C om e thou  an d  tak e  it  up  ! ” answ ered Pearl.
“ W as ever such a child ! ” observed H este r aside 

to  th e  m inister. “ O h, I  have m uch to  te ll th ee  ab o u t 
h e r ! B ut, in very  tru th , she is rig h t as regards th is 
h a te fu l token. I  m ust b ea r its to rtu re  y e t a  little  
longer— only a  few days longer— until we shall have 
left th is region, and  look back h ith e r  as to  a land 
w hich we have dream ed of. T h e  forest can n o t hide 
i t ! T h e  m id-ocean sha ll ta k e  it  from  m y hand , and  
sw allow  it up for e v e r ! ’’

W ith  these  w ords she advanced  to  th e  m arg in  of 
th e  brook, took  up  the  scarle t le tter, and  fastened  it 
again  in to  h e r bosom . H opefully , b u t a  m om ent 
ago, as H e s te r  h ad  spoken  o f  drow ning  i t  in the  
deep  sea, th ere  was a sense o f inev itab le  doom  
upon  h e r as she thus received back  th is  dead ly  
sym bol from  th e  h an d  of fate. S he  h ad  flung it 
in to  infinite s p a c e ! she had draw n an  ho u r’s free 
b r e a th ! and  here  again  was th e  scarle t m isery 
g litte r in g  on th e  o ld  s p o t ! So it  ever is, w hether 
thus typ ified  or no, th a t  an  evil deed  invests itself 
w ith  th e  ch arac ter o f  doom . H e s te r  n e x t gathered  
u p  th e  heavy  tresses o f  h e r h a ir  and  confined them  
b en ea th  h er cap. A s if  th ere  w ere a  w ithering 
spell in th e  sad le tte r, h er beau ty , th e  w arm th  and  
richness o f  h er w om anhood, d ep a rted  like fading 
sunshine, and  a  g ra y  shadow  seem ed to  fall across 
her.

W hen  th e  d rea ry  change was w rought, she ex tended  
h e r  h and  to  PearL
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“  D ost thou  know  th y  m o ther now, child ? ” asked 
she, reproachfully , b u t w ith a subdued  tone. “ W ilt 
thou  com e across the  brook, and  own th y  m other, 
now th a t  she has h er sham e upon h er— now th a t  she 
is sad  ? ”

“ Y es ; now I  w il l! ” answ ered the child, bound ing  
across th e  brook, and  clasp ing  H este r in her arm s. 
“ N ow  thou  a r t  m y  m other indeed ! and  I  am  th y  
little  P e a r l ! ”

In  a m ood o f tenderness th a t  was no t usual w ith 
her, she drew  dow n her m other’s head, and kissed her 
brow and bo th  h e r cheeks. B u t th en — by a  kind o f 
necessity th a t  alw ays im pelled th is child to  alloy 
w hatever com fort she m igh t chance to  give w ith a  
th ro b  o f  anguish— Pearl p u t up  her m outh  and  kissed 
th e  scarle t le tter, to o !

“ T h a t was no t k ind  1 ” said H ester. “ W hen thou ' 
h ast show n me a  little  love, thou  m ockest m e ! ”

“ W h y  do th  th e  m in ister s it yonder ? ” asked 
Pearl.

“ H e  w aits to  w elcom e thee," replied  h er m other. 
“ Com e thou, and  en trea t his blessing 1 H e  loves 
thee, m y little  Pearl, an d  loves th y  m other, too. 
W ilt thou  no t love him  ? Com e he longs to  g ree t 
th e e ! ”

“ D o th  he love us ? ” said  Pearl, looking up w ith 
acute in telligence in to  her m o ther’s face. “ W ill he 
go back w ith us, h and  in  hand, we th ree  together, in to  
the tow n ? ”

“ N o t now, m y child,” answ ered H ester. “ B ut in 
days to  com e he will w alk  hand  in hand  with us. W e 
will have a  hom e and  fireside of our o w n ; and  thou 
shalt s it upon his k n e e ; and  he  will teach  thee  m any

11«
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th ings, and  love thee dearly . T h o u  wilt love h im —- 
w ilt thou no t ? ”

“ A n d  will he alw ays keep  his h an d  over his 
h e a r t ? ” inquired  Pearl.

“ Foolish  child, w hat a question  is t h a t ! ” exclaim ed 
h er m other. “ Com e, and  ask his b le ss in g ! ”

But, w hether influenced b y  th e  jea lousy  th a t  
seem s instinctive w ith  every  p e tted  child tow ards a 
dangerous rival, o r from  w hatever caprice of her 
freakish  natu re , P earl w ould show  no favour to  th e  
clergym an. I t  w as only  by an exertion  of force th a t 
h e r  m other brought h er up  to  him , hang in g  back, and  
m anifesting h er re luctance b y  odd grim aces; o f  which, 
ever since her babyhood, she had  possessed a singular 
variety , an d  could transfo rm  h er m obile physiognom y 
in to  a series of different aspects, w ith a  new m ischief 
in them , each and  all. T h e  m in ister— painfully  
em barrassed , b u t hop ing  th a t  a  kiss m igh t prove a 
ta lism an  to  adm it him  in to  the  child’s k ind lier regards 
— b e n t forw ard, and  im pressed one on h er brow. 
H ereupon , Pearl broke aw ay from  h er m other, and, 
ru n n in g  to  th e  brook, s tooped  over it, and  bathed  her 
forehead, un til th e  unw elcom e kiss was qu ite  w ashed 
off and  diffused th ro u g h  a long lapse o f th e  g lid ing  
w ater. S he th en  rem ained  ap art, silen tly  w atching 
H e s te r  and th e  c le rg y m an ; w hile th ey  ta lk ed  to 
g e th e r and  m ade such a rrangem en ts as w ere suggested  
b y  th e ir new position an d  th e  purposes soon to  be 
fulfilled.

A n d  now th is fateful interview  had  com e to  a  close. 
T h e  dell w as to  be left in so litude am ong  its dark , 
old trees, which, w ith  th e ir  m ultitud inous tongues, 
would w hisper long  o f w h a t h ad  passed  there, an d  no
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m ortal be th e  wiser. A n d  th e  m elancholy  brook  
w ouldN add  th is o th e r ta le  to  th e  m ystery  w ith which 
its little  h ea rt was a lready  overburdened, and  w hereof 
it still k ep t up a m urm uring  babble, w ith no t a  w hit 
m ore cheerfulness o f tone  than  for ages heretofore.
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THE M INISTER I N  A MAZE 

S th e  m in ister departed , in advance o f H este r
F ry n n e  and  little  Pearl, he th rew  a  backw ard 

glance, h a lf  ex p ec tin g  th a t  he should  discover only  
som e fa in tly  traced  features or ou tline  o f  th e  m o th er 
and  the  child, slow ly fad ing  in to  the  tw iligh t o f the  
woods. S o  g rea t a v icissitude in his life could no t a t 
once be received as real. B ut th ere  was H ester, clad 
in h e r g ray  robe, s till s tan d in g  beside th e  tree-trunk , 
which som e b last h ad  overthrow n a  long an tiq u ity  ago, 
and  w hich tim e h ad  ever since been covering w ith  
moss, so th a t  these tw o fated  ones, w ith  ea rth ’s 
heav iest bu rden  on them , m igh t there  sit down 
to g e th er, and  find a  single ho u r’s res t and solace. 
A n d  th e re  was Pearl, too, ligh tly  dancing  from  the  
m arg in  of th e  b rook— now th a t  the  in trusive th ird  
person was gone— and tak in g  h er o ld  place by  her 
m o th er’s side. So th e  m in ister had  no t fallen asleep 
and  d re a m e d !

In  o rd er to  free h is m ind from  th is ind istinctness 
an d  dup lic ity  o f im pression, w hich vexed  it w ith  a' 
s tran g e  disquietude, he recalled and  m ore tho rough ly  
defined th e  p lans w hich H este r and  h im self had  
sketched  for th e ir departu re . I t  had  been determ ined  
betw een them  th a t  the  O ld W orld , w ith  its crowds
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and cities, offered them  a  m ore eligible shelter and  
concealm ent th an  th e  w ilds of N ew  E n g lan d  or all 
A m erica, w ith its a lternatives of an Ind ian  wigwam, or 
th e  few se ttlem en ts o f E uropeans sca tte red  th in ly  
a long  the  sea-board. N o t to  speak  o f th e  c lergym an’s 
health , so inadequate  to  susta in  th e  hardsh ips o f a 
forest life, his native  gifts, his culture, an d  his en tire 
developm ent w ould secure him  a hom e only  in the  
m id st of civilization and  re fin em en t; the  h igher the  
s ta te  th e  m ore delicately  adap ted  to  it the  m an. In  
fu therance  of th is  choice, it so happened  th a t  a ship 
lay  in th e  h a rb o u r; one of those unquestionable  
cruisers, frequen t a t  th a t  day, which, w ithou t being 
abso lu te ly  ou tlaw s o f th e  deep, y e t roam ed over its 
surface w ith  a  rem arkab le  irresponsib ility  o f character. 
T h is  vessel h ad  recen tly  arrived from  th e  S pan ish  
M ain, and  w ithin th ree  d ay s’ tim e w ould sail for 
Bristol. H e s te r  P ry n n e—w hose vocation, as a self
enlisted  S ister o f  C harity , had  b ro u g h t h e r acquain ted  
w ith th e  cap ta in  an d  crew — could ta k e  upon herse lf 
to  secure th e  passage o f tw o individuals and  a  child 
w ith all th e  secrecy  w hich circum stances rendered  
m ore th an  desirable.

T h e  m in ister had inquired  o f H ester, w ith  no little  
in terest, th e  precise tim e a t w hich th e  vessel m igh t be 
expec ted  to  depart. I t  w ould p robab ly  be on th e  
fourth d ay  from  th e  present. “ T h is is m ost 
fo rtuna te  ! ” he had  then  said to  himself. Now, w hy 
the  R everend  Mr. D im m esdale  considered it  so very 
fo rtunate  we hesita te  to  reveal. N evertheless— to hold  
no th ing  back  from  the  reader— it was because, on th e  
th ird  d ay  from  th e  present, he was to  p reach  th e  
E lec tion  S e rm o n ; and, as such an  occasion form ed
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an honourab le  epoch in  th e  life oi a  N ew  E n g lan d  
C lergym an, he could n o t have chanced  upon a  m ore 
su itab le  m ode and tim e  of te rm in a tin g  his p ro 
fessional career. “ A t  least, th e y  shall say  o f me,” 
th o u g h t th is ex em p la ry  m an, “ th a t  I  leave no public 
d u ty  unperform ed or ill-perform ed I” Sad , indeed, 
th a t  an in trospection  so profound and acu te  as this 
poor m in ister’s should be so m iserably  deceived 1 W e 
have had, and  m ay  still have, w orse th in g s to  tell of 
h im ; b u t none, we apprehend , so p itiab ly  w e a k ; no 
evidence, a t  once so sligh t and  irrefragable, o f  a  sub tle  
disease th a t  had  long since begun to  e a t in to  th e  real 
substance  o f  h is character. N o m an, for any  consider
ab le  period, can w ear one face to  h im self and  an o th er 
to  th e  m ultitude , w ithou t finally g e ttin g  bew ildered as 
to  w hich m ay be th e  true.

T h e  exc item en t of Mr. D im m esdale’s feelings as 
he  re tu rned  from  his interview  w ith  H este r, len t him  
unaccustom ed physical energy, an d  hurried  him  tow n
w ard a t  a  rap id  pace. T h e  pa thw ay  am ong  the  
woods seem ed wilder, m ore uncou th  w ith  its rude 
n a tu ra l obstacles, and  less trodden  by  the  foot o f  m an, 
th a n  he rem em bered  it on his ou tw ard  journey . B ut 
he  leaped across th e  p lashy  places, th ru s t him self 
th rough  th e  c ling ing  underbush , clim bed th e  ascent, 
p lunged  in to  th e  hollow, and  overcam e, in short, all 
th e  difficulties o f th e  track , w ith  an  unw eariable 
ac tiv ity  th a t  aston ished  him . H e  could no t b u t recall 
how  feebly, and w ith  w hat frequen t pauses for breatff 
he h ad  to iled  over th e  sam e ground, only  tw o days 
before. A s he drew  n ear th e  tow n, he took  an im 
pression o f  change from  th e  series o f fam iliar objects 
th a t  p resen ted  them selves. I t  seem ed no t yesterday ,
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n o t one, n o t two, b u t m any  days, or even years ago, 
since he had  q u itted  them . T here , indeed, was each 
form er trace  of the  street, as he rem em bered  it, and  
all the  peculiarities o f th e  houses, w ith th e  due  
m u ltitude  of gable-peaks, and  a  w eather-cock a t  
every p o in t w here his m em ory suggested  one. N o t 
the  less, how ever, cam e this im p o rtuna te ly  ob trusive 
sense of change. T h e  sam e was tru e  as regarded  th e  
acquain tances whom  he m et, and  all the  w ell-know n 
shapes o f hum an life, abou t the  little  tow n. T h ey  
looked n e ither o lder no r younger n o w ; th e  beards of 
the  aged w ere no w hiter, nor could th e  creep ing  babe 
o f y es te rd ay  w alk on his feet to -d a y ; it  was im 
possible to  describe in w hat respect th ey  differed 
from the  individuals on w hom  he  h ad  so recen tly  
bestow ed a p a rtin g  g la n c e ; and  y e t the  m in ister’s 
deepest sense seem ed to  inform  him  o f th e ir 
m utab ility . A  sim ilar im pression struck  him  m ost 
rem ark ab ly  as he passed under th e  walls o f  his own 
church. T h e  edifice had  so very  strange, and  y e t so 
fam iliar an  aspect, th a t  M r. D im m esdale’s m ind 
vibrated  betw een tw o id e a s ; e ither th a t he h ad  seen 
it only  in a d ream  h itherto , o r th a t he was m erely  
d ream ing  ab o u t it now.

T h is  phenom enon, in th e  various shapes w hich it  
assum ed, ind icated  no ex te rn a l change, b u t so sudden  
and  im p o rtan t a  change in th e  sp ec ta to r o f  th e  
fam iliar scene, th a t  th e  in tervening  space o f a single 
day  had  opera ted  on his consciousness like th e  lapse 
of years. T h e  m in ister’s own will, and  H e s te r’s will, 
and the  fate th a t grew betw een them , h ad  w rought 
this transform ation . I t  was the  sam e tow n as here
tofore, bu t th e  sam e m inister re tu rndd  no t from  th e
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forest. H e  m igh t have said  to  the  friends who 
g reeted  h im — “ I am  no t the  m an for whom  you 
tak e  me ! I  left him  yonder in the  forest, w ithdraw n 
in to  a secret dell, by  a  m ossy tree  trunk , and  near 
a  m elancholy  brook 1 Go, seek your m inister, and  
see if his em aciated  figure, h is th in  cheek, his white, 
heavy, pain-w rinkled brow, be no t flung dow n there, 
like a cast-off g arm en t 1 ” H is friends, no doubt, 
would still have insisted w ith  h im — “ T h o u  a r t  th y 
self th e  m a n ! ” b u t th e  erro r would have been th e ir 
own, no t his.

Before M r. D im m esdale  reached hom e, his inner 
m an gave him  o th e r evidences o f  a  revolution  in 
th e  sphere o f th o u g h t and  feeling. In  tru th , no th ing  
sh o rt of a  to ta l change o f d y n asty  and  m oral code, in 
th a t  in terior kingdom , w as adequa te  to  account for 
th e  im pulses now com m unicated  to  th e  un fo rtunate  
and  sta rtled  m inister. A t  every step  he  was incited 
to  do som e strange, wild, w icked th in g  or o ther, w ith  
a sense th a t  it w ould be a t  once invo lun tary  and  
in ten tional, in sp ite  o f himself, y e t grow ing ou t o f  a 
p rofounder self th an  th a t w hich opposed the im pulse. 
F o r  instance, he m et one o f his own deacons. T h e  
good old m an addressed  him  w ith th e  pa te rn a l 
affection and  patriarchal privilege which his vener
able age, his u p rig h t and  ho ly  character, and  his 
sta tion  in th e  church, en titled  him  to  u s e ; and, 
conjoined w ith  this, the  deep, a lm ost w orshipping 
respect, which the  m in ister’s professional and  p riv a te^  
claim s alike dem anded. N ever was th ere  a  m ore 
beautifu l ex am p le  of how th e  m ajesty  o f age and  
wisdom  m ay  com port w ith th e  obeisance and  respect 
en joined upon it, as from  a  lower social rank , and
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inferior o rd er o f endow m ent, tow ards a higher. Now, 
d u ring  a conversation  of som e tw o or th ree  m om ents 
betw een th e  R everend  Mr. D im m esdale  and  th is 
exce llen t and  hoary-bearded  deacon, it was on ly  by 
th e  m ost careful self-control th a t th e  form er could 
refrain from  u tte rin g  certa in  blasphem ous suggestions 
th a t  rose in to  his m ind, respecting  th e  com m union- 
supper. H e  abso lu tely  trem bled  and tu rned  pale as 
ashes, lest his tongue  should  w ag itse lf in u tte ran ce  
of these  horrib le  m atters, and  plead his own consent 
for so doing, w ithou t his hav ing  fairly given it. A nd , 
even w ith th is te rro r in his heart, he could hard ly  
avoid laughing, to  im agine how  th e  sanctified old 
p a tria rchal deacon would have been petrified by  his 
m in ister’s im piety .

