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" Hasten, Pearl, or I shall be angry with thee !" 
cried Hetiter Prynne, who, however inured to such 
behavior on the elf-child's part at other seasons, wP.s 
naturally o.nxious for a more seernly deportment now. 
"Leo.p across the brook, naughty child, and run hitherl 
Else I must come to thee !" 

But Pearl, not a whit startled at her mother's threats, 
any more than mollified by her entreaties, now suddenly 
burst into a fit of passion, gesticulating violently, and 
throwing her small figure into the rnost extrnvagant 
contortions. She accoropanied this wild outbreak with 
l)iercing shrieks, which the woods reverbernted on nll 
sicles; so that, alone as she was in her childish and 
unrensouable wrath, it seemcd as if a hirlden multi
tudc,.,were lending her their sympathy and encourage
ment. Seen in the brook, once more, was the shadowy 
wrath of Pearl's image, crowned and girdled with 
tlowers, but stamping its foot, wildly gesticulating, 
tmd, in the midst of ali, still pointing its small fore
fh1ger at He.~ter's bosom ! 

"I see what ails the child," whispered He:;ter to the 
clergyman, and turning pale in spite of n strong effort 
to conceal her trouble and annoyance. "Chilclren will 
not ahide any, the slightest, change in the accustomerl 
'1spect of things that are daily bcfore their eyes. Penrl 
mis,,es something whieh she has always seen me wear !'' 

" I prny you," answered the rninister, "if thou hai-t 
any meaos of pacifying the child, do it forthwith 1 
Save it were the r11nkPred wrath of an old witch, like 
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Mistress Hibbins," added he, attempting to smile, "I 
know nothing that I would not sooner encounter than 
this passion in a child. In Pearl's young beauty, as 
in the wrinkled witcb, it has a preternatural effect 
l>acify her, if thou lovest me !" 

Het;ter turned again towards Pearl, witb a crimsot 
blush upon her cheek, a conscious glance aside at the 
clergyman, and then a heavy sigh; while, even before 
l!he had time to speak, the blush yielded to a deadly 
pallor. 

"Pearl," said she, sadly, "look down at thy feetl 
There 1-before thee ! - on the hither side of the 
brookl" 

The child turned her eyes to the point indicated; 
and there lav the scarlet letter, so close upon the mnr
gin of the ¡tream that the gold embroidery waa re
flected in it. 

"Bring it hither !" said Hester. 
"Come thou and tnke it up !" answered Pearl. 
",vns ever such a child !" observed Hester, aside to 

the minister. "O, I have much to tell thee about her 1 
But, in very truth, she is right as regards this hateful 
token. I rnust bear its torture yet a little longer,
~nly a few days longer,-until we ~hall have left this 
region, and look back hither as to a land which we have 
drenrned of. The forest cannot hide it ! The mid-ocenn 
shall tnke it from my l1and, and swallow it up forever !" 

With these words, she advanced to the margin of the 
brook, took up the scarlet letter, and fastened it again 
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into her bosom. Hopefully, but a. moment ago, aa 
Hester bad spoken of drowning it in the deep sea, there 
wa.s a sense of inevitable doom npon her, as sbe thus 
received back this deadly symbol from the hand of fate. 
She had flung it into infinite space !-she had drawn 
an hour's free breatb !-and here again was the scarlet 
misery, glittering on tbe old spot. So it ever is, whether 
thus typified or no, that an evil deed invests itsclf with 
the character of doom. Hester next gathered up the 
heavy tresses of her hair, and confined them beneath 
her cap. As if there were a withering spell in the sad 
letter, her beauty, the warmth and richness of her 
womanhood, departed, like fading sunshine;. and a 
gray shadow seemed to fall across her. 

When the dreary change was wrought, she extended 
her hand to Pearl. 

"Dost thou know thy mother now, child ?" asked 
she, reproachfully, but with a subdued tone. "Wilt 
thou come across the brook, and own thy mother, now 
tbat she has her shame upon her,-now tbat she is 
sad ?" 

"Y es¡ now I will !" answered the child, bounding 
across the brook, and clasping Hester in her arms 
"Now thou art my mother indeed I And I am thy 
little Pearl !" 

In a mood of tenderness that was not usual with hei,, 
she drew down her mother's head, and kissed her brow 
and both her cheeks. But then-by a. kind of neces• 
1ity that always impelled this child to alloy whatever 
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comfort she might chance to give with a throb of an
guish-Pearl put up her mouth, and kissed the scarlel. 
letter too l 

"That was not kind !" said Hester. "When thou 

1hast shown me a little love, thou mockest me!" 
"Why doth the minister sit yonder ?" asked Pearl. 
"He waits to welcome thee," replied her mother. 

