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inherited from her mother must be great indeed, if a 
noble woman do not grow out of tbis elfish child. 

Pearl's inevitable tendency to hover about the enigma 
1 of the scarlet letter seemed au innate quality of her 
being. From tbe earliest epoch of her conscious life, 
she had entered upon this as her appointed mission. 
Hester had often faucied that Providence had a de
sign of justice and retribution, in endowing the child 
with this marked propensity; but never, until now, 
had she bethought herself to ask, whether, linked with 
that design, there might not likewise be a purpose of 
merey and beneficence. If little Pearl were enter
tairted with faith and trust, as a spirit messenger no 
less than an eartbly child, might it not be her errand 
to soothe away the sorrow that lay cold in her mother's 
heart, and converted it into a tomb ?-and to help her 
to overcome the passion, once so wild, ann even yet 
neither dead nor asleep, but only imprisoned within 
the same tomb-like !1eart? 

Such were sorne of the thoughts that now stirred in 
Hester's mind, with as much vivacity of impression as 
if they had actually been whispered into her ear. And 
there was little Pearl, ali this while, holding her 
mother's hand in both her own, and turning her face 
upward, while she put these searching questions, once, 
and again, and still a third time. 

" What does the letter mean, mother ?-and why 
dost thou wear it ?-and why does the minister keep 
bis hand over his heart ?" 
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'' What shall I say ?" thought Hester to herself. 
"No! If this be the price of the child's sympathy, I 
.1Jannot pay it." 

Then she spoke aloud. 
"Silly Pearl,'' said she, "what questions are these? 

There are many things in this world that a child must 
not ask ahout. What know I of the minister's heart? 
And as for the scarlet letter, I wear it for the sake of 
its gold thread." 

In all the seven bygone years, Hester Prynne had 
never before been false to the symbol on her bosom. It 
may be that it was the talisrnan of a stern and severe, 
but yet a guardian spirit, who now forsook her; as 
recognizing that, in spite of bis strict watch over her 
heart, sorne new evil bad crept intc it, or sorne old one 
had never been expelled. ~ for little Pearl, the ear
nestness soon passed out of her face. 

But the child did not see fit to Jet the matter drop. 
Two or three times, as her motber and she went home
ward, and as often at supper-time, and while Hester was 
putting her to bed, and once after sbe seemed to be 
füirly asleep, Pearl looked up, with mischief gleaming 
in her black eyes. 

"Mother,'' said she, "what does the scarlet letter 
mean?" 

And the next morning, the first indication the child 
gave of being awake was by popping up her head from 
the pillow, and making that other inquiry, which she 
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had so unaccountably connected with her investigations 
about the scarlet letter :-

" Mother !-Mother !-Why does the minister keep 
bis hand over bis heart ?" 

"Hold thy tongue, naughty child !" answered her' 
mother, with an asperity that she had never permitted 
to herself before. " Do not tease me ; else I shall shut 
thee into the dark closet I" 

XVI. 

A FOREST W ALK. 

HESTER .PRYNNE remained constant in her r&

solve to ruake known to Mr. Dimmesdale, at what
ever risk of present pain or ulterior consequence.q, the 
true character of the man who had crept into bis inti
macy. For severa! days, however, she vainly sought 
an opportunity of addressing him in sorne of the medi
tative walks which she knew him to be in the habit of 
taking, along the shores of the península, or on the 
wooded hills of the neighboring country. There would 
have been no scandal, indeed, nor peril to the l1oly 
whiteness of the clergyman's good fame, had she visited 
bim in his own study; whére man y a penitent, ere now, 
had confessed sins of perhaps as deep a dye as the one 
betokened by the scarlet letter. But, partly that she 
dreaded the secret or undisguised interference of old 
RogeF Chillingworth, and partly that her conscious 
heart imputcd suspicion where none could h11ve been 
felt, and partly that both the miniflter and she would 
need the whole wide world to breathe in, while they 
talked together,-for all these reasons, Hester never 
thought of meeting him in any narrower i,rivacy than 
beneath the open sky. 

16 2,1 
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At last, wbile attending in a si.ck-chamber, wbitber 
tbe Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale had been summoned to 
make a prayer, she learnt that he had gon~, the ~ay 
before to visit tbe Apostle Eliot, among h1s Indmn 
conve;ts. He would probably return, by a certain 
hour in the afternoon of the morrow. Betimes, -
ther~fore, the next day, Hester took little Penrl,
who was necessarily the companion of all her mother'a 
ex~ditions, however i.nconvenient her presence,-and 
set fortb. 

The road, after the two wayfarers bad crossed from 
the península to tbe mainlnnd, was no otber tban a 
foot-path. It straggled onward into the mystery of the 
primeva} forest. This hemmed it in so narrowly, and 
stood so black and dense on either side, and disclosed 
sucb imperfect glimpses of the sky above, thnt, to 
Hester's mind, it imnged not amiss the mornl wilder
ness in which she bad so long been wnndering. The 
day was chill and sombre. · Overhead was a gay ex
panse of cloud, slightly st!rred, ho~ever, _by a breeze; 
80 that a gleam of flickermg sunshme m1ght now an~ 
then be seen at its solitnry play along the path. Th1s 
flitting cheerfulness was always at the further extrem
ity of sorne long vi:,ta through the for~t. The spor~
ive sunligh~feebly sportive, at best, m the predom1-
nant pensiveness of the da.y and scene-withd~ew it
self as they carne nigh, nnd left the spots where it hnd 
danced the drearier, because they had hoped to find 
them bright. 
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"~fother," said little Penrl, "the sunsbine <loes not 
Jove you. It runs away nnd hides itself, because it is 
afrnid of something on your bosom. N ow, see ! There 
it is, playing, a good way off. Stand you here, and Jet 
;me run and catch it. I am but a child. It will not floo 
from me; for I wear nothing on my bosom yet !" 

"Nor ever will, my child, I hope," said Hester. 
"And why not, mother ?" asked Pearl, stoppiug 

1hort, just at the beginning of her race. "Will not 
it come of its own accord, when I nm a woman grown ?" 

"Run away, child," answered her mother, "and 
catch the sunshine ! It will soon be gone." 

Pea)} set forth, ata great pace, nnd, as Hester smiled 
to perceive, did actually catch the sunshine, nnd stood 
laughing in the midst of it, all brightened by its splen. 
dor, and i.cintillating with the vivacity excited by rapid 
motion. The light lingered about the lonely cbild, as 
if glnd of such a plnymate, until her mother had drawn 
almost nigh enough to step into the magic circle too. 