A gain , an o th e r inc iden t o f  th e  sam e nature. 
H u rry in g  a long  th e  street, th e  R everend  Mr. D im 
m esdale encountered  the  eldest fem ale m em ber of 
his church, a  m ost pious and  ex em p lary  old dam e, 
poor, w idowed, lonely, and  w ith a  h ea rt as full o f 
rem iniscences abou t her dead h u sband  and  children, 
and h er dead  friends o f  long ago, as a burial-ground 
is full o f s to ried  gravestones. Y e t all this, which 
would else have been such heavy  sorrow, was m ade 
alm ost a  solem n jo y  to  her devou t old soul, by  religious 
consolations and  the  tru th s  of Scrip ture, w herew ith 
she had  fed herself con tinually  for m ore th an  th ir ty  
years. A n d  since M r. D im m esdale had taken  her 
in charge, th e  good g ran d am ’s ch ief ea rth ly  com fort 
— which, unless it had  been likew ise a heavenly  
com fort, could have been none a t  a ll— was to  m eet 
h er pastor, w hether casually, o r o f se t purpose, and 
be refreshed w ith a  w ord of warm , fragran t, heaven-

*1  133
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b rea th in g  G ospel tru th , from his beloved lips, in to  
h e r dulled, bu t rap tu ro u sly  a tten tiv e  ear. B ut, on 
th is  occasion, up  to  th e  m om ent of p u ttin g  his lips 
to  th e  old w om an’s ear, Mr. D im m esdale, as th e  
g rea t enem y of souls w ould have it, could recall no 
te x t  o f S crip ture , nor a u g h t else, ex cep t a  brief, 
p ithy , and, as i t  then  appeared  to  him , unansw erable  
a rg u m en t aga in st th e  im m orta lity  o f th e  hum an  soul. 
T h e  instilm en t th ereo f in to  her m ind  would p ro b ab ly  
have caused this aged sister to  d rop  dow n dead, a t 
once, as b y  th e  effect o f an  in tensely  poisonous 
infusion. W h a t he  really  d id  w hisper, th e  m in ister 
could never afterw ards recollect. T here  was, perhaps, 
a  fo rtuna te  d isorder in his u tterance, w hich failed 
to  im p art an y  d is tinc t idea to  th e  good w idow ’s 
com prehension, o r w hich Providence in te rp re ted  after 
a  m ethod  o f its own. A ssured ly , as th e  m in ister 
looked back, he beheld  an expression  of divine 
g ra titu d e  and  ecstasy  th a t  seem ed like th e  shine 
o f th e  celestial c ity  on her face, so w rinkled and 
ashy  pale.

A gain , a  th ird  instance. A fte r  p a rtin g  from  the  
o ld  church-m em ber, he m et th e  y o ungest s ister of 
them  all. I t  was a m aiden new ly-w on— and  w on by 
th e  R everend  Mr. D im m esdale’s ow n serm on, on the 
S ab b a th  after his v ig il— to  b a rte r th e  tran sito ry  
p leasures of th e  w orld for th e  heavenly  hope th a t  
w as to  assum e b rig h te r substance  as life grew  dark  
around  her, and  w hich w ould gild  th e  u tte r  gloom  
w ith  final glory. S he  was fair and  pure as a  lily 
th a t had  bloom ed in  Paradise. T h e  m in ister knew  
well th a t  h e  was h im self enshrined  w ithin th e  s ta in 
less san c tity  o f her heart, w hich h u n g  its  snow y
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curta ins abou t his im age, im p artin g  to  religion the  
w arm th  of love, and  to  love a religious purity . 
S atan , th a t afternoon, had  surely  led the  poor young 
g irl aw ay from  her m o ther’s side, and  throw n her 
in to  th e  p a th w ay  of th is sorely tem pted , or— shall 
we n o t ra th e r say  ?— th is lost and  d espera te  m an. 
A s she drew  nigh, th e  arch-fiend w hispered him  to 
condense in to  sm all com pass, and  drop  in to  h er 
ten d e r bosom  a  germ  o f evil th a t would be sure to  
blossom  d ark ly  soon, and  bear b lack  fru it betim es. 
Such was his sense o f pow er over th is virgin soul, 
tru s tin g  him  as she did, th a t the  m in ister felt p o ten t 
to  b lig h t all th e  field of innocence w ith b u t one 
wicked look, and  develop all its opposite  w ith  bu t 
a  word. So— w ith a  m igh tier strugg le  th an  he had 
y e t su sta ined— he held  his G eneva cloak before his 
face, and  hurried  onw ard, m aking  no sign o f  recog
nition, and  leaving th e  y oung  sister to  d igest his 
rudeness as she m ight. S he ransacked  h er con
science— w hich was full o f harm less little  m atters, 
like h er pocket o r h er w ork-bag— and  took herself 
to  task , poor th in g  1 for a  thousand  im ag inary  faults, 
and w ent abou t h er household  duties w ith swollen 
eyelids the n e x t m orning.

Before th e  m in ister h ad  tim e  to  celebrate  his 
v ictory  over th is last tem pta tion , he  was conscious 
of an o th e r im pulse, m ore ludicrous, and  alm ost as 
horrible. I t  was— we blush to  te ll it— it was to  stop  
short in th e  road, an d  teach  som e very wicked words 
to a k n o t of little  P u ritan  ch ildren  w ho were p lay ing  
there, and  h ad  b u t ju s t  begun to ta lk . D eny ing  
him self th is  freak, as unw orthy  o f h is cloth, he  m et 
a d runken  seam an, one o f th e  sh ip ’s crew  from  th e
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S pan ish  M ain. A n d  here, since he had  so valian tly  
forborne all o th e r w ickedness, poor Mr. D im m esdale  
longed a t  least to  sh ak e  h an d s w ith th e  ta rry  b lack 
guard , an d  recreate  h im self w ith a few im proper 
je sts , such as d isso lu te  sailors so abound  w ith, and  
a volley o f good, round, solid, satisfactory , and  
heaven-defy ing  o a th s ! I t  w as no t so m uch a  be tte r 
principle, as p a rtly  his n a tu ra l good taste , and  still 
m ore his buckram ed  h ab it of clerical decorum , th a t 
carried  him  safely th ro u g h  th e  la tte r  crisis.

“ W h a t is it th a t h au n ts  and  tem p ts  m e th u s ? ” 
cried th e  m in ister to  himself, a t  length , pausing  in 
th e  street, and s trik in g  his h and  ag a in st his forehead.

“ A m  I m ad ? o r am  I given over u tte r ly  to  the  
fiend ? D id  I  m ake a  con trac t w ith  him  in the  
forest, and  sign it  w ith  m y  blood ? A n d  does he 
now sum m on m e to  its fulfilm ent, by  suggesting  the  
perform ance of every wickedness w hich h is m ost foul 
im ag ination  can conceive?”

A t  th e  m om en t w hen th e  R everend  Mr. D im m es
dale  thus com m uned w ith him self, and  s tru ck  his 
forehead w ith  his hand , old M istress H ibbins, th e  
repu ted  w itch-lady, is said  to  have been passing  by. 
S he m ade a  very  g rand  appearance, hav ing  on a  h igh 
head-dress, a rich gow n of velvet, and  a  ruff done up 
w ith  th e  fam ous yellow  starch , o f w hich A n n e  T urner, 
h er especial friend, had  ta u g h t h e r th e  secret, before 
th is  last good lady  h ad  been hanged  for S ir T hom as 
O verbu ry ’s m urder. W hether th e  w itch h ad  read  
th e  m in ister’s th o u g h ts  or no, she cam e to  a full 
stop , looked shrew dly  in to  his face, sm iled  craftily  
an d — though  little  given to  converse  w ith  c lergym en  
— began  a conversation



THE MINISTER IN  A MAZE 267

"S o , reverend sir, you have m ade a  v isit in to  the  
forest,” observed the  w itch-lady , nodding her h igh 
head-dress a t him. “ T h e  n ex t tim e I p ray  you to  
allow  m e only  a  fair w arning, and  I  shall be proud to  
bear you com pany. W ithou t tak in g  overm uch upon 
m yself, m y good w ord will go far tow ards gain ing  
an y  strange  gen tlem an  a fair reception from y onder 
p o ten ta te  you w ot of.”

" I profess, m adam ,” answ ered th e  clergym an, w ith 
a grave obeisance, such as th e  lad y ’s rank  dem anded, 
and his own good breeding  m ade im pera tive— “ I 
profess, on m y conscience and  character, th a t I  am  
u tte rly  bew ildered as touching  the  purport o f your 
w ords! I w en t no t in to  the  forest to  seek a po ten ta te , 
neither do I, a t an y  future tim e, design a visit th ither, 
w ith a view to  gain ing  th e  favour of such personage. 
M y one sufficient object was to  g ree t th a t pious 
friend o f m ine, th e  A postle  E liot, and  rejoice w ith 
him  over th e  m any precious souls he h a th  won from 
h e a th e n d o m ! ”

“ H a, ha, h a ! ” cackled the  old w itch-lady , still 
nodd ing  her high head-dress a t  th e  m inister. “ W ell, 
w e ll! we m ust needs ta lk  thus in the  d a y tim e ! You 
carry  it  off like an  old hand  ! B u t a t m idnight, and 
in the  forest, we shall have o ther ta lk  toge ther 1 ”

S he passed on w ith her aged stateliness, bu t 
often tu rn in g  back h er head  and  sm iling a t him , 
like one w illing to  recognise a  secret in tim acy  o f 
connexion.

“ H av e  I then  sold myself,” th o u g h t th e  m inister, 
“ to  th e  fiend whom , if  m en say  true, th is yellow - 
starched  and  velveted old h ag  has chosen for her 
prince and  m a s te r? ”
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T h e  w retched m in is te r ! H e  had  m ade a barga in  
very  like it I T em p ted  by a  dream  o f happiness, he 
had  yielded h im self w ith deliberate  choice, as he 
h ad  never done before, to  w h a t he  knew  was dead ly  
sin A n d  th e  infectious poison o f th a t sin had  been 
thu s rap id ly  diffused th ro u g h o u t his m oral system . 
I t  had  stupefied all blessed im pulses, and  aw akened 
in to  vivid life th e  w hole bro therhood  of bad  ones. 
Scorn, b itterness, unprovoked m alignity , g ra tu itous 
desire o f  ill, ridicule o f w hatever was good and  holy, 
all aw oke to  tem pt, even while th ey  frigh tened  him. 
A n d  his encoun ter w ith old M istress H ibbins, if it  
were a real incident, d id  b u t show  its sy m p a th y  and  
fellow ship w ith w icked m ortals, and  th e  w orld o f 
perverted  spirits.

H e  had  by  th is  tim e reached his dw elling  on th e  
edge o f th e  burial ground, and, hasten ing  up  th e  
stairs, took  refuge in his study. T h e  m in ister was 
g lad  to  have reached  th is  shelter, w ithou t first be
tray in g  h im self to  th e  w orld b y  an y  o f those  s tran g e  
and  w icked eccentricities to  w hich he had  been con
tin u a lly  im pelled while passing  th ro u g h  the  streets. 
H e  en tered  th e  accustom ed room , and  looked around  
him  on its books, its w indow s, its fireplace, and  
th e  tap estried  com fort o f  th e  walls, w ith  th e  sam e 
perception  o f s trangeness th a t  h ad  h au n ted  him  
th ro u g h o u t h is w alk  from the  forest dell in to  the  
tow n and  th itherw ard . H e re  he  had  stud ied  and 
w r it te n ; here  gone th ro u g h  fast and  vigil, and  com e 
forth  half a liv e ; here  striven  to  p r a y ; here  bo rne  a 
hu n d red  th o u san d  agonies 1 T h e re  w as th e  Bible, 
in its rich old H ebrew , w ith M oses an d  th e  P rophets 
speak ing  to  him , an d  G od’s voice th ro u g h  all 1
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T h ere  on th e  table, w ith the  in k y  pen beside it, 
was an  unfinished serm on, w ith  a  sentence broken  
in th e  m idst, w here his tho u g h ts  had  ceased to  gush 
ou t upon the  page tw o days before. H e  knew  th a t 
it  was him self, th e  th in  and  w hite-cheeked m inister, 
w ho had  done and  suffered these th ings, and  w ritten  
thus far in to  the  E lec tion  S e rm o n ! B ut he seem ed 
to  stan d  apart, and  eye th is  form er self w ith scornful 
pity ing , bu t half-envious curiosity. T h a t se lf was 
gone. A n o th e r m an h ad  re tu rned  ou t of th e  forest 
:— a w iser one —  w ith a know ledge o f  h idden 
m ysteries w hich th e  sim plicity  o f th e  form er never 
could have reached. A  b itte r k ind o f  know ledge 
t h a t !

W hile  occupied w ith  these reflections, a  knock 
cam e a t th e  door o f the  study, and  the  m in ister said, 
“ Com e in ! ”— no t w holly devoid of an idea th a t he 
m ight behold  an evil spirit. A nd so he did ! I t  was 
old R oger C hillingw orth  th a t entered. T h e  m in ister 
stood w hite and  speechless, w ith one hand  on the 
H ebrew  S crip tures, and  the  o ther spread  upon his 
breast.

“ W elcom e hom e, reverend sir,” said the  physician. 
“ A n d  how  found you  th a t  god ly  m an, th e  A postle  
E lio t ? B ut m ethinks, d ear sir, you look pale, as 
if th e  travel th rough  the  w ilderness had been too 
sore for you. W ill n o t m y  aid be requisite to  pu t 
you in h ea rt and  s tren g th  to  p reach  yo u r E lec tion  
S erm on ? ”

“ N ay, I th in k  no t so,” rejoined the R everend 
Mr. D im m esdale. “ M y journey , and  the  sigh t o f 
the holy A p o stle  yonder, and  the  free a ir  w hich I 
have b rea th ed  have done m e good, after so long
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confinem ent in m y  study . I  th in k  to  need no m ore 
of yo u r drugs, m y  kind physician, good th ough  th ey  
be, and adm in istered  b y  a  friendly  hand .”

A ll th is  tim e R o g er C hillingw orth  was look ing  
a t  th e  m in ister w ith  th e  g rave  an d  in te n t regard  
of a  physician  tow ards h is p a tien t. B ut, in  spite  
o f  th is  ou tw ard  show, th e  la tte r  was a lm ost con
vinced of th e  old m an ’s know ledge, or, a t  least, his 
confiden t suspicion, w ith  respect to  h is own interview  
w ith  H e s te r  P rynne. T h e  physician  knew  th en  th a t 
in th e  m in ister’s regard  he  was no longer a tru sted  
friend, b u t h is b itte re s t enem y. So m uch being  
know n, it would ap p ea r n a tu ra l th a t  a p a r t  o f it 
should  be expressed . I t  is singular, how ever, how 
long  a  tim e often passes before w ords em body th in g s; 
and  with w hat security  tw o persons, w ho choose to  
avoid a certa in  subject, m ay  approach  its very verge, 
and  re tire  w ithou t d istu rb ing  it. T h u s  th e  m in ister 
felt no apprehension  th a t  R o g er C hillingw orth  would 
touch, in exp ress w ords, upon  th e  real position  w hich 
th ey  susta ined  tow ards one another. Y e t did th e  
physician, in h is d a rk  way, creep frigh tfu lly  near 
th e  secret.