" Come thou, and entreat his blessing ! He loves thee, 
my little Pearl, and loves thy mother too. Wilt thou 
not love him ? Come! he longa to greet thee !" 

"Doth he love us ?" said Pearl, looking up, with 
acute intelligence, into her mother's face. "Will he 
go back with us, hand in hand, we three together, into 
the town ?" 

"N ot now, dear child." answered Hester. "But in 
days to come he will walk hand in hand with us. W e 
will ha.ve a home and fireside of our own ¡ and thou 
shnlt sit u pon his knee ¡ nnd he will teach thee many 
things, and love thee dearly. Thou wilt love him; 
wilt thou not ?" 

"And will he always keep his hand over his heart ?" 
inquired Pearl. 

"Foolish child, what a question is that !" exclaimed 
her mother. " Come and ask his blessing !" 

But, whether influenced by the jealousy that seems 
instincti ve with every petted child towards a dangerous 
rival, or from whatever caprice of her freakish nnture, 
Pearl would show no favor to the clergyman. It was 
only by an exertion of force that her mother broughl. 
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her up to him, hanging back, and manifesting her re
luctance by odd grimaces; of which, ever since her 
babyhood, she had possessed a singular variety, and 
could trnnsform her mobile physiognomy into a sei·iea 
'.)Í dill'ere~t a.,pects, witb a new mischief in them, each 
!ll1d ali. The minister-paiufully embarrassed, bu( 
boping that a kiss might prove a talisman to admit 
bim into the child's kindlier regards-bent forward, 
and impressed one on her brow. Hereupon, Pearl 
broke away from her mother, and, running to the 
brook, stooped over it, nnd bathed her forehead, until 
the unwelcome kiss was quite washed off, and diffused 
through a long lapse of the gliding water. She tben 
remained apart, silently watching Hester and the 
<>lergyman; while they talked together, and made 
.such arrnngement• as were suggested by their new 
position, and the purposes soon to be fulfilled. 

And now this fateful interview had come to a close. 
The dell was to he left a solitude among its dark, old 
trees, which, with their multitudinous tongues, would 
whisper long of what had passed there, and no mortal 
be the wiser. And the melancholy brook would add 
this other tale to the mystery with which its little heart 
was alreadv overburdened, and whereof it still kept up 
a murmuring babble, with not a whit more cheerfuJ. 
oess of tone tban for ages beretofore. 

XX. 

THE MINISTER IN A MAZE. 

¡s the minister departed, in advance of Hester 
íi Prynne and little Pearl, he threw a backward 
glance; balf expecting that be sbould discover only 
sorne faintly traced features or outline of the mother 
anrl tbe child, slowly fading into tbe twilight of tbe 
woeds. So great a vicissitude in bis life could not at 
once he received as real. But there wa., Hester, ciad 
in her gray robe, still etanding beside the tree-trunk, 
whicb sorne blast had overthrown a long antiquity 
ago, nnd which time had ever since been covering 
with moss, so tbat these two foted ones, witb enrth's 
heaviest burden on them, migbt there sit down to
gether, and find a single hour's rest and solace. And 
thore was Peor!, too, ligbtly dancing from the margin 
of the brook,-now tbat the intrusive third perscn 
was gone,-and taking her old place by her mother·, 
,ide. So the minister had not fallen asleep, a1;d 
drearned ! 

In order to free his mind from this indistinctness and 
duplicity of impression, which vexe<l it with a strange 
disquietude, he recalled and more thoroughly defined 
tbe plans wbicb Hester and himself T,ad sketched for 
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their departure. lt bad been determined between them, 
that the Old World, with its crowds and cities, offered 
them a more eligible shelter aml concealment than the 
wilds of New England, or ali America, with its alter
natives of an lndian wigwam, or the few settlements 
of Europeans, scattered thinly along the scaboard 
'Not to speak of the clergyman's health, so iuadequate 
to sustain the hardships of a forest life, hi& native gifts, 
bis culture, aml bis entire development, would secure 
bim a home only in the micM of civilization and re
finement; the higher the state, the more delicately 
adapted to it the man. In furtherance of this choice, 
it IIO happened that a ship lay in the harbor; one of 
those questionable cruisers, frequent at that day, whirh, 
without being absolutely outlawll of the deep, yet 
roamed over its surfuce with a remarkable irresponsi
bility of character. Thi::1 v~l had recently arrived 
from the Spanish Maiu, and, within three days' time, 
would sail for Bristol. Hester Prynne-whose voca
tion, as a self-enlisted Sister of Charity, had brought 
her aequainted with the captain and crew-could take 
u pon herself to secure the passage of two individuals 

1 
and a child, with all the secrecy which circumstances 
rendered more than desirable. 