"It will go now," said Pearl, shaking her head. 
"See 1" answered Hester, smiling. "Now I can 

,tretch out my hand, and grnsp sorne of it." 
As she attempted to do so, the sunshioe vnnished, 

w, to judge from the bright expression that was dancing 
Oll Pearl's fentures, her mother could have fancied that 
the child had absorbed it into herself, and would give it 
forth again, with a gleam about her path, as they should 
plunge into i;ome gloomier shade. There was uo other 
attribute thdt so much impressed her with a sense of 
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new and untransmitted vigor in Pearl's nature, as this 
never-failing vivacity of spirits; she had not the disease 
of sa<lness, which almost ali children, in these latter 
days, inherit, with the scrofula, from the trouhles of 
tl1eir ancestors. Perhaps this too was a disease, and 
but the reflex of the wild energy with which Hester 
had fought against her sorrows, before Pea,·l's birth. 
It was certainly a doubtful cbarm, imparting a hard, 
metallic lustre to the child's character. She wanted
what sorne people want throughout life-a grief that 
should deeply touch her, and thus humanize and make 
her capable of sympathy. But there was time enough 
yet for little Peor!. 

"Come, my child !" said Hester, looking about her 
from the spot where Pearl had stood still in the sun
shine. " We will sit down a little way within the wood, 
and rest ourselves." 

"I am not aweary, mother," replied tbe little girl. 
"But you may sit down, if you will tell me a story 
rneanwhile.'' 

"A story, child !" said Hester. "And about what ?" 
"O, a story about the Black Man," answered Pearl, 

taking hold of her mother's gown, and looking up, half 
earnestly, half mischievously, into her face. "How he 
haunts'this forest, and carries a book with him,-a hig, 
l1eavy book, with iron clasps; and how this ugly Black 
Man offers bis book nnd an iron pen to everybody tbat 
meets him here among the trees; and they are to write 
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their names with their own blood. And then he sets 
his mark on their bosoms I Didst thou ever meet the 
Black Man, mother?" 

"And who told you this story, Pearl ?" asked her 
mother, recognizing a common snperstition of tho 

period. 
" It was the old dame in the chimney-corner, at tho 

bouse where you watched last night," said the child. 
"But sbe fancied me asleep wbile she was talking of 
it. She said that a thousand and a thousand people bad 
met him here, and had written in bis book, and bave 
bis mark on them. And tbat ugly-tempered lady, okl 
Mistress Hibbins, was one. And, mother, the old dame 
said that this scarlet letter was the Black Man's mark 
on thee, and that it glows like a red flame when thou 
meetest him at midnight, here in the dark wood. Is 
it true, mother? And dost thou go to meet him in the 
night-time ?" 

"Didst thou ever awake, and find thy mother goue !" 
asked Hester. 

"Not that I rememher,'' said the child. "If tbou 
fearest to leave me in our cottage, thou mightest take 
me along with thee. I would very gladly go I But, 
mother, tell me now ! Is there such a Black l\iani 
And diclst thou ever meet him? And is this hw 
mark ?" 

" Wilt thon let me be at peace, if I once tell taeil r 
askerl her mother. 

" Y es, if thou tellest me all," answered PearL 
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"Once in my life I met the Black l\Ian !" said her 
mother. "This scarlet letter is his mark !" 

Thus conversing, they entered sufficiently deep into 
the wood to secure themselves from the observation of 
any casual pas.senger along the fore:;t track. Here they 
.iat down on a luxuriant heap of moss; which, at som~ 
epoch of the preceding ceutury, had been a gigantic 
pine, with its roots and trunk in the darksome shade, 
and its head aloft in the upper atmosphere. It was a 
little dell where they had seated themselves, with a 
leaf-strewn bank rising gently on either side, a11d a 
brook flowing tbrough the midst, over a bed of fallen 
and drowned lea.ves. The trees impeudiug over it had 
flung down great branches, from time to time, which 
choked up tl1e current, and compelled it to forro edclies 
and black depths at sorne points; while, in its swifte: 
and livelier passages, there appeared a channel-way of 
pebbles, and brown, sparkling sand. Letting the eyes 
follow along the course of the stream, they could catch 
the reflected light from its water, at sorne short distance 
\\;thin the forest, but soon lost all traces of it amid tite 
bewilderment of tree-trunks and underbrush, anrl here 
anrl there a huge rock coYered over with gray lichen~. 
A.U these giant trees and boulders of granite 11ecr,wd 
intent on roaking a mystery of the course of this small: 
brook; fearing, perhaps, tlrnt, with its never-cern~ing 
loquacity, it should whisper tales out of the heart of 
tl,e old forest whence it flowed, or mirror its r<'vcla
tiODS on the smooth surface of a pool. Continuully, 
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indeed, as it stole onward; the strear:ilet kept up a 
babble, kind, quiet, soothing, but melancholy, like the 
voice of a young child that was spending its infancy 
without playfulness, and knew not how to be merry 
,mong sad acquaintance and events of sombre hue. 

" O brook ! O foolish and tiresome little brook !'' 
cried Pearl, after listening awhile to its talk. '' Why 
art thou so sad? Pluck upa spirit, and do not be ali 
the time sighing and murmuring !" 

But the brook, in the course of its little lifetin1e 
among the forest-trees, had gone through so solemn an 
experience that it could not help talking about it, and 
seemed to have nothing else to say. Pearl resembled 
the brook, inasmuch as the current of her life gushed 
froro a well-spring RS mysterious, and had flowed 
through scenes shndowed as heavily with gloom. But, 
unlike the Iittle stream, she danced nnd sparkled, and 
prattled airily along her course. 

"Whnt does this sad little brook say, mother ?" 
inquired she. 

" If thou had!<t a sorrow of thine own, the brook 
might tell thee of it," answered her mother, "even as 
it is telling me of mine I But now, Pearl, I hear a 
fooMep along the path, and the noise of one putting 
asi<le the branches. I would have thee betake thy-
1elf to play, and lea.ve me to speak with him that 
oomes yonder." 

"Is it the Black Man?" asked Pearl. 
"Wilt thou go and play, chilu ?" repeated her mother. 
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"But do not strny far into the wood. .A.nd take heed 
that thou come at my first call." 

"Y es, mother," answered Pearl. "But if it be the 
Black Man, wilt thou not Jet me stay a moment, and 
look at him, with bis big book under his arm ?" 

"Go sillv child !" sniJ her mother, impntiently. "It 
is no B

1

lack )fan ! Thou canst see him now, through 
the trces. It is the minister." 

"And so it is !" said tbe child. ".A.nd, mother, he 
hai< bis hand over his hea'rt ! Is it because, wben the 
Jl}Ínister wrote bis name in the book, the Black l\1an 
eet bis mark in that place? But why does he not wear 
it outside bis bosom, ns thou dost, mother ?" 

"Go now, cbild, and thou shalt tease me as thou wilt 
another time,'' cried Hester Prynne. " But do not 
stmy far. Keep where thou canst hear the babble of 
tbe brook." 