“ W ere it no t be tte r,” said he, “ th a t  you  use m y 
poor skill to -n ig h t ? V erily , d ea r sir, we m ust tak e  
pains to  m ake you  s tro n g  and  vigorous for this 
occasion of th e  E lec tion  discourse. T h e  people  
look for g rea t th ings from  you, ap p reh en d in g  th a t 
an o th er y ea r m ay  com e ab o u t and  find th e ir p a s to r^  
gone.”

“ Yes, to  an o th er w orld,” rep lied  th e  m in ister w ith  
pious resignation. “ H eaven  g ra n t it  be a b e tte r  o n e ; 
for, in  good  sooth, I  h a rd ly  th in k  to  ta rry  w ith m y
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flock th ro u g h  th e  flitting  seasons o f an o th er y e a r ! 
B ut touch ing  your m edicine, k ind sir, in m y p resen t 
fram e o f body  I need it not.”

“ I jo y  to  h ea r it,” answ ered th e  physician. “ I t  
m ay  be th a t  m y rem edies, so long adm inistered  in 
vain, beg in  now  to  tak e  due  effect H a p p y  m an 
w ere I, an d  well deserving o f N ew  E n g lan d ’s g ra ti
tude, could I  achieve this cure ! ”

“ I th a n k  you from m y heart, m ost w atchful 
friend,” said  th e  R everend  M r. D im m esdale  w ith a  
solem n smile. “ I th an k  you, and  can b u t requ ite  
your good deeds w ith m y prayers.”

“ A  good m an ’s prayers a re  golden reco m p en se !” 
rejoined old R oger Chillingw orth, as he took his 
leave. “ Y ea, th ey  a re  the  cu rren t go ld  coin o f the  
N ew  Jerusalem , w ith  the  K in g ’s own m in t m ark  on 
th e m ! ”

L eft alone, th e  m in ister sum m oned a  se rvan t o f th e  
house, and  requested  food, which, being se t before 
him , he a te  w ith  ravenous appetite . T h en  flinging 
the a lready  w ritten  pages o f the  E lection  Serm on 
into th e  fire, he forthw ith  began ano ther, w hich he 
wrote w ith such an im pulsive flow o f th o u g h t and  
em otion, th a t  he fancied h im self inspired  ; and  only 
w ondered th a t  H eaven  should see fit to  tran sm it 
the  g ran d  and  solem n m usic o f its oracles th ro u g h  
so foul an organ  p ipe as he. H ow ever, leaving th a t 
m ystery  to  solve itself, o r go unsolved for ever, he 
drove his ta sk  onw ard w ith earnest h aste  and 
ecstasy.

T h u s  th e  n ig h t fled away, as if i t  were a w inged 
steed, an d  he careering  on i t ; m orn ing  cam e, 
and peeped, blushing, th rough  the  c u r ta in s ; and  a t
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last sunrise th rew  a golden beam  in to  th e  study, 
and  laid it r ig h t across th e  m in ister’s bedazzled  eyes. 
T h e re  he was, w ith  th e  pen  still betw een his fingers, 
and  a vast, im m easurab le  tra c t o f  w ritten  space 
behind him  1
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BE T IM E S  in the  m orning  o f the  d ay  on w hich 
th e  new G overnor was to  receive his office a t  the 

hands of th e  people, H este r P rynne and little  Pearl 
cam e in to  the  m arket-p lace. I t  was already  thronged  
w ith th e  craftsm en and  o ther p lebeian inhab itan ts  of 
the  tow n, in considerab le num bers, am ong whom, 
likewise, w ere m any rough figures, w hose a ttire  of 
deer-skins m arked  them  as belonging to  som e o f th e  
forest se ttlem ents, w hich su rrounded  th e  little  
m etropolis o f  th e  colony.

O n th is public holiday, as on all o ther occasions 
for seven years past, H este r was clad in a g arm en t of 
coarse g ray  cloth. N o t m ore by  its hue than  by 
som e indescribable peculiarity  in its fashion, it had 
the  effect o f m ak ing  h er fade personally  ou t o f  s igh t 
and  o u tl in e ; while again  th e  scarlet le tte r b ro u g h t 
her back  from  th is tw iligh t indistinctness, and  re
vealed h e r under th e  m oral aspect o f its own 
illum ination. H e r  face, so long fam iliar to  th e  tow ns
people, show ed th e  m arb le  qu ie tude  w hich th ey  were 
accustom ed to  behold  there. I t  was like a m a s k ; or, 
ra th e r like th e  frozen calm ness o f a dead w om an’s 
fe a tu re s ; ow ing th is d reary  resem blance to  th e  fact 
th a t H e s te r  was ac tually  dead, in respect to  any
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claim  o f sy m pathy , and  h ad  d ep arted  o u t o f  th e  
world w ith w hich she still seem ed to  m ingle.

I t  m igh t be, on th is one day, th a t  th ere  was an 
expression  unseen before, nor, indeed, vivid enough to  
be detec ted  n o w ; unless som e p re te rn a tu ra lly  gifted 
observer should have first read  th e  heart, and  have 
afterw ards sough t a  correspond ing  developm ent in 
th e  countenance and  mien. S uch  a  sp iritual sneer 
m ig h t have conceived, th a t, a fte r susta in ing  th e  gaze 
o f  th e  m u ltitu d e  th ro u g h  several m iserab le  years as a 
necessity, a  penance, and  som eth ing  w hich it  was 
a  stern  religion to  endure, she now, for one last tim e 
m ore, encountered  it freely and  voluntarily , in order 
to  convert w hat had  so long been agony  in to  a k ind  of 
trium ph. “ L o o k  your last on th e  scarle t le tte r and  
its w earer 1 ”— th e  people’s victim  an d  lifelong bond
slave, as th ey  fancied her, m igh t say  to  them . “ Y e t 
a  little  while, and  she w ill be beyond your r e a c h ! A  
few hours longer and  th e  deep, m ysterious ocean will 
quench  and  h ide  for ever th e  sym bol w hich ye have 
caused to  burn  on h e r bosom  1 ” N o r w ere i t  an 
inconsistency too  im probab le  to  be assigned to  
hum an  natu re , should we suppose a  feeling o f regre t 
in H este r’s m ind, a t  th e  m om ent when she was abou t 
to  win h er freedom  from  th e  pain  w hich h ad  been 
thu s deep ly  incorporated  w ith  her being. M ight 
th ere  no t be an irresistib le desire  to  quaff a last, 
long, b rea th less d rau g h t o f th e  cup of w orm wood 
and  aloes, w ith  w hich nearly  all h e r years of w om an
hood had  been p erp e tu a lly  flavoured. The w ine of 
life, henceforth  to  be presen ted  to  h er lips, m ust be in 
deed rich, delicious, and  exh ila ra tin g , in its chased 
and  golden b e a k e r , o r else leave an inevitab le and
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w eary  languor, a fter th e  lees o f  b itte rn ess  w herew ith 
she h ad  been d rugged , as w ith a  cord ial o f  in tensest 
potency.

Pearl was decked  ou t w ith airy  gaiety . I t  w ould 
have  been im possib le to  guess th a t th is b rig h t and 
sun n y  ap p aritio n  owed its  ex is ten ce  to  th e  shape  o f 
g loom y g ra y ;  or th a t  a fancy, a t once so gorgeous 
and  so delicate as m ust have been requisite  to  con
trive th e  ch ild’s apparel, was th e  sam e th a t  had  
achieved a  ta sk  perh ap s m ore difficult, in im p artin g  so 
d is tinc t a pecu liarity  to  H e s te r’s sim ple robe. T h e  
dress, so p roper was i t  to  little  Pearl, seem ed an  
effluence, o r inev itab le  developm ent and  outw ard 
m anifestation  o f h e r character, no m ore to  be 
sep ara ted  from  h er th a n  th e  m any-hued  b rilliancy  
from  a bu tterfly ’s wing, or th e  pain ted  g lo ry  from  the  
leaf o f a  b rig h t flower. A s w ith  these, so w ith the  
c h i ld ; h er g a rb  was a ll o f one idea w ith  h e r natu re . 
O n th is  eventful day , m oreover, th e re  was a  certain  
singu lar inqu ie tude  and  ex c item en t in h e r m ood, 
resem bling  n o th in g  so m uch as th e  sh im m er o f  a 
d iam ond, th a t spark les and  flashes w ith  th e  varied 
th robb ings o f the  b reast on w hich it  is displayed. 
C hildren have alw ays a  sy m p a th y  in th e  ag ita tions of 
those connected  w ith th e m : alw ays, especially, a  
sense of an y  tro u b le  or im pend ing  revolution, o f 
w hatever k ind, in dom estic c ircum stances; an d  th e re 
fore Pearl, w ho was the  gem  on h er m o th er’s unqu ie t 
bosom , betrayed , by  th e  very  dance  o f h er sp irits, the  
em otions w hich none could d e tec t in  th e  m arb le  
passiveness o f  H e s te r’s brow.

T h is  effervescence m ade h er flit w ith  a  b ird-like 
m ovem ent, ra th e r  th a n  w alk  by  her m o th er’s side.
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S he  broke con tinually  in to  shou ts o f a wild, in
articu late , and  som etim es p iercing  music. W hen  th ey  
reached th e  m arket-p lace, she becam e still m ore re s t
less, on perceiving th e  s tir  and  bustle  th a t  enlivened 
th e  s p o t ; for it was usually  m ore like th e  broad  and  
lonesom e green  before a  v illage m eeting-house, th an  
the  cen tre  o f a  tow n’s business.

“ W hy, w hat is this, m o ther ? ” cried she. “ W h ere 
fore have all th e  peop le  left th e ir  w ork to -d ay  ? Is  it 
a  p lay -day  for th e  w hole w orld ? See, th ere  is the  
b lacksm ith  I H e  has w ashed his soo ty  face, and  pu t 
on his S a b b a th -d ay  clothes, an d  looks as if he would 
g lad ly  be m erry , if an y  kind body  w ould on ly  teach  
him  how  1 A n d  th e re  is M aster B rackett, th e  old 
ja iler, nod d in g  and  sm iling a t me. W hy  does he  do 
so, m o th er ? ”

“ H e  rem em bers thee  a little  babe, m y child,” 
answ ered H ester.

“ H e  should  no t nod and  sm ile a t  me, for all th a t 
— th e  b lack, grim , ug ly-eyed  old m an !” said  Pearl.

“ H e  m ay  nod a t  thee, if  he w il l ; for thou  a rt 
clad in g ray , and  w earest th e  scarle t le tte r. B u t see, 
m other, how  m an y  faces o f  s tran g e  people, and  
In d ian s  am ong  them , and  sa ilo rs ! W h a t have th ey  
a ll com e to  do, here  in th e  m arket-p lace  ? ”

“ T h e y  w ait to  see th e  procession pass,” said 
H este r. “ F o r  th e  G overnor and  th e  m ag istra tes 
a re  to  go by, and  th e  m inisters, and  all the  g rea t 
people  and  good people, w ith th e  m usic an d  the  
soldiers m arch ing  before them .”

“ A n d  will th e  m inister be there  ? ” asked  Pearl. 
“ A n d  will he hold  o u t bo th  h is hands to  me, as when 
th o u  led ’s t m e to  him  from  th e  brook-side ? ”
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“ H e  will be  there , child ,” answ ered h e r m o th e r; 
“ b u t he  w ill no t g ree t thee  to -day , no r m ust thou  
g ree t him .”

“ W h a t a  strange, sad m an is h e ! ” said th e  child, 
as if speak ing  p a r tly  to  herself. “ In  th e  d a rk  n ig h t
tim e  he  calls us to  him , and  holds th y  h and  and  
m ine, as w hen we stood  w ith him  on th e  scaffold 
y o n d e r ! A n d  in th e  deep forest, w here on ly  th e  old 
trees can hear, and  th e  strip  o f sky  see it, he ta lks 
w ith thee, s ittin g  on a  heap  of m o ss ! A n d  he kisses 
m y  forehead, too, so th a t th e  little  b rook  would 
h a rd ly  w ash it off! But, here, in th e  sun n y  day, and 
am ong  a ll th e  people, he know s us n o t ; no r m ust we 
know  h im ! A  strange, sad  m an is he, w ith  his hand  
alw ays over his h e a r t ! ”

“ Be quiet, P earl— thou u n d erstan d est n o t these 
th ings,” said  h er m other. “ T h in k  no t now o f the  
m inister, b u t look abou t thee, and  see how cheery  is 
everybody’s face to-day. T h e  ch ildren  have com e 
from  th e ir schools, and  th e  grow n people  from their 
w orkshops and  th e ir fields, on purpose to  be happy, 
for, to-day, a  new m an is beg inn ing  to  rule over 
th e m ; an d  so— as has been th e  custom  o f m an
k in d  ever since a na tion  w as first g a th e red — th ey  
m ake m erry  and  re jo ic e : as if  a  good and  golden 
y ea r were a t leng th  to  pass over th e  poor old 
w o r ld ! ”

I t  was as H este r said, in regard  to  th e  unw onted  
jo llity  th a t  b righ tened  th e  faces o f  th e  people. In to  
th is festal season of th e  y ear— as it  a lready  was, and  
con tinued  to  be during  th e  g rea te r  p a r t o f  tw o 
cen tu ries— th e  P u ritan s  com pressed w hatever m irth  
and  public  jo y  th ey  deem ed allow able to  hum an
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in firm ity ; th e reb y  so far d ispelling  th e  custom ary  
cloud, th a t, for th e  space of a  single holiday, th ey  
appeared  scarcely m ore grave th an  m ost o th e r 
com m unities a t  a  period o f general affliction.

B ut we perhaps ex ag g e ra te  th e  g ray  o r sab le  tinge, 
w hich u n d o ub ted ly  characterized  th e  m ood and  m an 
ners o f  th e  age. T h e  persons now  in th e  m ark e t
p lace of B oston h ad  n o t been born  to  an inheritance 
o f P u ritan ic  gloom . T h e y  were na tive  E ng lishm en , 
w hose fathers had lived in th e  su n n y  richness o f th e  
E lizab e th an  e p o c h ; a  tim e w hen th e  life of E ng land , 
view ed as one g rea t m ass, would ap p ea r to  have been 
as s ta te ly , m agnificent, an d  joyous, as th e  world has 
ever w itnessed. H ad  th ey  followed th e ir h e red ita ry  
taste , the  N ew  E n g lan d  se ttle rs  w ould have illu stra ted  
all events o f  public  im portance  by  bonfires, banquets, 
pagean tries, an d  processions. N o r w ould it have been 
im practicable, in th e  observance of m ajestic  cere
m onies, to  com bine m irthfu l recreation  w ith solem nity , 
an d  give, as it were, a  g ro tesque and  b rillian t 
em bro idery  to  th e  g rea t robe o f  s ta te , w hich a nation , 
a t  such  festivals, p u ts  on. T h e re  was som e shadow  of 
an  a tte m p t o f  th is  k ind in th e  m ode of ce leb ra ting  the  
d ay  on w hich th e  po litical y e a r  o f  th e  colony com 
m enced. T h e  d im  reflection o f a  rem em bered 
sp lendour, a  colourless and  m anifold d ilu ted  repetition  
o f w hat th ey  had  beheld in proud old L o n d o n — we 
will no t say  a t  a  royal co ronation , b u t a t  a  L ord  
M ayor’s show — m ight be traced  in the  custom s w hich' 
our forefathers in stitu ted , w ith reference to  the  annual 
in sta lla tion  o f m agistra tes. T h e  fathers and  founders 
o f th e  com m onw ealth— the sta tesm an , th e  priest, and  
th e  soldier— deem ed it a  d u ty  th en  to  assum e the
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ou tw ard  s ta te  an d  m ajesty , which, in accordance  
w ith an tique  style, was looked upon as th e  p roper 
ga rb  o f public and  social em inence. A ll cam e forth  
to  m ove in procession before th e  people’s eye, and  
thus im p art a needed d ig n ity  to  th e  sim ple fram ew ork 
o f a government} so new ly constructed .

T hen , too, th e  people  w ere countenanced , if no t 
encouraged, in  re lax in g  th e  severe and  close app lica
tion  to  th e ir  various m odes o f rugged  industry , which, 
a t  all o th e r tim es, seem ed o f th e  sam e piece and  
m ateria l w ith th e ir  religion. H ere, it  is true, w ere 
none o f the  appliances which p opu lar m errim en t 
w ould so read ily  have found in  th e  E n g lan d  of 
E lizab e th ’s tim e, or th a t  o f Jam es— no ru d e  show s o f 
a  th ea trica l k ind  ; no m instrel, w ith  his h a rp  and  
legendary  ballad, no r g leem an with an ape  dancing  
to  his m u s ic ; no jugg ler, w ith  his tricks o f  m im k 
w itc h c ra f t; no M erry  A ndrew , to  s tir  up th e  m u lti 
tu d e  w ith  jests, perhaps a h u n d red  years old, b u t 
still effective, by  th e ir  appea ls  to  th e  very  b roadest 
sources of m irthful sym pathy . A ll such professors 
of th e  several b ranches o f jo cu la rity  would have been 
ste rn ly  repressed, no t on ly  by  th e  rigid discipline o f 
law, b u t by th e  genera l sen tim en t w hich give law its  
v ita lity . N o t th e  less, how ever, th e  great, h onest face 
o f th e  people sm iled— grim ly, perhaps, b u t w idely too. 
N o r w ere spo rts  w anting, such as th e  colonists had  
w itnessed, and  shared  in, long ago, a t  th e  co u n try  
fairs and  on th e  v illage-greens o f E n g la n d ; and  w hich 
it  w as th o u g h t well to  keep  alive on th is  new  soil, for 
the  sake  o f th e  courage an d  m anliness th a t  w ere 
essential in them . W restlin g  m atches, in th e  different 
fashions of C ornw all an d  D evonshire, were seen here
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an d  th ere  ab o u t th e  m ark e t-p lace ; in one corner, 
th ere  was a  friendly bou t a t  q u a rte rs ta ff ; an d — w hat 
a ttrac ted  m ost in te rest o f all— on th e  p latfo rm  of the  
p illory , a lready  so no ted  in our pages, tw o m asters of 
defence were com m encing  an exh ib ition  w ith  the  
buck ler and  broadsw ord. B ut, m uch to  th e  d isap 
po in tm en t o f th e  crowd, th is la tte r  business was 
broken  off by  th e  in terposition  of the  tow n beadle, 
w ho had no idea of p erm ittin g  th e  m ajesty  of th e  law 
to  be v io lated  by  such an  abuse o f  one o f its 
consecrated  places.

I t  m ay no t be too  m uch to  affirm, on th e  whole, 
( th e  people  being  then  in th e  first stages o f joyless 
deportm ent, an d  the  offspring of sires who had  know n 
how to  be m erry, in th e ir  day), th a t  th ey  w ould com 
p are  favourably, in p o in t o f ho liday  keeping, w ith 
th e ir  descendants, even a t  so long an  in terval as ou r
selves. T h e ir im m edia te  posterity , the  genera tion  
n e x t to  th e  early  em igran ts, wore th e  b lackest shade 
o f  Puritan ism , and  so darkened  th e  national visage 
w ith  it, th a t  all th e  subsequen t years have n o t sufficed 
to  clear it up. W e have y e t to  learn  again  th e  for
g o tten  a r t  o f gaiety.

T h e  p ictu re  o f hum an life in th e  m arket-p lace, 
th o u g h  its general tin t  was th e  sad  gray , brow n, or 
b lack  of th e  E n g lish  em igran ts, was y e t enlivened 
b y  som e diversity  o f hue. A  p a r ty  o f  In d ian s— in 
th e ir  savage finery o f  curiously em broidered  deerskin 
robes, w am pum -belts, red  and  yellow  ochre, a n d ' 
feathers, and  arm ed w ith th e  bow  an d  arrow  and  
stone-headed  spear— stood  ap a rt w ith coun tenances of 
inflexible grav ity , beyond w hat even th e  P u ritan  
aspect could a tta in . N or, wild as were these pain ted
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barbarians, w ere th e y  th e  w ildest featu re  o f  th e  scene. 
T h is  d istinc tion  could m ore ju s tly  be claim ed by 
som e m ariners— a p a rt of th e  crew  o f th e  vessel from 
th e  S pan ish  M ain— w ho had  com e ashore to  see th e  
hum ours o f E lec tion  D ay. T h e y  w ere rough-looking 
desperadoes, w ith  sun-b lackened  faces, and  an  im 
m ensity  o f b e a r d ; th e ir  w ide sho rt trousers w ere 
confined ab o u t th e  w aist by  belts, often clasped w ith 
a rough  p la te  of gold, and  susta in ing  alw ays a  long 
knife, and  in som e instances, a sw ord. F rom  b eneath  
th e ir b road-brim m ed h a ts  of palm -leaf, g leam ed eyes 
w hich, even in good-natu re  and  m errim ent, had  a k ind  
o f  an im al ferocity. T h e y  transgressed  w ithout fear 
o r scruple, th e  rules o f behaviour th a t  w ere b ind ing  on 
all o th e r s : sm oking  tobacco u n d er th e  bead le ’s very 
nose, a lth o u g h  each w hiff w ould have cost a  tow nsm an 
a  sh illin g ; and  quaffing a t  th e ir  pleasure, d rau g h ts  of 
w ine or aqua-vitae from pocket flasks, w hich th ey  
freely tendered  to  th e  g ap in g  crow d around  them . I t  
rem ark ab ly  characterised  th e  incom plete  m ora lity  o f 
th e  age, rigid as we call it, th a t a licence was allow ed 
th e  seafaring  class, no t m erely  for th e ir  freaks on 
shore, b u t for far m ore desp era te  deeds on th e ir 
p ro p er elem ent. T h e  sailo r o f th a t d ay  w ould go 
near to  be arraigned  as a p ira te  in our own. T here  
could be little  doub t, for instance, th a t  th is v e ry  sh ip ’s 
crew, th ough  no unfavourable specim ens o f th e  
nau tica l b ro therhood , had been gu ilty , as we should  
phrase  it, o f  dep red a tio n s on th e  S pan ish  com m erce, 
such  as w ould have perilled  all th e ir  necks in  a 
m o d em  court of justice.

B u t th e  sea in those  old tim es heaved, swelled, 
an d  foam ed very  m uch a t  its own will, o r sub jec t only
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to  th e  tem pestuous w ind, w ith h a rd ly  an y  a tte m p ts  a t 
regu la tion  by  hum an  law. T h e  buccaneer on the 
w ave m igh t re linquish  his calling  and  becom e a t  once 
i f  he chose, a m an o f p ro b ity  an d  p ie ty  on land  ; nor, 
even in th e  full career o f  his reckless life, was he re 
g ard ed  as a personage w ith  w hom  it w as d isrepu tab le  
to  traffic o r casually  associate. T h u s  th e  P uritan  
elders in th e ir  b lack  cloaks, s ta rch ed  bands, and  
steeple-crow ned hats, sm iled n o t u n b en ig n an tly  a t  th e  
clam our and  rude  d ep o rtm en t o f  these  jo lly  seafaring  
m e n ; and  it excited  n e ither su rp rise  no r an im adver
sion w hen so rep u tab le  a  citizen as old R oger 
C hillingw orth , th e  physician, was seen to  en te r the  
m arket-p lace  in close and  fam iliar ta lk  w ith  the  
com m ander of th e  questionab le  vessel.

T h e  la tte r  was b y  far th e  m ost show y an d  g a llan t 
figure, so far as ap p are l w ent, anyw here to  be seen 
am o n g  th e  m ultitude . H e  w ore a  profusion o f ribbons 
on his garm en t, an d  gold  lace on his h a t, w hich was 
also  encircled  b y  a gold chain, an d  su rm oun ted  w ith 
a  feather. T h e re  w as a  sw ord a t  his side and  a  sw ord- 
cu t on his forehead, which, by  th e  a rran g em en t of his 
hair, he seem ed anx io u s ra th e r  to  d isp lay  th a n  hide. 
A  landsm an  could hard ly  have w orn th is g a rb  and 
show n th is  face, and  w orn and  show n them  bo th  w ith 
such a  galliard  air, w ithout u ndergo ing  stern  question  
before a  m ag istra te , and  p robab ly  incurring  a  fine or 
im prisonm ent, o r perh ap s an  exh ib ition  in  th e  stocks. 
A s regarded  th e  sh ipm aster, how ever, all w as looked 
upon as p erta in in g  to  th e  character, as to  a  fish his 
g listen ing  scales.

A fte r  p a rtin g  from  th e  physician, th e  com m ander 
o f  th e  B ristol sh ip  stro lled  id ly  th ro u g h  th e  m ark e t
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p la c e ; un til h appen ing  to  ap p ro ach  th e  spo t w here 
H e s te r  P ry n n e  w as s tand ing , he appeared  to  
recognise, and  did  no t h esita te  to  address her. A s 
w as usually  th e  case w herever H e s te r  stood, a sm all 
v acan t a rea— a so rt o f m agic  circle— h ad  form ed itse lf 
abou t her, in to  vyhich, th o u g h  th e  people  w ere 
elbow ing one an o th e r a t  a  little  d istance, none 
ven tu red  or felt d isposed to  in trude. I t  was a forcible 
ty p e  of th e  m oral so litude  in w hich the  scarle t le tte r 
enveloped its fated  w e a re r ; p a rtly  by  h e r own reserve, 
and  p a rtly  b y  th e  instinctive, th o u g h  no  longer so un
k indly , w ithdraw al o f  h er fellow -creatures. N ow , if  
never before, it answ ered a good purpose by  enab ling  
H e s te r  and  th e  seam an  to  sp eak  to g e th e r w ithou t risk 
of being  o v e rh e a rd ; an d  so changed  was H este r 
P ry n n e’s rep u te  before th e  public, th a t  th e  m atron  in 
town, m ost em inen t for rigid m orality , could no t have 
held  such in tercourse w ith  less resu lt o f scandal th an  
herself.

“ So, m istress,’’ said th e  m ariner, “ I m ust bid the  
stew ard  m ake ready  one m ore berth  th an  you b ar
gained  for! N o fear of scurvy or sh ip  fever this 
voyage. W h a t w ith  th e  sh ip ’s surgeon and  th is  o ther 
doctor, our on ly  danger will be from d ru g  or p i l l ; 
m ore by token , as there  is a lo t of apo thecary ’s stuff 
aboard , w hich I trad ed  for w ith a S pan ish  vessel.”

" W h a t  m ean  you ?” inquired  H ester, s ta rtled  m ore 
th an  she perm itted  to  appear. “ H av e  you  an o th e r 
passenger ? ”

“ W hy, know  you  not,” cried th e  shipm aster, 
“ th a t th is physician  here— C hillingw orth  he  calls 
h im self—is m inded  to  try  m y cabin-fare w ith  you ? 
A y , ay, you m ust have know n i t ; for he tells me he
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Is o f  your p a rty , and  a  close friend to  th e  gen tlem an  
you  spoke o f—he th a t is in peril from  these  sour old 
P u ritan  rulers.”

“ T h e y  know  each o th e r well, indeed ,” replied 
H este r, w ith a  m ien o f  calm ness, th ough  in 
th e  u tm o st consternation . “ T h e y  have long dw elt 
toge ther.”

N o th in g  fu rther passed betw een  th e  m ariner and  
H este r  P rynne. B ut a t th a t  in s tan t she beheld old 
R o g er C hillingw orth  him self, s tan d in g  in th e  re
m o test corner o f th e  m arket-p lace  an d  sm iling  on 
h e r ;  a sm ile w hich— across the  w ide and  bustling  
square , and  th ro u g h  all th e  ta lk  and  laugh ter, and  
various th o ugh ts, m oods, and  in terests  o f the  crow d—  
conveyed secret an d  fearful m eaning.



X X II .

BE F O R E  H este r P ry n n e  could call to g e th e r her 
though ts, and  consider w hat w as p rac ticab le  to  

be done in th is  new and s ta rtlin g  aspec t o f affairs, the  
sound of m ilitary  m usic was heard  approach ing  a long  
a  contiguous street. I t  deno ted  the  advance o f  the 
procession o f  m ag istra tes and  citizens on its  way 
tow ards the  m ee tin g -h o u se : where, in com pliance 
w ith  a  custom  thus early  established, and  ever since 
observed, th e  R everend  Mr. D im m esdale  w as to  
deliver an E lec tion  Serm on.

S oon th e  head  o f  th e  procession show ed itself, w ith  
a slow and  s ta te ly  m arch, tu rn in g  a  corner, and 
m ak ing  its w ay across th e  m arket-p lace. F irs t cam e 
th e  m usic. I t  com prised  a v arie ty  o f  instrum ents, 
perhaps im perfectly  ad ap ted  to  one ano ther, and 
p layed  w ith  no g rea t s k i l l ; b u t y e t a tta in in g  the  
g rea t ob ject for w hich the  h a rm o n y  o f d rum  and 
clarion addresses itself to  th e  m u ltitu d e— th a t  of 
im p artin g  a h ig h er and  m ore heroic a ir  to  th e  scene 
of life th a t  passes befor(e th e  eye. L ittle  Pearl a t first 
clapped h er hands, b u t then  lost for an  in s tan t th e  
restless ag ita tion  th a t  had  k ep t her in a continual 
effervescence th ro u g h o u t th e  m o rn in g ; she gazed 
silently, and seem ed to  be borne upw ard like a
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floating sea-b ird  on the  long heaves and  sw ells of 
sound. B u t she w as b rou g h t back  to  her form er m ood 
b y  th e  sh im m er o f th e  sunshine on th e  w eapons and 
b rig h t a rm our o f the  m ilita ry  com pany, w hich followed 
after th e  music, and form ed th e  h o n o rary  escort of the 
procession. T h is body  of so ld iery— which still sus
ta in s a  co rpo ra te  ex istence, and  m arches dow n from 
p a s t ages w ith  an  anc ien t and  honourab le  fam e— was 
com posed o f no m ercenary  m aterials. I ts  ranks were 
filled w ith gen tlem en who felt th e  stirrings of m artia l 
im pulse, and  soug h t to  establish  a  k ind o f College of 
A rm s, w here, as in an  association  o f  K n igh ts  
T em plars, they  m igh t learn the  science, and, so far as 
peaceful exercise w ould teach  them , th e  practices of 
war. T h e  h igh estim ation  th en  p laced  upon  the  
m ilita ry  ch arac ter m igh t be seen in th e  lo fty  p o rt of 
each individual m em ber o f th e  com pany. Som e of 
them , indeed, by  the ir services in the  Low  C ountries 
and  on o th e r fields o f E uropean  w arfare, h ad  fairly 
won th e ir  title  to  assum e th e  nam e an d  pom p  of 
soldiership. T h e  en tire  array , m oreover, clad  in 
burn ished  steel, and  w ith p lum age nodd ing  over their 
b rig h t m orions, had  a  brilliancy  o f effect w hich no 
m odern  d isp lay  can asp ire to  equal.

A n d  y e t th e  m en of civil em inence, w ho cam e 
im m edia te ly  behind th e  m ilita ry  escort, w ere better 
w orth  a  th o ugh tfu l observer’s eye. E ven  in outw ard 
dem eanour th ey  show ed a s tam p  o f m ajesty  th a t 
m ade th e  w arrior’s h a u g h ty  stride  look vulgar, if not 
absurd . I t  was an  age  w hen w hat we call ta le n t had 
far less consideration  th a n  now, bu t th e  massive 
m ateria ls w hich p roduce s tab ility  and  d ig n ity  of 
ch arac ter a g rea t deal more. T h e  peop le  possessed
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b y  h e red ita ry  rig h t th e  q u a lity  of reverence, which, 
in th e ir descendants, if  i t  survive a t all, ex ists  in 
sm aller p roportion , and  w ith  a vastly  dim inished 
force in th e  selection and  estim ate  o f public men. 
T h e  change m ay  be for good o r ill, and  is partly , 
perhaps, for both . In  th a t  old d ay  the  E ng lish  
se ttle r on these  rude shores— having  left king, nobles, 
and  all degrees o f awful ran k  behind, w hile still th e  
faculty  and  necessity  o f  reverence was s tro n g  in h im  
— bestow ed it on the  w hite ha ir and  venerab le  brow  
o f a g e — on long-tried  in te g rity — on solid w isdom  
an d  sad-coloured experience —  on endow m ents of 
th a t  g rave  and  w eigh ty  o rder w hich gave the  idea 
o f perm anence, and  com es under th e  general defini
tion  o f  respectab ility . T hese  prim itive sta tesm en , 
therefore— B radstree t, E n d ico tt, D udley, B ellingham , 
and th e ir com peers— who w ere elevated  to  pow er by 
th e  early  choice o f th e  people, seem  to  have been 
no t often b rillian t, bu t d istingu ished  by  a  ponderous 
sobrie ty , ra th e r  th an  ac tiv ity  of in te lle c t T h e y  had  
fo rtitude  and  self-reliance, and  in tim e of difficulty 
or peril stood  up  for the  welfare of th e  s ta te  like a 
line of cliffs against a  tem pestuous tide. T h e  tra its  
o f  ch a rac te r here  ind icated  w ere well rep resen ted  in 
th e  square cast o f countenance and  large physical 
developm ent of th e  new colonial m agistrates. So 
far as a  dem eanour o f n a tu ra l au th o rity  was con
cerned, th e  m o ther co u n try  need no t have been 
asham ed  to  see these  forem ost m en o f an  ac tual 
dem ocracy adop ted  in to  th e  H ouse  o f Peers, or m ake 
th e  Privy  Council o f th e  Sovereign.