The child went singing away, following up tbe cur
rent of the brook, and striving to mingle a more light
sorne cadence with its melancholy voice. But the little 
stream would not be comforted, and still kept telling 
it:l unintelligible sccret of sorne very mournful mystcry 
that had happencrl-or making a prophetic lamcntation 
about something that wus yet to happen-within the 
verge of tbe dismal forest. So Pearl, who bad enough 
of shndow in her own little life, cbose to break off all 
acqunintance with tbis repining brook. She set her8clf, 
therefore, to gathering violets and wood-anemones, and 
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some scarlet columbines that sbe found growing in the 
crevices of a high rock. 

Wben her elf-child had departed, Hester Prynne 
made a step or two towards the track that led through 
the forest, but still remained under the deep shadow 
of the trees. She beheld the minister advancing along 
the path, entirely alone, and leaning on a staff which 
he had cut by the way-side. He looked haggard aud 
feeble, and betrayed a nerveless de,pondency in his 
air, which had ncver so remarkably characterized him 
in his walks about the settlement, nor in any other 
aituation where he deemed himself liable to notice. 
Here it was wofully visible, in this intense seclusion of 
the forest, which of itself would have been a heavy 
tria! to the spirits. There wns a listlessness in his 

• gait; as if he saw no reason for taking one stop further, 
nor felt any dc;;ire to do so, but would have been glad, 
could he be glad of anything, to fling himself down at 
the root of the nearest tree, and lie there passive, for
evermore. The leaves migl1t bestrew him, and the soil 
gradually accumulate and form a little hillock over his 
frame, no matter whether there were life in it or no. 
Dcath was too definite an object to be wished for, or 
avoided. 

To Hester's eye, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale ex
hibited no symptom of positive and vivacious suffer
ing, except that, as little Pearl had remarked, he kept 
his ha.nd over his heart. 
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THE P .ASTOR .AND IIIS P .ARISHIONER. 

SLOWLY as the minister walked, he had almost 
gone by before Hester Prynne could gather voice 

enough to attract bis observation. At length she 
succeeded. 

"Arthur Dimmesdale !" she snid, füintly at first ¡ 
then louder, but hoarsely. "Arthur Dimmesdale !" 

" Who speaks ?" answered the minister. 
Guthering himself quickly up, he stood more erect, 

like a man taken by surprise in a mood to which he . 
was reluctant to have witnesses. Throwing his eyes 
anxiously in the direction of the voice, he indistinctly 
behcld a forro under the trees, clad in gnrroents so 
sombre, and so little relieved from the gray twilight 
into which the cloudcd sky nnd the heavy foliage had 
darkened the noontide, that he knew not whether it 
were a woman or a shadow. It may be, that his pnth
way through life was haunted thus, by a spectre that 
had stolen out from among his thoughts. 

He made a step nigher, and discovered the scarlet 

letter. 
"Hester ! Hester Prynne !" said he. "Is it thou? 

Art thou in life ?" 
250 
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"Even so !" she answered. " In such life as has 
been mine these seven years past ! And thou, Arthur 
Dimmesdale, dost thou yet live ?" 

It was no wondcr that they thus questioned one an
other's actual and bodily exi:;teuce, and even doubted 
of their own. So strangely did they meet, in the dim 
wood, that it was like the first encounter, in the world 
beyond the ·grave, of two spirits who had been inti
mately connected in their former life, but now stood 
coldly shuddering, in mutual dread; as not yet familiar 
with their state, nor wonted to the companionship of 
disembodied beings. Each a ghost, and awe-stricken at 
the other ghost l They were awe-stricken likewise at 
themselves; because the crisis flung back to them their 
consciousness, and revealed to each heart its hh;tory 
and experience, as life never does, except at such 
brcathless epochs. The soul beheld its features in the 
mirror of the passing moment. It was with fear, and 
tremulously, and, as it were, by a slow, reluctant ne
ce:,;sity, that Arthur Dimmesdale put forth his hand, 
chill as death, and touched the chill hand of He:,;ter 
Prynne. The grasp, cold as it was, took away what 
was dreariest in the interview. They now felt them
selvPs, at lenst, inhabitants of the same sphere. 

Without a word more spoken,-neither he nor she 
assuming the guidance, but with an unexpressed con-' 
sent,-they glided back into the shadow of the woods, 
whence Hester had emerged, and sat down on the heap 
of moss where she and Pearl had before been sitting. 
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When they found voice to speak, it was, at first, only 
to utter remarks and inquiries such as any two ac
quaintañces might have made, about the gloomy ,ky, 
the threatening storm, and, next, tbe bealth of each. 
Thus they went onward, not boldly, but step by step, 
into tbe themes that were brooding deepest in their 
hearts. So long estranged by fate and circumstances, 
they needed something slight nnd casual to run be
fare, and throw open the dours of intercourse, so that 
their real thougbts migbt be led across the threshold. 

.After a while, the minister fixed hÍ!l eyes on Hester 
Prynne's. 

"Hester/' said be, "hast t11ou found peace ?'' 
She smiled drearily, looking down upon her bosom. 
"Hast thou ?" she asked. 
"N one 1-nothing but despair !" he answered. 

"What else could I look for, being what I aro, and 
leadiog such a life as mine? Were I an atheist,-a 
man devoid of conscieoce,-a wretch with coarse and 
brutal instincts,-1 migl1t have found peace, long ere 
now. Nay, I never should have lost it I But, as mat· 
ters stand with my soul, whate,er of good capacity 
there originally was in me, ali of God's gifts that were 
the choicest have become the ministers of spiritual tor, 
ment. Hester, I arn most miserable!" 

"The people reverence thee," said Hester. "And 
surely thou workest good among them I Doth this 
bring thee no comfort ?" 

"More misery, Hester !-<mly the more misery !" 
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~nswered the clergyman, with • bitter smile. "As 
concerns the good which I may appear to do, I have 
no faith in it. lt must needs be a delusion.' What 
can a ruined soul, like mine, ef!'ect towards the re
demption of other souls ?-or a polluted soul, towards 
their purification? And as for the people's reverence, 
would that it were turned lo seorn and hatred I Canst 
thou deem it, Hester, a consolation, that I must stand 
up in my pulpit, and meet so many eyes lurned up
ward to my foce, as if the light of heaven were belllll· 
ing from it !-mnst see my flock hungry for the truth, 
and listening to my words as if a tongue of Pentecost 
we,·e speaking !-and then look inward, and discern 
the black reality of what they idolize? I have laughed, 
in bitterness and agony of heart, at the contras! be
tween what I seem and wbat I am I And Batan laughs 
at it !" 

"You wrong yourself in this," said Hester, gently. 
"You have deeply aud sorely repented. Your sin is 
left behind you, iu the days long past. Your present 
life is not less holy, in very truth, than it seems in 
people's eyes. Is there no reality in the penitence thus 
sealed and witnessed by good works? And wherefore 
ahould it not bring you peace ?" 