N e x t in o rder to  th e  m ag istra tes cam e th e  y o ung  
and  em inently  d istinguished  divine, from  whose lip s

K m
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th e  religious discourse o f th e  ann iversary  w as e x 
pected . H is  was th e  profession a t  th a t  era  in w hich 
in te llec tual ab ility  d isp layed  itse lf far m ore th an  
in political l i f e ; for— leaving  a h igher m otive ou t 
o f th e  question  —  it offered inducem ents pow erful 
enough in th e  alm ost w orsh ipping  respect o f the  
com m unity , to  win th e  m ost asp iring  am bition  in to  
its  service. E ven  political pow er— as in th e  case of 
Increase  M ather— was w ithin th e  g rasp  of a  successful 
p riest. '

I t  was th e  observation  o f those who beheld  him  
now, th a t  never, since Mr. D im m esdale  first se t his 
foot on th e  N ew  E n g lan d  shore, had  he exh ib ited  
such energy  as was seen in th e  g a it an d  a ir w ith 
w hich he k e p t his pace in the  procession. T h ere  
w as no feebleness o f s tep  as a t o th e r tim es ; his 
fram e was n o t bent, nor d id  his h and  rest om inously 
upon his heart. Y et, if the  c lergym an were righ tly  
view ed, his s tren g th  seem ed no t of th e  body. I t  
m igh t be sp iritual and  im parted  to  him  by angelical 
m in istrations. I t  m igh t be th e  exh ila ra tio n  o f th a t  
p o te n t cordial which is d istilled  o n ly  in th e  furnace- 
glow of earnest and  long-continued thought. O r 
perchance h is sensitive tem p eram en t was inv igorated  
b y  th e  loud and  piercing  m usic th a t  sw elled heaven
w ard, and  uplifted  him  on its ascend ing  wave. 
N evertheless, so ab strac ted  was his look, it  m igh t 
be questioned w hether Mr. D im m esdale  ever heard  
th e  music. T h e re  was his body, m oving onw ard, 
an d  w ith  an  unaccustom ed force. B ut w here was 
his m ind ? F a r  and  deep  in its own region, busy
in g  itself, w ith  p re te rn a tu ra l activ ity , to  m arshal a 
procession o f  s ta te ly  th o u g h ts  th a t  w ere soon to
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issue th e n c e ; an d  so he saw  noth ing , heard  nothing, 
knew  n o th in g  o f w hat was a round  him  ; b u t the  
sp iritua l e lem ent took  up  th e  feeble fram e and  
carried  it along, unconscious o f th e  burden, and  con
v ertin g  it to  sp irit like itself. M en o f uncom m on 
in tellect, who have grow n m orbid, possess th is 
occasional pow er of m ig h ty  effort, in to  w hich they  
throw  the  life o f  m any  days an d  th en  are  lifeless 
for as m any  more.

H e s te r  P rynne, gazing  stead fastly  a t th e  clergym an, 
fe lt a d reary  influence com e over her, bu t w herefore 
or w hence she knew  not, unless th a t he seem ed so 
rem ote from  h er own sphere, and  u tte rly  beyond her 
reach. O ne g lance  of recognition  she had  im agined  
m ust needs pass betw een them . S he  th o u g h t of 
th e  dim  forest, w ith  its little  dell of solitude, and  
love, and  anguish , and  th e  m ossy tree -tru n k , where, 
s ittin g  h a n d - in -h a n d , th ey  h ad  m ingled  th e ir sad 
and  p assiona te  ta lk  w ith  th e  m elancho ly  m urm ur 
o f  th e  brook. H ow  deep ly  had  th ey  know n each 
o th e r th en  ! A n d  was th is th e  m an ? S he hard ly  
knew  him  n o w ! H e , m oving p roud ly  past, en 
veloped as it were, in  th e  rich m usic, w ith the  
procession o f m ajestic  and  venerab le  f a th e r s ; he, 
so u n a tta in ab le  in his w orld ly  position, and  still 
m ore so in th a t far v ista  o f his unsym path iz ing  
though ts, th ro u g h  w hich she now beheld  h im  1 H er 
sp ir it san k  w ith th e  idea th a t all m ust have been 
a  delusion, and  th a t, vividly as she h ad  d ream ed  it, 
there  could  be no real bond  b e tw ix t th e  clergym an 
and  herself. A n d  th u s m uch o f w om an was there  
in H este r, th a t she could scarcely  forgive h im  —  
least of a ll now, w hen th e  heavy  footstep  o f the ir
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approach ing  F a te  m ig h t be heard , nearer, nearer, 
n e a r e r !— for being  ab le so com pletely  to  w ithdraw  
h im self from th e ir m u tu a l w orld— while she groped  
dark ly , an d  stre tched  forth  h e r cold hands, an d  found 
h im  n o t

P earl e ith er saw  and  responded  to  h er m o th er’s 
feelings, o r h erse lf felt th e  rem oteness and  in tan g i
b ility  th a t  had  fallen a round  th e  m inister. W hile  
th e  procession passed, th e  child  was uneasy, flu tte r
ing  up  and  dow n, like  a  b ird  on th e  p o in t of tak in g  
flight. W hen  th e  w hole h ad  gone by, she looked up 
in to  H e s te r’s face—

“ M other,” said she, “ w as th a t th e  sam e m in ister 
th a t  k issed m e b y  th e  b rook  ? ”

" H o ld  th y  peace, d ear little  P e a r l !” w hispered h er 
m other. “ W e m ust no t alw ays ta lk  in  th e  m a rk e t
place o f  w hat hap p en s to  us in th e  forest.”

“ I  could n o t be sure th a t  it w as he— so s tran g e  
he looked,” con tinued  th e  child. “ E lse  I  w ould 
have run  to  him , and  b id  h im  kiss m e now, before 
all th e  people, even as he  d id  y o n d er am ong  the  
d a rk  old trees. W h a t would th e  m in ister have 
said, m o th er ? W ould  he have c lapped  his h and  
over h is heart, an d  scow led on m e, an d  bid m e 
begone ? ”

“ W h a t should  h e  say, P earl,” answ ered H ester, 
“ save th a t  it  was no  tim e  to  kiss, and  th a t  kisses 
a re  no t to  be given in th e  m a rk e t-p la ce  ? W ell 
for thee, foolish child, th a t  th o u  d id s t n o t sp eak  to 
h im ! ”

A n o th e r shade  of th e  sam e sen tim en t, in  reference 
to  M r. D im m esdale , w as expressed  by  a  person 
w hose eccentricities— or insan ity , as we should  term
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i t  —  led h e r to  do w h a t few of th e  tow nspeople 
w ould have ven tu red  o n — to begin a conversation 
w ith  th e  w earer o f  th e  scarle t le tte r  in  public. I t  
was M istress H ibbins, who, a rray ed  in g rea t m ag
nificence, w ith a  trip le  ruff, a b ro idered  stom acher, 
a gow n o f rich velvet, and  a  go ld -headed  cane, had  
com e forth  to  see th e  procession. A s th is ancien t 
lad y  h ad  th e  renow n (which su bsequen tly  cost her 
no less a  price th an  h er life) o f  being  a  principal 
ac to r in all th e  w orks of necrom ancy  th a t  were 
con tin u a lly  go ing  forw ard, th e  crow d gave w ay 
before her, and  seem ed to  fear th e  tou ch  o f h er g a r
m ent, as if it carried  th e  p lague am ong  its  gorgeous 
folds. Seen  in  con junction  w ith  H e s te r  P ry n n e—  
k in d ly  as so m an y  now felt tow ards th e  la tte r— the  
d read  inspired by  M istress H ibb ins h ad  doubled, and  
caused a  general m ovem ent from  th a t  p a r t o f th e  
m arke t-p lace  in w hich th e  tw o w om en stood.

“ N ow , w hat m orta l im ag ination  could conceive 
it  ? ” w hispered th e  old lad y  confidentia lly  to  H ester. 
“ Y o n d er divine m a n !  T h a t  sa in t on earth , as th e  
people  uphold  him  to  be, and  as— I  m ust needs say 
— he really  looks ! W ho, now, th a t  saw  him  pass in 
th e  procession, w ould th in k  how  little  w hile i t  is 
since he w ent fo rth  ou t o f his s tu d y — chew ing a 
H ebrew  te x t  o f S crip tu re  in his m outh, I w arran t—  
to  tak e  an a iring  in th e  forest 1 A h a ! we know  w hat 
th a t  m eans, H este r  P ry n n e  1 B u t tru ly , forsooth, I 
find it  h a rd  to  believe him  th e  sam e m an. M any  a 
church  m em ber saw  I, w alk ing  behind the  music, 
th a t has danced  in th e  sam e m easure w ith  me, when 
S om ebody  was fiddler, and, it  m ig h t be, an In d ian  
pow w ow  or a  L a p la n d  w izard chang ing  hands w ith
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u s ! T h a t  is b u t a trifle, w hen a  w om an know s the 
world. B u t th is m in is te r .. C ou ldst thou surely  tell, 
H este r, w heth er he w as th e  sam e m an th a t  en
countered  th ee  on th e  forest p a th  ? ”

" M adam , I  know  no t o f  w hat you  speak ,” 
answ ered H este r  P rynne, feeling M istress H ibb ins 
to  be o f infirm  m ind ; y e t s tran g e ly  s ta rtled  and  
aw e-stricken by  th e  confidence w ith  w hich she 
affirm ed a personal connex ion  betw een  so m any  
persons (herself am ong  them ) an d  th e  Evil One. 
“ I t  is no t for m e to  ta lk  ligh tly  o f  a learned  and  
pious m in ister o f  the  W ord, like  th e  R everend  Mr. 
D im m esdale .”

“ F ie , w om an— fie 1 ” cried th e  old lady , shak ing  
her finger a t Plester. “ D ost thou  th in k  I have been 
to  th e  forest so m an y  tim es, and have y e t no skill 
to  ju d g e  who else has been th e re?  Yea, though  no 
lea f of the  w ild garlan d s w hich th e y  wore w hile th ey  
danced  be  left in th e ir  h a ir!  I  know  thee, H ester, 
for I  behold  th e  token . W e m ay  all see it  in th e  
s u n sh in e ! and it glows like a  red  flam e in th e  dark. 
T h o u  w earest it openly, so th e re  need be no question  
abou t th a t. B u t th is m in iste r! L e t m e tell th ee  in 
th in e  e a r!  W hen  th e  B lack M an sees one o f  his 
ow n servants, signed and  sealed, so shy  o f ow ning 
to  th e  bond  as is th e  R everend  M r. D im m esdale, he 
h a th  a  w ay o f o rdering  m atte rs  so th a t th e  m ark  
shall be  disclosed, in open day ligh t, to  th e  eyes ofi 
all th e  w orld 1 W h a t is th a t th e  m in ister seeks to  
hide, w ith h is h an d  alw ays over his h ea rt ? H a , 
H e s te r  P ry n n e ? "

“ W h a t is it, good M istress H ib b in s ? ” eagerly  
asked  little  Pearl. “ H a s t th o u  seen it  ? ”
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“ N o  m atte r, d a rlin g !” responded  M istress H ibbins, 
m ak ing  Pearl a  p rofound reverence. “ T h o u  th y se lf 
w ilt see it, one tim e  or another. T h ey  say, child, 
thou  a r t  o f th e  lineage of th e  P rince of A ir !  W ilt 
thou  ride  w ith m e som e fine n igh t to  see th y  fa ther ? 
T h en  thou  sh a lt know  w herefore th e  m in ister keeps 
h is hand  over his h e a r t ! ”

L au g h in g  so shrilly  th a t all th e  m ark e t-p lace  
could h ear her, th e  w eird o ld  gen tlew om an took 
h er departu re .

By th is  tim e  th e  pre lim inary  p ray er had  been 
offered in  th e  m eeting-house , and  the  accents of 
th e  R everend  Mr. D im m esdale  w ere heard  com 
m encing  his discourse. A n  irresistib le feeling k ep t 
H e s te r  n ear the spot. A s th e  sacred  edifice was 
too  m uch th ro n g ed  to  ad m it an o th e r aud ito r, she 
took  up her position  close beside the  scaffold o f th e  
pillory. I t  was in sufficient p ro x im ity  to  bring th e  
w hole serm on to  her ears, in th e  shape of an  in 
d is tinc t bu t varied  m urm ur and  flow of th e  m in ister’s 
very peculiar voice.

T h is  vocal o rgan  was in itse lf a rich endow m ent, 
insom uch th a t a  listener, com prehend ing  no th ing  
of th e  language in w hich th e  p reacher spoke, m igh t 
still have been sw ayed to  and  fro by  th e  m ere tone  
and  cadence. L ik e  all o th e r music, it b rea thed  
passion and  pathos, and  em otions h igh  o r tender, 
in  a  tongue  native to  the  hum an hea rt, w herever 
educated . Muffled as th e  sound was b y  its passage 
th ro u g h  th e  church  walls, H e s te r  P rynne listened 
w ith  such  in tenseness, and  sym path ized  so in ti
m ately , th a t th e  serm on h ad  th ro u g h o u t a  m eaning  
for her, en tire ly  a p a rt from  its  ind istinguishable
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words. T hese, perhaps, if m ore d is tin c tly  heard , 
m igh t have been on ly  a  grosser m edium , and  have 
clogged th e  sp iritua l sense. N ow  she cau g h t th e  low 
u ndertone , as o f th e  w ind sink ing  dow n to  repose 
i ts e lf ; th en  ascended  w ith it, as i t  rose th ro u g h  
progressive g radations o f sw eetness and  pow er, un til 
its volum e seem ed to  envelop her w ith  an  a tm o 
sphere of awe an d  solem n grandeur. A n d  yet, 
m ajestic  as th e  voice som etim es becam e, th ere  was 
for ever in it an  essential ch a rac ter of plain tiveness. 
A  loud or low  expression  o f angu ish— th e  w hisper, 
o r th e  shriek , as it  m igh t be  conceived, o f  suffering 
hum anity , th a t  touched  a sensib ility  in every  bosom  ! 
A t  tim es th is  deep  stra in  o f p a th o s was a ll th a t  
could be heard , and  scarcely  heard  sigh ing  am id 
a  deso late  silence. B u t even w hen th e  m in iste r’s 
voice grew  h igh  an d  com m anding— w hen it gushed  
irrepressib ly  u p w ard — w hen it assum ed its u tm o st 
b read th  and  power, so overfilling th e  church as to  
b u rs t its  w ay th rough  th e  solid  walls, and  diffuse 
itse lf in th e  open a ir— still, if  th e  au d ito r listened  
in ten tly , an d  for th e  purpose, he  could de tec t the  
sam e cry  o f  pain. W h a t was it  ? T h e  com plain t 
of a hum an  heart, sorrow -laden, perchance gu ilty , 
telling  its secret, w hether o f gu ilt o r sorrow, to  the  
g rea t h ea rt o f  m ank ind  ; beseeching its sy m p a th y  
or forgiveness,— a t every m om ent,— in each  accent, 
—  and  never in vain  I I t  was th is profound and  
con tinual un d erto n e  th a t  gave th e  clergym an h is m ost 
ap p ro p ria te  power.

D u rin g  a ll th is  tim e, H e s te r  stood, sta tue-like , a t 
th e  foot o f th e  scaffold. I f  th e  m in ister’s voice had  
n o t k e p t h er there , th e re  would, nevertheless, have



been an inevitab le  m agnetism  in th a t spot, w hence 
she d a ted  th e  first hour o f her life of ignom iny. 
T h e re  was a sense w ithin her— too ill-defined to  be 
m ade a thou g h t, b u t w eighing heavily  on her m ind 
— th a t h er w hole orb  o f life, bo th  before and after, 
w as connected  w ith th is  spot, as w ith  the  one po in t 
th a t  gave it  unity.

L ittle  Pearl, m eanw hile, had  q u itted  her m o ther’s 
side, and  was p lay ing  a t her own will abo u t th e  
m arket-p lace. S he  m ade th e  som bre crowd cheerful 
by  her erratic  an d  g listen ing  ray, even as a b ird  
of b rig h t p lum age illum inates a  w hole tree  o f dusk y  
foliage by  d a rtin g  to  and  fro, h a lf  seen and  ha lf 
concealed am id th e  tw iligh t o f  th e  c lustering  leaves. 
S he had  an undu la ting , bu t often tim es a sh a rp  and  
irregu lar m ovem ent. I t  ind icated  the  restless vivacity  
of h er spirit, w hich to -d ay  was doub ly  indefatigab le  
in its tip -toe  dance, because it was p layed  upon and  
v ib ra ted  w ith her m o th er’s disquietude. W henever 
Pearl saw  an y th in g  to  ex c ite  her ever active and  
w andering  curiosity , she flew th itherw ard , and, as 
we m igh t say, seized upon th a t  m an or th in g  as 
h e r own p roperty , so far as she desired  it, bu t 
w ithou t y ie ld ing  the  m inu test degree o f contro l over 
h er m otions in re q u ita l T h e  P u ritans looked on, 
and, if th ey  sm iled, were none th e  less inclined to  
p ronounce th e  child a  dem on offspring, from the  
indescribable  charm  o f b eau ty  and  eccentricity  th a t  
shone th ro u g h  her little  figure, an d  spark led  w ith its 
activ ity . S he  ran  and  looked th e  wild In d ian  in 
th e  face, an d  he grew  conscious of a n a tu re  w ilder 
th an  his own. T hence, w ith native audacity , bu t still 
w ith  a  reserve as characteristic , she  flew in to  the  

* k  m *
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m idst o f  a g roup  of m ariners, th e  sw arthy-cheeked  
wild m en o f th e  ocean, as th e  In d ian s w ere o f the  
land  ; and  th ey  gazed w ondering ly  and  adm iring ly  
a t  Pearl, as if a flake o f th e  sea-foam  had tak en  the  
shape o f a little  m aid, an d  w ere gifted w ith a  soul 
o f  th e  sea-fire, th a t  flashes b eneath  the  prow  in th e  
n ight-tim e.

O ne o f these  seafaring  m en —  th e  sh ipm aster, 
indeed, who had  spoken  to  H e s te r  P rynne —  was 
so sm itten  w ith P ea rl’s aspect, th a t  he a ttem p ted  
to  lay  hands upon her, w ith  purpose to  sn a tch  a 
kiss. F in d in g  it  as im possible to  touch  h er as to  
ca tch  a  hum m ing-b ird  in th e  air, he  took  from  his 
h a t  th e  gold chain th a t  was tw isted  abou t it, and  
th rew  it to  the  child. Pearl im m edia te ly  tw ined it 
a round  h er neck  and w aist w ith  such h ap p y  skill, 
th a t, once seen there , it becam e a  p a r t o f her, and  
it  was difficult to  im agine h er w ithou t it.

“ T h y  m other is y o n d er w om an w ith  th e  scarle t 
le tte r,” said  th e  seam an. “ W ilt thou  ca rry  h er a 
m essage from  m e ? ”

“ I f  th e  m essage pleases me, I  will,” answ ered 
Pearl.

“ T h e n  tell her,” rejoined he, “ th a t  I  spake  again 
w ith  the  b lack  - a - visaged, hum p  - shouldered  old 
doctor, and  he  engages to  b ring  his friend, the  
g en tlem an  she w ots of, aboard  w ith him . So let 
th y  m other tak e  no thou g h t, save for herself and 
thee. W ilt thou  tell h er this, thou  w itch -baby  ? ”

“ M istress H ibb ins says m y fa ther is th e  Prince 
o f  the  A ir  ! ” cried Pearl, w ith  a  n au g h ty  sm ile. “ If 
thou  callest m e th a t  ill-nam e, I shall tell him  o f thcc, 
an d  he will chase th y  ship  w ith  a  tem pest 1”
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P ursu ing  a  zigzag course across the  m arket-p lace, 
th e  child  re tu rned  to  h er m other, an d  com m unicated  
w hat th e  m ariner h ad  said. H este r’s strong , calm  
stead fa s tly -en d u rin g  sp irit a lm ost sank , a t  last, on 
beho ld ing  th is  d a rk  and  grim  coun tenance  o f an 
inev itab le  doom , w hich —  a t  th e  m om ent w hen a 
passage  seem ed to  open for the  m in ister an d  herse lf 
o u t of th e ir  lab y rin th  o f  m isery— show ed itself, w ith  
an  u n re len ting  smile, r ig h t in th e  m idst o f  th e ir 
path .

W ith  h er m ind  harassed  b y  th e  te rrib le  p e rp lex ity  
in w hich th e  sh ip m aste r’s intelligence involved her, 
she w as also sub jected  to  an o th e r trial. T h ere  were 
m an y  peop le  p resen t from  th e  co u n try  round  about, 
w ho had  often  heard  o f th e  scarle t le tter, and  to  
w hom  it had  been m ade terrific by  a  hundred  false 
or ex ag g era ted  rum ours, b u t w ho had  never beheld  
it  w ith  th e ir  own bodily  eyes. T hese, a fter ex h au st
in g  o th e r m odes of am usem ent, now  th ronged  ab o u t 
H este r  P ry n n e  w ith rude  and  boorish intrusiveness. 
U nscrupulous as it  was, how ever, it could no t b ring  
th em  nearer th an  a circuit o f  several yards. A t  th a t 
d istance  th ey  accord ingly  stood, fixed th e re  by  the 
centrifugal force o f  th e  repugnance  which the  m ystic  
sym bol inspired. T h e  w hole g ang  o f sailors, like
wise, observing th e  press o f  specta to rs, and learn ing  
th e  p u rp o rt o f th e  scarle t letter, cam e and  th ru s t 
the ir su n b u rn t and desperado-look ing  faces in to  th e  
ring. E ven  th e  In d ian s  w ere affected by  a  so rt o f 
cold shadow  of the  w hite m an ’s curiosity  and, g lid ing  
th ro u g h  th e  crow d, fastened  th e ir  snake-like black 
eyes on H este r’s bosom , conceiving, perhaps, th a t 
th e  w earer o f th is  b rillian tly -em bro idered  badge m ust
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needs be a  personage o f h igh  d ig n ity  am ong  h er 
people. L astly , th e  in h ab itan ts  of th e  tow n (th e ir 
ow n in te rest in th is w orn-out sub jec t langu id ly  re
viving itself, by  sy m p a th y  w ith  w hat th ey  saw  o thers 
feel) lounged  id ly  to  th e  sam e quarte r, and  to rm en ted  
H e s te r  P rynne, perh ap s m ore th an  all th e  rest, w ith  
th e ir  cool, w ell-acquain ted  gaze a t  h e r fam iliar sham e. 
H e s te r  saw  an d  recognized th e  selfsam e faces o f  th a t 
g ro u p  o f  m atrons, who had  aw aited  h er forthcom ing  
from  th e  prison-door seven years  a g o ; all save one, 
th e  y o ungest and  on ly  com passionate  am ong  them , 
w hose burial-robe she had  since m ade. A t  th e  final 
hour, w hen she was so soon to  fling aside th e  bu rn ing  
le tter, it h ad  s tran g e ly  becom e th e  cen tre  o f m ore 
rem ark  an d  exc item en t, and  was thus m ade to  sear 
h e r b reast m ore painfully , th a n  a t an y  tim e  since the  
first d ay  she p u t it on.

W hile  P lester stood  in  th a t  m agic circle of 
ignom iny, w here th e  cunning  c rue lty  o f  h e r sen tence 
seem ed to  have fixed h er for ever, th e  adm irab le  
preacher w as looking  dow n from  th e  sacred  p u lp it 
upon  an  audience w hose very  inm ost sp irits  had 
y ie lded  to  his control. T h e  sa in ted  m in ister in the  
church 1 T h e  w om an of the  scarle t le tte r  in the 
m arke t-p lace  1 W h a t im ag ination  w ould have been 
irreveren t enough to  surm ise th a t  th e  sam e scorching 
s tig m a  was on them  b o th  1
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T H E  eloquen t voice, on w hich th e  souls o f  th e  
lis ten ing  audience had  been borne a lo ft as on 

th e  sw elling waves o f th e  sea, a t  leng th  cam e to  a 
pause. T h e re  was a  m o m en tary  silence, profound as 
w hat should  follow th e  u tte ran ce  of oracles. T h en  
ensued a m urm ur an d  half-hushed tum ult, as if  th e  
auditors, released from  th e  h igh  spell th a t  h ad  tran s
p o rted  th em  in to  th e  region o f an o th e r’s m ind, w ere 
re tu rn in g  in to  them selves, w ith  all th e ir aw e an d  
w onder still heavy  on them . In  a m om ent m ore the  
crow d began  to  gush  forth  from  th e  doors o f  th e  
church. N ow  th a t th ere  was an  end, th e y  needed  
m ore brea th , m ore fit to  su p p o rt th e  gross an d  ea rth ly  
life in to  w hich th ey  relapsed, th an  th a t  a tm osphere  
w hich th e  p reacher had  converted  in to  w ords of 
flam e, and  h ad  burdened  w ith  th e  rich  fragrance of 
his though t.

In  th e  open air the ir rap tu re  broke in to  speech. 
T h e  s tree t and  th e  m arket-p lace  abso lu te ly  babbled, 
from  side to  side, w ith  app lauses o f the  m inister. H is 
hearers  could no t rest until th ey  had  to ld  one an o th er 
o f w hat each knew  be tte r th an  he could te ll or hear.
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A ccord ing  to  th e ir  un ited  testim ony, never had  m an 
spoken  in so wise, so h igh, an d  so ho ly  a spirit, as he 
th a t  spake  th is d ay ; nor h ad  in sp ira tion  ever b rea th ed  
th ro u g h  m orta l lips m ore ev iden tly  th an  it did 
th ro u g h  his. I ts  influence could be seen, as it  were, 
descending  upon him , an d  possessing him , and  con
tin u a lly  lifting  him  ou t o f th e  w ritten  discourse th a t 
lay  before him , and filling him  w ith ideas th a t m ust 
have  been as m arvellous to h im self as to  his audience. 
H is  subject, it  appeared , had  been th e  relation 
betw een  th e  D e ity  an d  th e  com m unities of m ankind , 
w ith  a  special reference to  th e  N ew  E n g lan d  w hich 
th ey  were here  p lan tin g  in th e  w ilderness. A n d , as 
he drew  tow ards th e  close, a sp irit as o f prophecy  had  
com e upon him , constra in ing  him  to  its purpose as 
m igh tily  as the  old p rophets o f Israe l were con
stra ined , on ly  w ith  th is difference, th a t, w hereas the  
Jew ish  seers had  denounced  ju d g m en ts  and  ru in  on 
th e ir  coun try , it was his m ission to  foretell a  h igh and  
g lorious destiny  for the  new ly ga thered  people  of the  
L ord . But, th ro u g h o u t it all, and  th ro u g h  th e  w hole 
discourse, th e re  had  been a  certain  deep, sad  u n d er
to n e  of pathos, w hich could no t be in te rp re ted  o th e r
wise th an  as th e  n a tu ra l reg re t o f one soon to  pass 
aw ay. Y es ; th e ir  m in ister w hom  th ey  so loved— and 
w ho so loved them  all, th a t he could no t d ep a rt 
heavenw ard w ithou t a s igh— had  th e  foreboding of 
un tim ely  d ea th  upon h im . and  would soon leave them  
in the ir tears. T h is idea o f his tran s ito ry  s ta y  on - 
e a rth  gave  th e  last em phasis to  th e  effect w hich the  
p reacher had  produced ; it  was as if  an  angel, in his 
passage to  the skies, h ad  shaken  his b rig h t w ings over 
th e  peop le  for an  in s tan t— a t once a  shadow  an d  a
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sp lendour— and had  shed  down a  show er o f  go lden 
tru th s  upon them .

T hus, there  h ad  com e to  th e  R everend  Mr. D im - 
m esdale— as to  m ost m en, in th e ir various spheres, 
though  seldom  recognised until th ey  see it far behind 
th em — an epoch o f life m ore b rillian t an d  full o f 
triu m p h  th an  an y  previous one, or th an  an y  w hich 
could h ereafter be. H e  stood, a t  th is m om ent, on 
the  very  p roudest em inence of superiority , to  w hich 
the  gifts or in tellect, rich lore, p revailing  eloquence, 
and  a rep u ta tion  o f  w hitest sanctity , could e x a lt a 
c lergym an in N ew  E n g la n d ’s earliest days, w hen th e  
professional charac ter was o f itself a  lofty  pedestal. 
Such was th e  position  w hich th e  m in ister occupied, as 
he bow ed his head  forw ard on th e  cushions o f  th e  
p u lp it a t  th e  close o f  his E lection  Serm on. M ean
w hile H este r P ry n n e  w as s tan d in g  beside the  scaffold 
o f  the  pillory, w ith  th e  scarle t le tte r still bu rn ing  on 
h e r b r e a s t !

N ow  was heard  again  th e  c lam our o f th e  m usic, 
and  th e  m easured tram p  of th e  m ilita ry  escort issuing 
from  th e  church door. T h e  procession was to  be 
m arshalled  thence to  th e  tow n hall, w here a  solem n 
b an q u e t would com plete  th e  cerem onies o f th e  day.

O nce m ore, therefore, th e  tra in  of venerab le  and  
m ajestic  fathers w ere seen m oving th ro u g h  a broad 
p a th w ay  of th e  people, w ho drew  back reveren tly , on 
e ither side, as th e  G overnor and  m agistra tes, the  old 
an d  wise m en, th e  ho ly  m inisters, and  all th a t  were 
em in en t and  renow ned, advanced  in to  th e  m idst of 
them . W hen  they  w ere fairly  in th e  m arket-p lace, 
th e ir  presence was gree ted  b y  a shout. T h is— though  
doub tless it  m igh t acqu ire  add itional force an d
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volum e from th e  child-like lo ya lty  which th e  age 
aw arded to  its ru lers— was felt to  be  an  irrepressib le 
o u tb u rst o f en thusiasm  k ind led  in th e  aud ito rs by  th a t 
h igh stra in  o f eloquence w hich was y e t reverberating  
in  th e ir  ears. E ach  felt the  im pulse in him self, and, 
in th e  sam e b reath , c au g h t it from his neighbour. 
W ith in  th e  church, it  had  hard ly  been k ep t d o w n ; 
ben ea th  th e  sk y  it pealed  upw ard  to  th e  zenith. 
T h e re  w ere hum an  beings enough, and  enough o f 
h ig h ly  w rought and  sym phonious feeling to  produce 
th a t  m ore im pressive sound th an  th e  organ  tones o f  
th e  b last, or th e  thu n d er, o r th e  ro a r o f the  sea ; even 
th a t  m ig h ty  sw ell o f m any  voices, b lended  in to  one 
g rea t voice by  th e  un iversal im pulse w hich m akes 
likew ise one vast h ea rt ou t o f th e  m any. N ever, 
from  th e  soil of N ew  E n g lan d  had  gone up  such a 
sh o u t! N ever, on N ew  E n g lan d  soil had  stood  th e  
m an so honoured  b y  his m orta l b re th ren  as the  
p re a c h e r !

H ow  fared i t  w ith  him , th en  ? W ere th e re  no t 
th e  b rillian t partic les of a halo  in th e  a ir abou t his 
head  ? So e therealised  by  sp irit as he was, and  so 
apo theosised  b y  w orsh ipping  adm irers, d id  his foot
steps, in the  procession, really  tread  upon th e  d u st o f 
earth  ?