"No, Hester, no!" replied the clergyman. "There 
is no substance in it ! It is cold and dead, and can do 
nothing forme! Of penan ce, I have had enough I Of 
penitence, there has been none I Else, I should long 
ago have thrown off these garments of mock holinese, 
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and have shown myself to mankind as they will see 
me at the judgment-seat. Happy are you, Hester, that 
wear tlie scarlet letter openly upon your bosom ! Mine 
burns in secret I Thou little knowest what a relief it 
i~, after the torment of a seven years' cheat, to look: 
into an eye that recognizes me for what I am ! liad I 
one friend,-or were it my worst enemy !-to whom, 
when sickened with the prais!'S of ali other men, I 
could daily betake myself, and be known as the vilest 
of all sinners, methinks my soul might keep itself al : ve 
thereby. Even thusmuch oftruth would save me l But, 
now, it is all fülsehood !-ali emptiness !-ali death !" 

Hester Prynne looked into his face, but hesitated to 
sp<.>ak. Y et, uttering his long-restrained emotions so 
vehemently as he did, his words here offered her the 
very point of circumstances in which to interpose what 
she carne to say. She conquered her fears, and spoke. 

"Such a friend as thou hast even now wished for '' 
said she, "with whom to weep over thy sin, tbou ha~t 
in me, the partner of it !"-Again she hesitated, but 
brought out the words with nn effort.-" Thou hast 
long had such an enemy, and dwellest with him, under 
the same roof!" 

Tbe minister started to his fcet, gasping for breath, 
an<l clutcbing at his heart, as if he would bave torn it 
out of his bosom. 

"Ha l Whnt sayest thou ?" cried he. "An enemy 1 
And under mine own roof! What mean you ?" 

Hester Prynne was now fully sensible of the deep 
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injury for which she was responsible to this unhappy 
man, in permitting him to lie for so many years, or, 
indeed, for a single moment, at the merey of one whose 
purposes could not be other than malevolent. The very 
contiguity of his enemy, beneath whatever mask the 
latter might conceal himself, was enough to disturb the 
magnetic sphere of a being so sensitive as Arthur Dim
mesdale. There hnd been a period when Hester was 
less alive to this consideration ; or, perhaps, in the mis
anthropy of her own trouble, she left the minister to 
bear what she might picture to herself ns a more toler• 
able doom. But of late, since the night of his vigil, all 
her sympnthies towards him had been both softened 
and invigorated. She now read his heart more accu
rntely. She doubted not, that the continua! presence 
of Roger Chillingworth,-the eecret poison of his ma
lignity, infecting nll the nir about him,-and his au• 
thorized interference, as a physicinn, with the minister's 
physical and spiritual infirmities,-that these bad op
portunities had been turned to a cruel purpose. By 
means of them the sufferer's conscience hnd been kept 
in an irritnted stnte, the tendency of which wns, not to 
cure by wholesome pain, but to disorgnnize and cor
rupt his spiritual being. Its result, on enrtb, could 
hardly fail to be insanity, and hereafter, that eternal 
alienntion from the Good and True, of which mndness 
is perhaps the enrthly type. 

Ruch was the ruin to which she bad brought the man, 
ox;cc,-nay, why should we not speak it ?-still so pas-
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sionately loved ! Hester felt thnt the sacrifice of the 
clerg,·ruan's ¡rood name, and death itself, as she had 
already told Roger Chillingworth,'would have bcen in
finitely preferable to the nlternative which she hnd 
tal.en upon herself to choose. And now, rather than 
have hnd this grievous wrong to confess, she would 
gladly have lain do,rn on thc forcst-leaves, and diro 
thcre, at Arthur Dimmcsdale's foet. 

"O Arthur," cricd she, "forgive me l In ali things 
elsc, I have striven to be true! Truth was the one 
virtue which I might have held fast, and <lid hold fnst, 
through all extrcrnity; snve when thy good-thy life, 
-thy fame,-were put in question ! Thcn I con
eentcd to a dcception. But a lic is never good, c,·cn 
though death threaten on tbe other sidc I Dost thou 
not sce what I ·would say? That old rnnn !-the phy
sician !-he whom they cal! Roger Chillingworth !
he was my husband !" 

The minister looked nt her, for an instant, with all 
that '\'iolcnce of p~ion, which-intcrmixed, in more 
ehnpcs thnn one, with his higher, purcr, softer quali
ties,-was, in füct, thc portion of him which the De\"il 
cluimcd, nnd through which he sought to win thc rcst. 
Nevcr wns there a blacker or a fierccr frown thnn 
Hester now encountered. For the brief space that it 
la.qted, it was a dnrk transfiguration. But his chame
ter had heen so much enfeebled by suffering that even 
its lower energies were incapable of more than a tem-
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porary struggle. He sank down on the ground, and 
buried his face in his hnnd~. 

"I might ha\"e known it," murmured he. "I d:d 
know it ! W as not the secret told roe, in the naturnl 
recoil of my heart, at the fil'8t sight ofhim, andas oftcn 
as I have seen him since? Why did I not uuderstand 1 
O Hester Prynne, thou little, little knowest ali the hor
ror of this thing ! And the shame !-the indelicncy ! 
-the horrible ugliness of this exposure of a sick and 
guilty henrt to the \"cry eye that would gloat over it ! 
Woman, womnn, thou art accountable for this ! I can-

not forgive thee ! " 
"Thou shalt forgivc me!" criccl Hcster, fiinging her• 

eelf on the fallen lea.ves beside him. "Let God pun• 
ish ! Thou shalt forgive !" 

With sudden and desperate tcnderness, she threw 
her arms around him, and presscd his bead against her 
bosom; little caring though his check rested on the 
scarlet letter. He would have releascd himself, but 
atrove in vain to do so. Hester would not set him 
free, lest he should look her sternly in the face. All 
the world had frowncd on her,-for seven long years 
bad it frowned upon this lonely womnn,-and still she 
bore it all, nor ever once turned away her firm, sad 
eyes. Heaven, likewise, had frowned upon her, and 
ehe had not died. But the frown of this pale, wenk, 
ainful, and sorrow-strjcken man was wbat Hester 
could not bear, and live ! 