A s th e  ranks o f  m ilita ry  m en and  civil fa thers 
m oved onw ard, all eyes w ere tu rn ed  tow ards the 
p o in t w here th e  m in ister was seen to  approach  
am ong  them . T h e  sh o u t died  in to  a  m urm ur, as one 
portion  o f th e  crow d after a n o th e r ob ta ined  a  glim pse 
o f  him . H ow  feeble and  pale  he looked, am id all his 
tr iu m p h  1 T h e  energy— or say, ra ther, the  insp iration  
w hich h ad  h e ld  him  up, u n til h e  should  have
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delivered th e  sacred  m essage th a t  h ad  b ro u g h t its 
own stren g th  a long  w ith  it  from  heaven— was w ith
draw n, now  th a t  it h ad  so faithfully  perform ed it 
office. T h e  glow, w hich th e y  h ad  ju s t  before beheld  
bu rn in g  on his cheek, was ex tingu ished , like a flame 
th a t  sinks dow n hopelessly  am ong  th e  la te  decaying  
em bers. I t  seem ed h a rd ly  th e  face o f  a  m an alive, 
w ith  such a death -like  hue : it was h a rd ly  a  m an w ith 
life in him , th a t  to tte re d  on his p a th  so nervously, y e t 
to tte red , and  did  no t f a l l !

O ne o f his clerical b re th ren— it was th e  venerab le  
Jo h n  W ilson— observ ing  th e  s ta te  in w hich Mr. D im - 
m esdale  was left by  th e  re tirin g  wave o f in te llec t and  
sensibility , s tepped  forw ard hastily  to  offer his su p 
port. T h e  m in ister trem ulously , b u t decidedly, 
repelled  th e  old m an ’s arm . H e  still w alked onw ard, 
if  th a t m ovem ent could be so described, w hich ra th e r 
resem bled  th e  w avering effort o f an  infant, w ith  its 
m o th e r’s arm s in view, o u tstre tched  to  te m p t him  
forw ard. A n d  now, a lm ost im perceptib le  as w ere 
the  la tte r  steps o f his progress, he had  com e opposite  
th e  w ell-rem em bered and  w eather-darkened  scaffold, 
w here, long since, w ith  all th a t  d rea ry  lapse of tim e 
betw een, H e s te r  P ry n n e  had  encountered  the  w orld’s 
ignom inious stare . T h e re  stood  H ester, ho ld ing  little  
Pearl b y  th e  h and  ! A n d  th ere  was th e  scarle t le tte r 
on her b re a s t ! T h e  m in ister here  m ade a  p a u s e ; 
a lthough  th e  m usic still p layed  th e  s ta te ly  and  re
jo ic ing  m arch  to  which the  procession m oved. I t  
sum m oned  him  onw ard— onw ard  to  th e  fe s tiv a l!—  
b u t here  he m ade a pause.

B ellingham , for th e  last few m om ents, had  k ep t an 
anx ious eye upon him . H e  now  left h is own place in
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the  procession, an d  advanced  to  give a ss is ta n c e ; 
judg ing , from  Mr. D im m esdale’s aspect th a t he m ust 
otherw ise inev itab ly  fall. B u t th e re  was som eth ing  
in th e  la tte r ’s expression  th a t  w arned back  the  
m agistra te , a lthough  a  m an no t read ily  obeying  the  
vague in tim ations th a t  pass from  one sp irit to  
another. T h e  crowd, m eanw hile, looked on w ith  
awe and  wonder. T h is ea rth ly  faintness, was, in 
th e ir  view, on ly  an o th er phase o f  th e  m in iste r’s 
celestial s t r e n g th ; nor w ould it  have  seem ed a 
m iracle too  high to  be w rought for one so holy, 
had  he  ascended before th e ir  eyes, w ax in g  d im m er 
and  brigh ter, and  fad ing  a t la s t in to  th e  ligh t o f 
h e a v e n !

H e  tu rn ed  tow ards the  scaffold, and  stre tched  
forth  his arm s.

“ H este r,” said  he, “ com e h ith e r!  Com e, m y  little  
P e a r l ! ”

I t  w as a g h astly  look w ith w hich he regarded  
th e m ; bu t th ere  w as som eth ing  a t  once ten d e r and  
s tran g e ly  tr iu m p h a n t in it. T h e  child , w ith th e  b ird
like m otion, w hich was one o f h er characteristics, flew 
to  him , and  clasped h er arm s ab o u t his knees. H este r 
P ry n n e— slowly, as if im pelled  by  inevitab le  fate, and  
aga in st h er s tro n g est w ill— likew ise drew  near, b u t 
paused before she reached  him . A t th is in s ta n t old 
R o g er C hillingw orth  th ru s t h im self th rough  the  
crow d— or, perhaps, so dark , d istu rbed , an d  evil was 
his look, he rose up  o u t o f som e n e th e r reg ion— to  
sn a tch  back  his victim  from  w hat he soug h t to  d o ! 
Be th a t  as it m ight, th e  old m an rushed  forw ard, and  
cau g h t th e  m in iste r by  th e  arm .

“ M adm an, hold  ! w hat is yo u r purpose ?” w hispered
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he. “ W ave back  th a t  w om an ! C ast off th is child I 
A ll shall be well ! D o  no t blacken y o u r fame, and 
perish  in d ishonour ! I can  y e t save you ! W ould  
you  b ring  infam y on yo u r sacred  profession ? ”

“ H a , te m p te r!  M eth inks thou  a r t  too  l a t e ! ” 
answ ered th e  m inister, encoun tering  his eye, fearfully, 
b u t firmly. “ T h y  pow er is no t w hat it was ! W ith  
G od’s help, I  shall escape th ee  now ! ”

H e  again ex ten d ed  his h and  to  th e  w om an o f the  
scarle t letter.

“ H e s te r  P rynne,” cried he, w ith a  p iercing  earnest
ness, “ in th e  nam e of H im , so terrib le  and  so 
m erciful, w ho gives m e grace, a t  th is  last m om ent, 
to  do w hat— for m y own heavy  sin and  m iserable 
ag o n y — I w ithheld  m yself from do ing  seven years  ago, 
com e h ith e r now, and  tw ine th y  s tren g th  ab o u t m e I 
T h y  s tren g th , H e s te r ;  bu t le t it  be guided by  the  
will which G od h a th  g ran ted  me! T h is w retched 
and  w ronged  old m an is opposing  it w ith  all his 
m igh t !— with all his own m ight, and  th e  fiend’s ! 
Com e, H e s te r— com e ! S u p p o rt m e u p  yonder 
scaffold.”

T h e  crow d w as in a tum ult. T h e  m en o f ran k  and  
d ignity , w ho stood  m ore im m ed ia te ly  around  the  
clergym an, w ere so tak en  by  surprise, an d  so per
p lexed  as to  th e  p u rp o rt o f w hat th ey  saw— unable  
to  receive th e  exp lan a tio n  w hich m ost read ily  
p resen ted  itself, o r to  im agine an y  o th e r— th a t th ey  
rem ained  silent an d  inactive specta to rs o f th e  ju d g 
m en t w hich Providence seem ed abou t to  work. T h e y  
beheld  th e  m inister, lean ing  on H este r’s shoulder, 
and  supported  b y  her arm  around  him , approach  th e  
scaffold, and  ascend its s te p s ; w hile s till th e  little
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h an d  of the  sin-born  child  was clasped in his. O ld  
R o g e r C hillingw orth  followed, as one in tim a te ly  con
nected  w ith  the  d ram a  of gu ilt and  sorrow  in which 
th e y  had  a ll been actors, and  well en titled , therefore, 
to  be p resen t a t its closing scene.

“ H a d s t thou soug h t th e  w hole ea rth  over,” said  he, 
looking  d a rk ly  a t th e  clergym an, “ there  was no one 
p lace so secret— no h igh place no r lowly place, w here 
thou  cou ldst have escaped m e— save on th is  very 
scaffo ld ! ”

“ T h a n k s  be  to  H im  w ho h a th  led m e h i th e r ! ” 
answ ered th e  m inister.

Y e t he  trem bled , an d  tu rn ed  to  H este r, w ith  an  
expression  o f do u b t and  an x ie ty  in h is eyes, no t th e  
less ev iden tly  betrayed , th a t there  was a  feeble sm ile 
upon  his lips.

“ Is  no t th is  be tter,” m urm ured  he, “ th an  w hat we 
d ream ed  o f in  the  forest ? ”

“ I know  n o t 1 I  know  no t ?” she hurried ly  replied. 
“ B e tte r?  Y e a ;  so w e m ay  b o th  die, and  little  
P earl die w ith  u s ! ”

“ F o r th ee  and  Pearl, be it  as God shall order,” 
said  th e  m in is te r ; “ an d  G od is m erciful 1 L e t me 
now  do the  will w hich H e  h a th  m ade plain  before 
m y sight. For, H este r, I  am  a  dy ing  m an. So le t 
m e m ake h aste  to  tak e  m y sham e upon m e ! ”

P a rtly  supported  b y  H este r  P rynne, and  holding 
one  hand  o f little  P ea rl’s, th e  R everend  Mr. D im m es- 
dale  tu rn ed  to  th e  dignified and  venerab le  ru lers ; to  
th e  ho ly  m inisters, who w ere his b re th ren  ; to  th e  
people, whose g re a t h ea rt was tho ro u g h ly  appalled , 
y e t overflowing w ith tearfu l sym pathy , as know ing 
th a t  som e deep  life-m atter— which, if  full of sin, was
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full o f angu ish  an d  repen tance  likew ise— was now  to  
be  laid open  to  them . T h e  sun, bu t little  p a s t its 
m eridian , shone dow n upon th e  clergym an, and  gave 
a  d istinc tness to  his figure, as he  stood  ou t from  all 
th e  earth , to  p u t in his p lea  o f  g u ilty  a t  the  b ar of 
E te rn a l Justice .

“ People of N ew  E n g lan d  ! ” cried he, w ith a voice 
th a t  rose over them , h igh, solem n, an d  m ajestic— yet 
h ad  alw ays a  trem o r th rough  it, an d  som etim es a 
shriek, s tru g g lin g  up  ou t o f  a fathom less d ep th  of 
rem orse and  woe— “ ye, th a t have loved m e !—ye, 
th a t  have deem ed m e ho ly  !— behold  m e here, the  
one sinner of th e  world ! A t  last !— a t last !— I stan d  
upon th e  sp o t w here, seven years since, I should  have 
stood, here, w ith th is w om an, w hose arm , m ore th an  
th e  little  s tren g th  w herew ith  I have c rep t h itherw ard , 
susta ins m e a t  th is dreadfu l m om ent, from  grovelling  
dow n upon m y face ! L o, th e  scarlet le tte r  w hich 
H e s te r  w ears! Y e have all shuddered  a t  it!  
W h erev er h er w alk  h a th  been— wherever, so m iserably  
burdened , she m ay have hoped  to  find repose— it 
h a th  cast a  lurid  g leam  o f aw e an d  horrib le  repug
nance round ab o u t her. B u t there  stood  one in the  
m idst o f you, a t  w hose b rand  o f sin and  infam y ye 
have no t shuddered  ! ”

I t  seem ed, a t th is point, as if  th e  m in ister m ust 
leave th e  rem ainder o f  his secret undisclosed. B u t 
he fought back  th e  bodily  w eakness— and, still more, 
th e  fain tness of h ea rt —  th a t was striv ing  for the 
m aste ry  w ith  him . H e  th rew  off" all assistance, and  
s tepped  passionately  forw ard a pace before th e  
w om an and  th e  child.

“ I t  was on him  ! ” he continued, w ith a k ind of
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f ie rcen ess; so determ ined  was he to  speak  ou t the  
whole. “ G od’s eye beheld  i t ! T h e  angels were for 
ever po in ting  a t i t ! T h e  D evil knew  it well, and  
fre tted  it  con tinually  w ith  the  touch  o f his burn ing  
f in g e r ! B u t he  h id  it  cunn ing ly  from  m en, and  
w alked  am ong  you  w ith th e  m ien o f a spirit, 
m ournful, because so pu re  in a  sinful w o r ld !— and 
sad, because he m issed his heavenly  k ind red  ! Now, 
a t  th e  death -hour, he s tan d s up  before y o u ! H e  bids 
you look again  a t H e s te r’s scarle t le tte r!  H e  tells 
you, tha t, w ith  all its m ysterious horror, it  is b u t 
th e  shadow  o f w hat he bears on his own breast, 
and  th a t  even this, his own red  stigm a, is no m ore 
th an  the  ty p e  o f w hat has seared  his inm ost h e a r t ! 
S tan d  an y  here th a t  question  G od’s ju d g m e n t on 
a  s in n e r ! B ehold 1 B ehold, a dreadfu l w itness 
o f i t ! ”

W ith  a  convulsive m otion, he  to re  aw ay th e  m inis
teria l band  from  before h is breast. I t  was revealed ! 
B u t it  w ere irreveren t to  describe th a t  revelation. 
F o r an  in stan t, th e  gaze of th e  horro r-stricken  m ulti
tu d e  was concen tra ted  on th e  g h astly  m ira c le ; while 
th e  m in ister stood, w ith  a flush of triu m p h  in h is face, 
as one who, in th e  crisis of acu test pain, had  w on 
a victory. T hen , dow n he sank  upon th e  scaffold ! 
H este r  p a rtly  raised him, an d  supported  his head  
ag a in st h er bosom . O ld R oger C hillingw orth  k n e lt 
dow n beside him , w ith  a b lank , dull countenance, ou t 
of which the  life seem ed to have departed .

“ T h o u  h as t escaped me ! ” he repeated  m ore th an  
once. “ T h o u  h a s t escaped m e ! ”

“ M ay G od forgive th e e ! ” said  th e  m inister, 
“ T h o u , too, h a s t deep ly  sinned ! ”
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H e  w ithdrew  his dy ing  eyes from  the  old m an, and  
fixed them  on th e  w om an and  th e  child.

“ M y little  Pearl,” said he, feebly— and th ere  was 
a  sw eet and  g en tle  sm ile over his face, as o f a  sp irit 
s ink ing  in to  deep  re p o s e ; nay, now  th a t  the  burden 
was rem oved, it seem ed a lm ost as if  he w ould be 
sportive w ith th e  child— “ d ear little  Pearl, w ilt thou 
kiss m e now ? T ho u  w ouldst not, yonder, in the 
fo re s t! B u t now thou  w ilt ?”

Pearl k issed his lips. A  spell was broken. T h e  
g rea t scene o f grief, in w hich the  w ild in fan t bore 
a p a r t h ad  developed all h er sym path ies ; and  as her 
tea rs  fell upon h e r fa th e r’s cheek, th ey  were the  
p ledge th a t  she would grow  up am id hum an  jo y  and  
sorrow, no r forever do b a ttle  w ith  th e  world, b u t be 
a w om an in it. T ow ards h e r m other, too, P ea rl’s 
e rran d  as a  m essenger o f  anguish  was fulfilled.

“ H ester,” said  th e  clergym an, “ fa rew e ll! ”
“ Shall we no t m eet again ? ” w hispered she, 

bend ing  h er face dow n close to  his. “ S hall we no t 
spend  our im m orta l life to g e th e r?  Surely , surely, 
we have ransom ed one ano ther, w ith all th is w o e ! 
T ho u  lookest far in to  e tern ity , w ith  those b righ t 
d y in g  e y e s ! T h en  tell m e w hat thou  s e e s t! ”

“ H ush , H este r— hush 1 ” said  he, w ith trem ulous 
so lem nity . “ T h e  law  we b ro k e !— the  sin here  so 
aw fully revealed!— let these  alone be in th y  tho u g h ts l 
I fear 1 I fear 1 I t  m ay be, tha t, w hen we forgot our 
G od— when we vio lated  our reverence each for th e  
o th e r’s soul— it  w as thencefo rth  vain to  hope th a t  we 
could m eet hereafter, in an  everlasting  and  pu re  re 
union. G od k n o w s; and  H e  is m erciful 1 H e  h a th  
proved his m ercy, m ost of all, in m y afflictions. By



giv ing  m e th is  bu rn in g  to rtu re  to  b ear upon  m y 
b reast 1 By send ing  y o n d er d a rk  and  te rrib le  old 
m an, to  keep  th e  to rtu re  alw ays a t  red -h ea t!  By 
b ring ing  m e h ither, to  die th is  d ea th  o f tr iu m p h a n t 
ignom iny  before th e  p e o p le ! H ad  e ith er of these  
agonies been w anting , I had  been lost for ev e rl 
P raised  be  H is  nam e ! H is  will be d o n e ! F a re 
well ! ”

T h a t  final w ord cam e forth  w ith th e  m in iste r’s 
ex p irin g  b rea th . T h e  m ultitude, silen t till then, 
b ro k e  ou t in a  strange, deep voice o f awe and  
w onder, w hich could no t as y e t find u tterance , save 
in th is  m urm ur th a t  rolled so heavily  a fte r th e  de
p a rted  spirit.