"Wilt thou yet forgive me?" she repeated, over and 
17 
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09tr aglÚI. "W-dt thcl8 not frown T Wi1t lhea t. 
per• 

•1 do tbrgin you, Heater," replied the minieter, ,., 
lengdl, with a deep utt.eranoe, out of an abyae of Nd 

"la, bat DO lllger. • 1 freely ÍOl'giff you DOW. lfay 
God lorgive u both I We are not, Heat,er, the wonl 
lhanen in the World. There ia one wone thaa nea 
the polluted prielt I Tbat old man'• revenga hu been 
bJacker dum my sin. He hu violated, in cold blood, 
die IIDctity of a human heart. Thou and I, Heaw, 
never did ao I " 

"Never, never I" whiapered abe. " What n did had 
• comecntion of ita own. W e felt it ao I We aaid ao 
to each other I H.ut thou forgottai it f' 

"Huah, Heater 1" aaid Arthur Dimmeadale, riaing 
6om the ground. "No¡ 1 have not forgotten I" 

They 111t clown again, aide by aide, and hand c1alped 
In hand, on the moeay trunk of the &llen tree. Litt 
W Dffer brought them a gloomier hour: it WII the 
poillt whither their pathway had 110 long been tending, 
...a darkening evet, u it atole along ;-and yet n • 
clCll8d • oharm that made them linger opon it, and 
elalm attother, and another, and, after ali, another 
moment. 'l"be foreat WII obeeure around tbem, and 
oniked with a blan that was p18Bingthrough it. The 
hoagba wme mng heavily above their líeadt; while 
one aolemn old tree groaned doleftiDy to ano&ber, 11 if 
&elling the lid atory of the pair that aat beotath, ot 
eaaatnined to lorebode evil to come. 

Aad,sihey lingued. Hmrdnlry,Jookedtbe-. 
&rack tha& led bacbard to the aettlement, where Hfllter 
PIJDlll ... takeup .-the bardeoeflaeripominy, 
1111d t. anita the hollow moebry of hil good name1 
&o-they lingered an inatant longer. No golden lipt 
W 6ffl' been ao precioua u the gloom of thia duk 
tbnat. Bere, aeen only by hia eyea, the aearlei 1-.. 
aed D0t bum into the boeom of the fiallen WOIDUl 1 
Bere, 18811 only by her eyea, A.rthur Dimmad-. 
&lee to God and man, might be, Cor one IDOIDCll&p 
tnel 

Be at.art.ed at a thougbt that auddenly oooarred to 
him. 

• Heeter," eried he, "here ia a new horror I Bogar 
Chillingworih knowa your purpoee to reveal hia tru& 
chaneter. Will he oontinue, then, to keep our aeoret t 
What ,rill now be the oourae of hia revenga r• 

"Tbere il a atrange aecrecy in hia nature," npliecl 
Bllter, tlloaghtfully : "and it hu gron a.pon him hJ 
tllellidden pnoticmofhiarevenge. ldeem itao& UW, 
tllU lle will betiray the aecret. He will doubtlea _. 

-- - el •tiating hia dark paaon." 
"hd I l-liow am I to live longar, bniathing the 

ame áit with thil deadly enemy r• exclaimed Arthua 
Diimneadale, ahrinking within hilll8elf, and preág 
W.!laabd nen-oPlly apinat hia heart.-a ,-tu?e diat 
W pon inveluatary with him. "Think for ma, 
B-.1 Thou art atrong. Beaolve fer me I" 

• a. IDUlt dwell DO loapr with &a .. , ...... 
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Haier, alowly and firmly. ce Thy hem IDllli be no 
longer under hie mi eye I" 

".U were far wone than death I" replied the minie
•· • But how to avoid it? What choice remaina to 
a? 8ball I lle down again on ~beae withered leav~ 
1rhen I cut myaelf when thou didat tell me wbat hl 
nd Muat I aink don there, and die at once?" 

• Alu, what a ruin hu befallen thee I" eaid Heater, 
wi&h the tean gushing into her eyea. ce Wilt thou die 
h very weakn•? There is no other cauae I" 

ce The judgment of God is on me," answered the con
tcienCHtricken priest. " It ia too mighty for me to 
aruggle with I" 

"H•ven would show merey," rejoined Heater, "hadat 
diou but thé Btrength to take advantage of it." 

• Be thou ltrong for me I" IID8Wered he. "Adriae 
me what to do." 

• :r. the world, tben, ao narrow ?'' exclaimed HeatA!r 
Prynne, flxing her deep eyee on the minia&er'a, Uld in
.&ine&ively uerciaing a magnetic power over a ipirit IO 

mUered and aubdued that it could hardly hold iteelf 
aecL • Doth the uoivene lie within the OOIDJMll9 of 
yonder town, which ooly a little time aao wu but a leat
itr8Wn daert, u lonely u thia around ua? Whither 
leada yonder foreat-tnck? Backward to the eeUle
ment, thoo •yeat I Y•; but onward, too I Deeper 
it goet, and deeper, into the wildemeaa, l• plainly to 
be aeen at every atep; until, 10me few milel henoe, the 
,.Uow leave1 will lhow no veltige of the wlwe man'• 
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treld. Then thou art free I So brief a journey woulcl 
l,ring thee from a world wbere thoo btlllt been IDOll 
wntched, to one where thou mayeet atill he happy f 
la there not ahade enough in all thia boaadl• forea& 
lo hide thy heart from the gaze of Roger Chilling
wri r' 

" Y ea, Heater ; but ooly under the fallen l•vee 1,. 
llplied the miniater, with a aad smile. 

"Then there ia the broad pathway oí the aea l" con
dnued Heater. " It brought thee hither. If thoo ao 
cthóOlle, it will bear thee back agaio. In om natiTe 
land, whether in aome remote mral Tillase, or in VI& 
London,-or, aurely, in Germany, in France, in pleu
ant ltaly,-thou wouldst be beyond hia ponr ancl 
Jmowledge I And what hast thou to do with ali th8llt 
lron men, aod their opinions? They have bpt th:, 
lletter part in bondage too long already I" 

" 1' oannot be I" anawered the minister, liat.ening u 
if be were called upon to realir.e a dream. " I am 
powert... to go I W retched and ainful aa I am, I have 
la~ no other thought than to drag on my •rthly uiat
enoe in the aphere where Providence hath placed me. 
Loet aa my own aoul is, I would still do what I ma:, 
Jl;t other human aools I I dare not quit my poet, 
t:hotlgh an unfaithful eentinel, whoae aure reward • 
Mth and dlahonor, when hia dreary watch lhall come 
101111 endl" 

"Thoa art cruahed under thia aeven yeara' weighl 
mmwery," replied He.ter, fenemly naolm &o buoy 
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him up with her own energy. "But thou shalt lea ve 
it all behind thee ! It shall not cumber thy steps, as 
thou treadest along the forest-path ; neither shalt thou 
freight the ship with it, if thou prefer to cross the sea. 
Leave this wreck and ruin here where it hath hap
pened. Meddle no more with it ! Begin ali anew 1 
Hast thou exhausted possibility in the failure of this 
one tria!? N ot so! The future is yet full of tria! and 
success. There is happiness to be enjoyed ! There is 
good to be done! Exchange this false life of thine for 
a true one. Be, if thy spirit summon thee to such a 

mission, the teacher and apostle of the red men. Or, 
-as is more thy nature,-be a scholar and a sage 
among the wisest and the most renowned of the culti
vated world. Preach ! W rite! Act ! Do anything, 
save to lie down and die I Give up this name of Ar
thur Dimmesdale, and make thyself another, and a 
bigh 011e, such as thou canst wear without fear or 
sbame. Why shouldst thou tnrry so much as one 
other <lay in the torments that have so gnawed into 
tby life 1-that have made thee feeble 'to will and to 
do 1-that will lea ve tbee powerless even to repent ! 
Up, and away !" 

"O Hester !" cried Arthur Dimmesdale, in whose 
eyes a fitful light, kindled by her enthusiasm, f!ashed 
up and died away, "thou tellest of running a race to a 
man whose knees are tottering heneath him I I must 
die here I There is nc,t the strength or courage ]ef't me 
to venture into the wide, strange, difficult world, alor,el" 
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It was the last expression of the despondency of a 
broken spirit. He lacked energy to grasp the better 
fortune that seemed witbin bis reach. 

He repeated the word. 
1

' Alone, Hester !" 
•· Thou shalt not go alone !" answered Jhe, in a deep 

w!>tsper. 
1hen, ali was spoken 1 



XVIII. 

A. l<'LOOD OF SUNSHINE. 

ARTHUR DIMMESDALE gazed into Hester's titee 
1i with a look in which hop~ and joy shone out, in
deed, but with fear betwixt them, and a kiud of horror 
at her boldness, who had spoken what he vaguely hrnted 
at, but dared not speak. 

But Hester Prynne, with a mind of native cournge and 
activity, and for so long a period not merely estranged, 
but outlnwed, from society, had habituated her:-:elf to 
such latitude of speculation as was altogether foreign 
to the clergyman. She had wandered, without rule or 
guidance, in a moral wilderness ; as vast, as intricate 
aud shadowy, as the untnmed forest, amid the gloom 
of which they were now holding a colloquy that was 
to decide their fate. Her intellect and heart had their 
home, as it were, in desert places, where she roamed a~ 
frecly as the wild ludian in his woods. For yet1rs past 
•she had lookcd from this estranged i,oint of view at 
human institutions, and whatever pr;ests oi- iegislntors 
had estabished; criticising all with Ílard!y more rev
erence than the Indian would feel for the clerical band, 
the judicial robe, the pillory, the gallowe, the fireside, 
or the church. The tendency of her fate and fortunes 
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had bcen to set her free. The scarlet letter was her 
pnssport into regions where other women dare not 
tread. Shame, Despair, Solitude ! These had been 
her teachers,-stern nnd wild ones,-and they had 
made her strong, but taught her much amiss. 

The minister, on the other hand, had never gone 
through an experience calculated to lead him beyond 
the scope of gcnerally received laws; although, in a 
single instance, be had so fenrfully transgressed one 
of the most sacred of them. But this had been a sin 
of pa:-sion, not of principie, nor even purpose. Since 
thnt wretched epoch, he had watched, with morbid 
zeal and ruinuteness, not his acts,-for those it was 
easy to nrrange,-but each breath of emotion, and bis 
every tbought. At the head of the social system, as 
the clergymen of that day stood, he was only the more 
trnmmelled by its regulations, its principies, and e,•en 
its prejudices. As a priest, the frnmework of his order 
inevitably hemmed him in. As a man who liad once 
2ii1ned, but wbo kept his conscience all alive and pain
fully sensitive by the fretting of an unhealed wound, 
he might bnve been supposed safer witbin the line of 
virtue than if he had never sinned at ali. 

Thus we seem to see that, ns regnrded Hester Prynn(\ 
thc whole seven years of outlnw nnd ignominy had been 
littlc otber than a preparation for this very hour. But 
Arthur Dimmesdnle ! Werc such a mnn once more tq 

fall, what plca could be urgecl in extenuation of his 
,rime? None; unless it nvnil him somewhat, that lle 
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was broken down by long and exquisite suffering; 
that bis mind was darkened and confused by tbe very 
remorse which harroweu it; that, between fleeing asan 

- ,lvowed criminal, and remaining as a hypocrite, con-
science might find it hard to strike the balance; that 
it was human to avoid the peril of death and infamy, 
and the inscrutable machinations of an enemy; that, 
finally, to this poor pilgrim, on his dreary aud desert 
path, faint, sick, miserable, tbere appeared a glimps& 
of human affection and sympatby, a new life, and 'l 

true one, in exchange for the heavy doom whicb he 
was now expiating. Aud be the stern and sad truth 
_epokeu, that the breach wbich guilt has once made 
into the human soul is never, in this mortal state, re
paired. It may be watched and guarded; so that the 
enemy shall not force bis way again into the citadel, 
and might eveu, in bis subsequent assaults, select sorne 
other avenue, in preference to that where he had for
merly succeeded. But there is still the ruined wall, 
and, near it, the ,tealthy tread of the foe that would 
win over agaiu his unforgotten triumph. 

The struggle, if there were one, need not be de-
• ,cribed. Let it suflice, that the clergyman resolved to 

flee, and not alone. 
"If, in ali these past seven years," thougbt he, ":,._ 

could recall one instant of peace or hope, I would yet 
endure, for the sake of that earnest of Heaven's merey. 
But now,-since I am irrevocably doomed,-wherefore 
ehould I not snatch the solace allowed to the condemned 
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culprit before bis execution? Or, if this be the path 
to a better Jife, as Hester would persuade me, I surely 
give up no fairer prospect by pursuing it ! Neither 
can I any Jonger live without her companionship; so 
powerful is she to sustaiu,-so tender to soothe I O 
Thou to whom I dare not lift mine eyes, wilt Thou yet 
pa.rdon me ¡u 

"Thou wilt go !" said Hester, calmly, as he met her 

glance. 
The decision once made, a glow of strange enjoyment 

threw its flickering brightness over the trouble of his 
breast. It was the exhilarating effect-upon a prisoner 
just escaped from the dungeon of bis own heart-of 
breathing the wild, free atmosphere of an unredeemed, 
unchristiauized, lawless regiou. His spirit rose, as it 
were, with a bound, and attained a nearer prospect of 
the sky, than throughout ali the misery which had 
kept him grovelliug 011 the earth. Of a deeply re
ligious temperameut, there was inevitably a tinge of 
the devotional in hie mood. 

"Do I feel joy again ?" cried be, wondering at him
self. "Methougbt the germ of it was dead in me! O 
Hester, thou art my better angel I I seem to have 
flung myself-sick, sin-staiued, and sorrow-blackened 
-clown upon these forest-leaves, and to have risen up 
ali made anew, aud with new powers to glorify Him 
that hath been merciful ! Tbis is already the better 
life ! Why did we not find it sooner?" 

"Let us not look back," answered Hester Prynne. 
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"The past is gone ! Wherefore should we linger u pon 
it now? See ! With this symhol, I undo it all, and 
make it as it had never been !" 