3io  THE SCARLET LETTER



X X IV .

A F T E R  m any  days, w hen tim e sufficed for th e  
people to  arrange  the ir tho u g h ts  in reference 

to  the  foregoing scene, th ere  was m ore th an  one 
account of w hat had been w itnessed on th e  scaffold.

M ost of th e  specta to rs testified to  hav ing  seen, on 
the  b reast of th e  u n h ap p y  m inister, a  SCARLET 
LETTER— the very sem blance of th a t  worn b y  H este r  
P rynne— im prin ted  in the  flesh. A s regarded  its 
origin there  were various exp lanations, all o f which 
m ust necessarily  have been conjectural. Som e 
affirm ed th a t th e  R everend  Mr. D im m esdale, on th e  
very  day when H e s te r  P rynne first wore h e r igno
m inious badge, had  begun a course of penance—  
which he afterw ards, in so m any futile m ethods, 
followed ou t— by inflicting a hideous to rtu re  on 
him self. O thers con tended  th a t th e  s tig m a  had  
n o t been p roduced  un til a long tim e subsequent, 
w hen old R o g er Chillingw orth, being  a p o ten t 
necrom ancer, had  caused it to  appear, th ro u g h  th e  
agency of m agic and  poisonous drugs. O thers, again  
— and those best ab le to  app rec ia te  th e  m in iste r’s 
peculiar sensibility , and  th e  w onderful operation  o f 
h is sp irit upon th e  bo d y — w hispered th e ir belief, th a t  
the  awful sym bol w as the  effect o f the  ever-active
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to o th  of rem orse, gnaw ing  from  th e  inm ost h ea rt 
outw ard ly , and  a t last m anifesting  H eaven’s dreadfu l 
ju d g m en t by  th e  visible presence o f th e  le tter. T h e  
reader m ay  choose am ong  these theories. W e have 
throw n all th e  lig h t we could acquire upon th e  
porten t, and  would g ladly, now th a t it has done its 
office, erase its deep p rin t ou t o f  ou r own brain, 
w here long m editation  has fixed it  in very un
desirab le  distinctness.

I t  is singular, nevertheless, th a t  certa in  persons, 
w ho w ere specta to rs  o f  the  w hole scene, and  p ro 
fessed never once to  have rem oved th e ir  eyes from 
the  R everend  M r. D im m esdale, denied th a t there  
was an y  m ark  w hatever on his b reast, m ore th an  on 
a  new -born in fan t’s. N either, by  the ir report, h ad  
his dy in g  w ords acknow ledged, nor even rem otely  
im plied, an y — th e  slig h test— connex ion  on his part, 
w ith  th e  gu ilt for w hich H este r P rynne had  so long 
w orn th e  scarle t letter. A ccord ing  to  these  h ighly- 
respectab le  w itnesses, th e  m inister, conscious th a t  he 
was dy ing— conscious, also, th a t  th e  reverence of th e  
m u ltitu d e  placed him  a lread y  am ong  sain ts and 
angels— had  desired, b y  y ield ing  up  his b rea th  in 
th e  arm s o f th a t  fallen w om an, to  express to  the  
w orld how  u tte rly  n u g a to ry  is th e  choicest of m an’s 
own righteousness. A fte r  ex h au stin g  life in his 
efforts for m ank ind ’s sp iritual good, he  had  m ade 
the  m anner o f his d ea th  a parab le, in o rd er to  
im press on his adm irers th e  m ig h ty  and  m ournful 
lesson, th a t, in th e  view  o f In fin ite  P urity , we are 
sinners all alike. I t  was to  teach  them , th a t  the  
holiest am o n g st us has b u t a tta in ed  so far above his 
fellows as to  discern m ore c learly  th e  M ercy which
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looks down, and  repud ia te  m ore u tte rly  the  phan tom  
o f hum an m erit, w hich would look asp iring ly  upw ard. 
W ith o u t d ispu ting  a tru th  so m om entous, we m ust 
be allow ed to  consider th is version of M r. D im m es- 
dale’s s to ry  as only  an  instance o f th a t  stubborn  
fidelity  w ith which a m an ’s friends— and  especially  
a  c lergym an’s— will som etim es uphold  his character, 
when proofs, clear as the  m id-day  sunshine on the  
scarle t letter, estab lish  him  a  false and  sin-stained 
c rea tu re  o f th e  dust.

T h e  au th o rity  which we have chiefly followed— a 
m anuscrip t o f  old date , draw n up  from the  verbal 
testim ony  o f individuals, som e of w hom  had  know n 
H este r P rynne, while o thers had  heard  th e  ta le  from 
con tem porary  w itnesses —  fully confirm s th e  view 
tak en  in th e  foregoing pages. A m o n g  m any  m orals 
w hich press upon us from  th e  poor m in ister’s 
m iserab le  experience, we p u t only  th is in to  a 
se n te n c e :— “ Be tru e !  Be tru e !  Be tru e !  Show  
freely to  th e  world, if  n o t your w orst, y e t som e tra it 
w hereby  the  w orst m ay be inferred ! ”

N o th in g  w as m ore rem ark ab le  th an  th e  change 
w hich to o k  place, a lm ost im m edia te ly  a fte r Mr. 
D im m esdale’s death , in th e  appearance  and  de
m eanour of th e  old m an know n as R oger C hilling- 
w orth. A ll his s tren g th  and  en erg y — all his vital 
and  in te llec tual force— seem ed a t  once to  d esert him , 
insom uch th a t  he positively  w ithered  up, shrivelled 
aw ay an d  a lm ost vanished from m ortal sight, like an 
up roo ted  weed th a t lies w ilting  in th e  sun. T h is 
u n h ap p y  m an had  m ade th e  very  princip le o f his life 
to  consist in th e  p u rsu it and  system atic  exercise of 
r e v e n g e ; and  w hen, b y  its com pletest triu m p h  and
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consum m ation  th a t  evil p rincip le  was left w ith  no 
fu rth er m ateria l to  su p p o rt it— w hen, in short, there  
was no m ore D evil’s w ork on ea rth  for him  to  do, it 
on ly  rem ained  for th e  unhum anised  m ortal to  be tak e  
h im self w hither h is m aste r w ould find him  tasks 
enough, an d  p ay  him  his w ages duly. But, to  all 
these  shadow y beings, so long our near acquain tances 
— as well R oger C hillingw orth  as his com panions—  
we w ould fain be m erciful. I t  is a curious sub jec t o f 
observation  and  inquiry, w hether h a tred  and  love be 
n o t th e  sam e th in g  a t bo ttom . E ach , in its u tm o st 
developm ent, supposes a  h igh degree o f in tim acy  and  
h e a rt-k n o w led g e ; each renders one individual d e 
p en d en t for th e  food of his affections and  sp iritual 
life upon  a n o th e r :  each leaves th e  passionate  lover, 
o r  the  no less passionate  hater, forlorn and  deso late  
b y  th e  w ithdraw al o f h is subject. Philosophically  
considered, therefore, th e  tw o passions seem  essen
tia lly  th e  sam e, ex cep t th a t  one happens to  be seen 
in a celestial radiance, and  th e  o th e r in a dusk y  and 
lu rid  glow. In  the  sp iritua l world, the  old physician  
an d  th e  m in ister— m utual victim s as th ey  have been 
•—m ay, unaw ares, have found th e ir  ea rth ly  stock  of 
h a tred  and  a n tip a th y  tran sm u ted  in to  golden love.

L eav ing  th is  discussion apart, we have a m a tte r of 
business to  com m unicate  to  th e  reader. A t  old 
R o g er C hillingw orth’s decease, (which took  place 
w ithin th e  year), and  by his last will and  testam ent, 
o f w hich G overnor B ellingham  and  th e  R everend  Mr. 
W ilson  w ere execu to rs, he bequeathed  a  very  con
siderab le  am o u n t of p roperty , b o th  here  and  in 
E n g lan d  to  little  Pearl, th e  d au g h te r o f H este r 
P rynne.



CONCLUSION

So P earl— th e  e lf  child— th e  dem on offspring, as 
som e people up to  th a t epoch persisted  in considering 
h er— becam e the  richest heiress of h er d ay  in the  N ew  
W orld . N o t im probab ly  th is  circum stance w rought 
a  very  m ateria l change in the  public  estim ation  ; and  
h ad  th e  m o th er an d  child rem ained  here, little  Pearl 
a t  a m arriageab le  period o f  life m igh t have m ingled 
h e r wild blood w ith th e  lineage o f th e  devou test 
P u ritan  am ong  them  all. But, in no long tim e  after 
th e  physician ’s death , the  w earer of the  scarle t le tte r 
d isappeared , and  Pearl a long  w ith her. F o r  m any 
years, th ough  a  vague rep o rt w ould now and  then  
find its w ay across th e  sea— like a shapeless piece of 
driftw ood tossed ashore w ith the  in itials o f a  nam e 
upon it— y e t no tid ings of them  unquestionab ly  
au th en tic  w ere received. T h e  sto ry  o f th e  scarle t 
le tte r  grew  in to  a legend. I ts  spell, however, was still 
po ten t, and  k ep t th e  scaffoid awful w here th e  poor 
m in ister h ad  died, and  likew ise the  co ttag e  b y  the  
sea-shore w here H e s te r  P ry n n e  had  dw elt. N ear this 
la tte r  spot, one afternoon som e children  were a t play, 
w hen th ey  beheld  a  ta ll w om an in a  g ray  robe 
approach  the  co ttage-door. In  all those years it had  
never once been o p e n e d ; b u t e ither she unlocked it 
o r th e  decaying  wood an d  iron y ielded to  h e r hand, 
o r she g lided  shadow -like th ro u g h  these  im ped im ents 
— and, a t  all events, w ent in.

O n th e  th resho ld  she p aused— tu rn ed  p a rtly  round  ■ 
— for perchance th e  idea o f en te rin g  alone and  all 
so changed, th e  hom e of so in tense a form er life, was 
m ore d reary  and  deso late  th an  even she could bear. 
B u t h er hesita tion  was only  for an in stan t, though  long 
enough to  d isp lay  a scarle t le tte r  on h er b re a s t
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A n d  H e s te r  P ry n n e  h ad  re tu rned , an d  tak en  up 
h e r long-forsaken sham e 1 B ut w here was little  Pearl ? 
I f  still alive she m ust now have been in th e  flush and  
bloom  o f early  w om anhood. N one knew — nor ever 
learned  w ith  th e  fulness o f perfect ce rta in ty — w hether 
th e  elf-child had  gone thus un tim ely  to  a  m aiden 
g r a v e ; or w hether h er wild, rich n a tu re  had  been 
softened and  subdued  and  m ade capab le  o f  a  w om an’s 
gen tle  happiness. B u t th ro u g h  th e  rem ainder o f 
H e s te r’s life th ere  w ere ind ications th a t  the  recluse of 
th e  scarle t le tte r was th e  o b jec t of love and  in terest 
w ith  som e in h ab itan t o f an o th er land. L e tte rs  cam e, 
w ith  arm oria l seals upon them , th o u g h  o f bearings 
unknow n to  E n g lish  herald ry . In  th e  co ttag e  th ere  
w ere artic les of com fort and  lu x u ry  such as H este r 
never cared  to  use, b u t w hich only  w ealth  could have 
purchased  and  affection have im agined for her. T h ere  
w ere trifles too, little  o rnam ents, beautifu l tokens of 
a  continual rem em brance, th a t m ust have been 
w rough t by  delicate fingers a t the  im pulse o f a fond 
h e a r t  A n d  once H este r was seen em broidering  a 
b ab y -g arm en t w ith such a lavish richness o f  golden 
fancy as w ould have raised a public tu m u lt had  any  
in fan t thus apparelled , been show n to  ou r sober-hued 
com m unity .

In fine, th e  gossips of th a t  d ay  believed— and  Mr. 
S urveyor Pue, who m ade investigations a  cen tu ry  
la ter, believed— an d  one o f his recen t successors in 
office, m oreover, faithfully  believes— th a t  Pearl was 
n o t only  alive, bu t m arried, and  happy, and  m indful 
o f her m o th e r; an d  th a t  she w ould m ost joyfu lly  
have en te rta ined  th a t  sad  an d  lonely  m o th er a t  
h e r fireside.
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B ut th ere  was a  m ore real life for H este r P rynne, 
here, in New E ng lan d , th a t  in th a t  unknow n region 
w here Pearl had  found a  hom e. H ere  had  been her 
sin ; here, h er so rro w ; and  here  was y e t to  be her 
penitence. S he had  re tu rned , therefore, and  resum ed 
— of h er own free will, for no t th e  ste rn est m ag istra te  
of th a t  iron period w ould have im posed it— resum ed 
th e  sym bol o f w hich we have re la ted  so d a rk  a talc. 
N ever afterw ards d id  i t  qu it h er bosom . B ut, in the  
lapse of th e  toilsom e, thoughtfu l, and  self-devoted 
years  th a t m ade up H este r’s life, the  scarle t le tte r 
ceased to  be a s tig m a w hich a ttra c te d  th e  w orld’s 
scorn and  bitterness, and  becam e a ty p e  o f som eth ing  
to  be sorrow ed over, and  looked upon w ith awe, y e t 
w ith reverence too. A nd , as H este r  P ry n n e  had  no 
selfish ends, no r lived in an y  m easure for h er own 
profit and  en joym ent, people  b ro u g h t a ll th e ir  sorrow s 
and  perp lex ities, and  besough t h er counsel, as one 
w ho had  herse lf gone th rough  a  m igh ty  trouble. 
W om en, m ore especially— in th e  con tinually  recurring  
tria ls o f  w ounded, w asted , w ronged, m isplaced, o r 
erring  an d  sinful passion— or w ith the  d reary  bu rden  
o f a  h ea rt unyielded, because unvalued and  unsough t 
— cam e to  H este r’s cottage, dem and ing  w hy th ey  
w ere so w retched, and  w hat th e  rem edy! H este r 
com forted  an d  counselled them , as best she m ight. 
S he  assured them , too, of h er firm belief th a t, a t  som e 
b rig h te r period, w hen th e  world should have grow n 
ripe for it, in H eav en ’s own tim e, a new tru th  would 
be revealed, in o rder to  estab lish  th e  w hole relation  
betw een m an and w om an on a  su rer g round  of m u tua l 
happiness. Pearlier in life, H e s te r  h ad  vainly 
im agined th a t  she  herse lf m igh t be th e  destined



TH E SCARLET LETTER

prophetess, b u t had  long since recognised th e  im 
possib ility  th a t an y  m ission of d ivine and  m ysterious 
tru th  should be confided to  a w om an sta ined  w ith sin, 
bow ed dow n w ith sham e, or even burdened  with a life
long sorrow. T h e  angel and  apostle  of the  com ing 
revelation m ust be a wom an, indeed, but lofty, pure, 
an d  beautiful, and  wise; m oreover, no t th rough  dusky  
grief, b u t th e  e thereal m edium  of j o y ; and show ing 
how  sacred love should m ake us happy , by  the tru est 
te s t o f  a  life successful to  such an  end.

So said H este r  P rynne, and  glanced h er sad eyes 
dow nw ard a t  th e  scarle t letter. A nd , after m any, 
m any  years, a  new grave was delved, near an old and 
sunken one, in th a t buria l-ground  beside which K in g ’s 
C hapel has since been b u ilt  I t  was n ear th a t old and  
sunken  grave, y e t w ith a  space betw een, as if the  d u st 
o f  th e  tw o sleepers h ad  no rig h t to  m ingle. Y et one 
tom b-stone  served for both. A ll around, th ere  were 
m onum ents carved w ith arm orial b e a r in g s ; and  on 
th is  sim ple slab  of s la te— as the  curious investigator 
m ay  still d iscern, and  perp lex  h im self with th e  p u r
p o rt— th ere  appeared  th e  sem blance of an engraved 
escutcheon. I t  bore a  device, a h e ra ld ’s w ord ing  of 
w hich m ay  serve for a m o tto  and  b rief descrip tion  
o f our now concluded legend ; so som bre is it, and 
relieved on ly  by  one ever-glow ing p o in t of ligh t 
gloom ier th an  th e  sh a d o w :—

“ ON A FIELD, SABLE, THE LETTER A , GULES.”
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