So speaking, she undid the clasp that fastened the 
acarlet letter, and, taking it from her bosom, threw it 
to a distance among the withered leaves. The mystio 
token alighted on the hither verge of the stream, 
With a hand's b1·eadth further flight it would have 
fallen into the water, and have given the little brook 
another woe to carry onward, besides tbe unintellio-ible 

" tale which it still kept murmuring about. But there 
lay the embroidered letter, glittering like a lost jewel, 
which sorne ill-fated wanclerer might pick up, anil 
thenceforth be haunted by strange phantoms of guilt, 
sinkings of the heart, and unaccountable misfortune. 

The stigma gene, Hester heaved a long, deep sigh, 
in which the burden of shame and anguish departed 
from her spirit. O exquisite relief! Sbe had not 
known the weight until she felt the freedom ! By 
another impulse she took off the formal cap that con
fined her hair; and dowu it fell u pon her shoulders, 
dark and rich, with at once a shaclow anda light in its 
abundance, and impa,-ting the charro of softness to her 
features. There played around her mouth, and beamed 
out of her eyes, a radiaut and tender smile, that seemed 
gushing from the very heart of womanhood. A crim
son flush was glowing on her cheek, that had been 
long so pale. Her sex, her youth, and thc whole rich
ness of her beauty, carne back from what roen aall the 
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irrevocable past, and clustered themselves, witb her 
maiden hope, and ~ happiness before nnknown, within 
the magic circle ot' tbis hour. And, as if tbe gloom 
of the earth and sky han been but the effiuence of 
these two mortal hearts, it vanisbed with their sorrow. 
All at once, as with a sudden smile of heaven, forth 
buTSt the sunshine, pouring a very flood into the ob
scrrre forest, gladdeníng each green leaf, transmnting 
the yellow titilen enes to gold, and gleaming adown the 
gray trunks of the solem.n trees. The objects that had 
made a shactow hitherto, embodied the brightness n0w. 
The course of ihe little brook might be traced by its 
merry gleam afür into the wood's heart of mystery, 
which had beoome a mystery of joy. 

Such was the sympathy ofN ature-that wild, heathen 
Natnre of the forest, never subjugated by human law, 
nor illumined by higher truth-with the bliss of these 
two spirits ! Leve; whether newly born, or aroused 
from a deatb-like slumber, must always create a sun• 
shine, filling the heart so full of radiance, that it over• 
flows u pon the ontward world. Had the forest still kept 
its gloom, it would have been bright in Hester's eyes, 
and bright in Arthur Dimmesdale's 1 

Hester looked at bim with the thrill of another 
joy. 

"Thou must k.now Pearl 1 " said she. "Our little 
Pearl I Thou hast seen her,-yes, I know it !-but 
thou wilt see her now with other eyes. She is a strange 
child I I hardly comprehend her I But thou wilt !ove 
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her dearly, as Ido, and wilt advise me how to <leal with 
her." 

" Dost thou think the child will be glad to knm~ 
me?" asked the minister, somewhat unensily. "I han 
long shrunk from children, becnuse they often show a 
distrust,-a backwardne:;s to be familiar with me. l 
have even been afraid of little Penrl ! " 

"Ah, that was sad ! " answered the mother. "But 
she will love thee dearly, and thou her. She is not far 
off. I will call her l Pearl ! Pearl ! " 

"I see tbe child," observed the minister. "Yonder 
ehe is, standing in a streak of sunsbine, a good way off, 
on the other si<le of the brook. So thou thinke:;t the 
ch ild will love me?" 

Hester smilcd, and again called to Pearl, who wns 
visible, at some distance, as the minister had describerl 
her, like a bright-apparelled vision, in nsunbeam which 
fell down upon her through nn arch of boughs. The 
ray quivered to nnd fro, mnking ne1 figure ilim or dis
tinct,-now like a real child, now like a child's spirit, 
-as the splendor went and carne agnin. She henrd 
her mother's voice, nnd npproached slowly through 
the forest. 

Penrl hnd not found the hour pass wearisomcly, 
while her mother sat talking with the clergyman. 
The great blnck forest-st<'rn as it showcd it~elf to 
those who brought the guilt nnd troubles of the worl<l 
into its bosorn-becnme the playmnte of the loncly in
fant, as well as it knew how. Sombre as it wns, it put 
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on the kindest of its moods to welcome her. It offered 
her the pnrtridge-berrics, the growth of the preceding 
autumn, but ripeniog only in the spring, nnd now red 
as drops of blood upon tbe withered leaves. These 
Penrl gathered, and was plensed with their wild flavor. 
The smnll denizens of the wilderness bardly took pain1 
to rnove out of her pnth. A. pnrtridge, indced, with a 
brood of ten behind her, rnn forward threateningly, 
but soon repented of her fierceness, and clucked to her 
young ones not to be nfrnid. A. pigeon, nlone on a lo,v 
brnnch nllowed Pearl to come beneatli, and uttered a ' . 
sound as much of greeting ns nlnnn. A. squirrel, from 
the lofty depths of his domestic tree, chattered either in 
anger or merriment,-for a squirrel is such a choleri.: 
and humorous little personnge that it is hnrd to distiu
guish between his moods,-so he chattered at the child, 
and flung down a nut upon her hend. It was a last 
year's nut, nnd alrcndy gnawed by his sharp tooth. A. 
fox, startled from his sleep by her light footstep on 
the lenves, looked inquisitively nt Penrl, ns doubting 
whether it were better to stenl off. or renew his nnp on 
the same spot. A wolf, it is said,-but here the tale
has surely lnpsed into the improbable,-came up, ano 
smelt of Pearl's robe, and offered his savage head to 
be pntted by her hand. The truth seems to be, how
ever thnt the mother-forcst, nnd these wild things 

' which it nourishcd, all recognize<l a kindred wildness 
in the human child. 

And she was gentler here than in the grassy-mar-
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giued streets of the settlement, or in her mother's cot• 
tagP-. The flowers appeared to know it; and one nnd 
nnothe1 whispered as she passed, "Adoro thyself with 
me, thou beautiful child, adoro thyself with me!"-
11nd, to plcnse them, Pearl gathered the Yiolets, and 
anemones, imd columbines, and sorne twigs of the 
freshest green, which the old trees held down before 
her eyes. With these she decorated her hair and her 
young waiiit, and becnme a nymph-child, or an infant 
dryad, or whatever ebe was in closest sympathy with 
the antique wood. In such guise had Pearl adorued 
herself, when she heard her mother's voice, and C1:Lme 
t'llowly back. 

Slowly: for she saw the clergyJD&n 1 

XIX. 

THE CHILD AT THE BROOK-SIDE. 

"THOU wilt love her dearly," repeated He@ter 
Prynne, as she and the minister sat watching 

little Pearl. "Dost thou not think her beautiful? 
And see with what natural skill she has made those 
simple flowers adoro her l Had she gathered pearls, 
and diamonds, and rubies, in the wood, they could not 
have become her better. She is a splendid child l But 
I know whose brow she has!" 

"Dost thou know, Hester," snid Arthur Dimmes
dale, with an unquiet smile, "that this dear child, 
tripping nbout always at thy side, hath caused me 
many an alarm? Methought-O Hester, what a 
thought is thnt, and how terrible to dread it !-that 
my own features were partly repented in her face, nnd 
w strikingly that the world might see them ! But she 

· is mostly thine !" 
"No, no! Not mostly !" answered the mother, with 

a tender smile. " A little longer, nnd thou needest not 
to be afraid to trace whose child she is. But how 
strangely benutiful she Iooks, with those wild flowers 
in her lrnir l It is as if one of the fairies, whom W6 
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left in our dear old England, had decked her out to 
meet us." 

It wns with a feeling which neither of them had ever 
before experienced that they sat and watched Pearl's 
slow advance. In her was visible the tie that united 
them. She had been offered to the world, tbese seven 
years past, as the living hieroglyphic, in which wns 
revealed the secret they so darkly sought to hide,-nll 
written in this symbol,-all plninly manifeet,-had 
there been a prophet or magician skilled to read the 
charncter of flame ! And Pearl was the onenei:s of 
their being. Be the foregone evil whnt it might, how 
could tbey doubt that their earthly lives and future 
destinies were conjoined, when they beheld at oncr the 
material union, and the spiritual idea, in whom they 
met, and were to dwell immortnlly togcther? Thoughts 
like these-and perhaps other thoughts, which they <lid 
not acknowledge or define-tbrew an awe about the 
child, ns she carne onward. 

"ut her see nothing strange--no pa:;sion nor eager
ness-in thy way of accosting her," whispered Hester. 
"Our Pearl is a fitful and fantastic little elf, s0111e• 

times. Especially, she is seldom tole~nnt of emotion, 
when she does not fully comprehend the why nnd · 
whereforc. But the child hath strong affcctions ! She 
lo,·rs me, and will love thee !" 

"Thou canst not think," said the minister, glnncing 
aside at Hestcr Prynne, "how my heart dreads this 
interview, and yearns for it I But, in truth, as I al-
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ready told thee, children are not readily won to bt 
.mmiliar with me. They will not clirub my knee, no, 
prattle in my ear, nor answer to my ~mile; but stand 
apart, nnd eye me strangely. Eve~ httle babes, wheo 
I take tbem in ruy arms, weep b1tterly. Yet Pearl 
twice in her little lifetime, hath been kind to me! The 
fin;t time,-thou knowest it well ! The lnst was when 
thou ledst her with thee to the house of yonder stern 
old Governor." 

"And thou didst plcad so bravely in her behalf and 
mine!" answered the mother. " I remem her it; and liO 

ehnll little Pearl. Fear nothing ! She may be str1tnge 
aml shy at first, but will soon learn to love thee !" 

By this time Pearl had reached the margin of the 
brook, and stood on tbe further side, gazing silently at 
Hester nnd the clergyman, who still sat together on the 
mossy tree-trunk, wniting to receive her. Just where 
she had paused, the brook chanced to form a,pool, so 
smooth and quiet that it reflected a perfect image of 
her little figure, with all the brilliant picturesqueness 
of her beauty, in its ndornment of flowers and wrenthed 
foliage, but more refined and spiritualized than the 
reality. This image, so nenrly identical with t_he liv, 
inrr Penrl seemed to communicate somewhat of 1t.<i own 
eh:dowy ~nd intangible quality to the child he~lf. 
It wns strange, the way in which Pcnrl stood, lookmg 
so steaclfa.stly at them through the dim medium of the 
forest-gloom ;· herself, mennwhile, nll glorificd with a 
ray of sunshine, that was attractiad thitherward as bJ 
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• certain sympathy. In the brook beneath stood an
other child,-another and the same,-with likewise ita 
ruy of golden light. Hester felt herself, in some indis
tinct and tantaliziog manner, estranged from Pearl ; 
1111 if the child, in her lonely rawble through the fomtt, 
bad sirayed out of the sphere in which she and h1.:r 
mother <lwelt together, and was no,,· vainly seeking to 
retum to it. · 

There was both truth au<l error in the impffl18ion ; 
the child and mother were estrauged, but through 
Hester's fault, not Peurl's. Since the latter rambled 
from her side, another inmate hud been admitted 
within the circle of the mother's fcelings, aud so modi
fied the aspect of then1 all, that Pearl, the retuming 
wanderer, could not find her wonted place, and hardly 
knew where she was. 

"1 have a stnmge fancy," ohS<'n·ed the sensitive 
mini.stei\ "that this brook is the houn<larv between 
two worhls, and that thou C'Rnst never meet thv Pearl 
again. Or is she an e!fish spirit, who, ns the iegemls 
of our childhood taught us, is forbidden to cross a 
running Btream? Pray hasten her; for this dela y hM 
already imparted a tremor to my nerves." 

"Come, dearest child !" said Hester, encoumgin~lv, 
and Btretching out both her arms. "How elow th,;u 
art I When hast thou been 80 sluggish befüre now? 
Here is a friend of mine, who must be thv fricnd also. 
Thou wilt have twire as much !ove, hen~forward, as 
thy mother alone could give thee I Leap acroee the 
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kook, and come to us. Thou canat leap like a young 
deer !" 

Pearl, without reiponding in any manner ~ theee 
boney-sweet expressions, remained on the other side uf 
the brook. Now she fixed her bright, wild eyes on her 
mother, now on the minister, and now included them 
both in the same glance ; as if to detect and explain to 
beraelf the relation which they bore to one another. 
For some unaccountable rcason, as Arthur Dimmee
dale felt the child's eyes upon hiruself, bis hand-with 
tbat gesture so habitual as to have berome involuntary 
-stole o,·er bis heart. At length, assuming a singular 
air of authority, Pearl stretched out her hand, with 
the small forefin~er extended, nnd pointing evidently 
towards her mother's breast. And beneath, in the mir
l'tlr ofthe brook, there wns the fl<,wcr-girdled and sunny 
image of little Pearl, pointing her emall forefinger too. 

"Thou strange chihl, why doi;t thou not come to 
me?" exclaimed Hester. 

Pearl still pointc<l with her forcfinger; and a fro,rn 
gathered on her brow; the more impMBive from the 
childish, the almO!!t bnby-likc. aspect of the featurea 
that conveyed it. As her mothcr still kept beckoning 
to her, and arraying her face in a holiday suit of un• 
accustomed smiles, the child stamped her foot with a 
yet more imperious look and gesture. In the brook, 
again, was the fantastic beauty of the image, witb ita 
1eftected frown, its pointed finger, and imperious ge,
ture, giving emphuis to the aspect of little PearL 