The miuister had inquired of He$ter, with no little 
interest, the precise time at which the vessel might be 
expected to depart. lt would probably be on the fourth 
day from the present. "That is most fortunate I" he 
bad then said to himself. Now, why the Reverend Mr. 
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Dimmesdale considered it so very fortunate, we hesitate 
to revea!. Nevertheless,-to hold nothing back from 
the reader,-it wns because, on the third day from the 
present, he was to preach the Election Sermon ; and, 
u such an occasion formed 1111 honorable epoch in the 
life of a New Englaud clergyman, he could not ha,·e 
chanced upon a more ~uitable mode and tirueof termi
nating bis profe&;ional career. " At least, they shall 
aay of me," thought this exemplary man, "that I lea,·e 
no public duty unperformed, uor ill performed !" Sad, 
indeed, that an iutro~pectiou so profound and acute aa 
this poor minister's should be so miserl\blv deceived 1 
We have had, and may still have, worse tl;ings to tell 
of him; but non e, we apprehend, so pitiably weak; no 
evidence, at once so slight and irrefmgable, of a subtle 
disease, that had long since begun to eat into the real 
substance of his charact~r. No man, for any consirler
able period, can wenr one face to bimself, and nnother 
to the multitude, without finnlly getting bewildered as 
to which mny be the true. 

The excitement of ~Ir. Dimmesdale's feeliugs, as he 
returned from his interview with Hester, lent him un-
11ccustomed physical energy, and hurried him town
ward at a rapid pnce. The pathway among the woods 
1eemed wilder, more uncouth with i~ rude natural ob
etacles, and lesa trodden by the foot of man, than he 
remembered it on bis outward journey. But he leaped 
across the plasby plac('S, thrust himself through the 
elinging underbrush, climbed the ascent, plunged into 
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the hollow, and overcame, in short, all the difliculties 
of the track, with an unweariable act.ivity that aston• 
ished him. He could not but recall how feebly, and 
with what frequent pauses for breath, he had toiled 
over the same ground, only two days before. As be 
drew near the town, he took an impression of change 
a·om the series of familiar objects that presented them· 
;elves. It seemed not yesterday, not one, nor two, but 
many days, or even years ago, since be had quitted 
them. There, indeed, was each former trace of the 
street, as be remembered it, and all tbe peculiaritie• 
of the houses, with the due multitude of gable-peaks, 
and a weather-cock at every point wbere his memory 
suggested one. N ot tbe less, however, carne this im• 
portunately obtrusive sense of change. The same wM 
true as regarded the acquaintances whom he met, and 
ali the well-known shapes of human life, about the 
Jittle town. They looked neither older nor younger 
now; the beards ofthe aged were no whiter, nor could 
the creeping babe of yesterday walk on bis feet to-day; 
it wns impossible to describe in what respect they dif• 
fered from the individuals on whom he had so recently 
bestowed a parting glance; and yet the minister'sdeep· 
est sense seerned to inform him of their mutability. A 
similar impression struck him most remarkably, as he 
¡,nssed under the walls of his own church. The cdifice 
had so very strange, and yet so familiar, an aspect, 
tbat Mr. Dimmesdale's mind vibrated between two 
ideas; either that he had seen it only in a dream 
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hitherto, or that he was merely dreaming about it 
fl.OW 

This phenomenon, in the various shnpes which it as
sumed, indicated no external change, but so sudden 
and important a change in the spectntor of the familiar 
scene, that the intervening space of a single day had 
operated on bis consciousness like the lapse of years, 
The minister's own will, and Hester's will, and the 
fa.te that grew between them, had wrought tbis trans• 
formation. It was the same town M heretofore; but 
the same ministe, returned not from the forest. He 
might have said to the friends who greeted him,-" I 
am not the man for whom you take me! I left him 
yonder in the forest, withdrawn into a secret dell, by 
a mossy tree-trunk, and near a melancholy brook. 
Go, seek your minister, and see if bis emaciated figure, 
hIS thin cheek, bis white, beavy, pain-wrinkled brow, 
be not flung down there, like a cast-off garment !" His 
friends, no doubt, would still have insisted with him -
" Thou nrt thyself the man!" but the error would h~ve 
been their own, not bis. 

Before Mr. Dirnmesdale reached home, his inner man 
gave him other evidences of a revolution in the sphere 
of thought and feeling. In truth, nothing short of a 
total changa of dynMty and moral code in that interior 
kingdom, was adequate to account f~r the impulses 
now communicated to the unfortunate and startled 
minister. At every step he was incited to do sorne 
•trange, wild, wicked thing or other, with a. sense that 
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it would be at once involuntary and intentional; in 
epite of himself, yet growing out of a profounder self 
than that which opposed the impulse. For instance, 
he met one of his own <leacons. The goo<l old mnu 
addr~d him with the paternal affection and pntri
archal privilege, which bis venerable age, bis upright 
and holy chnrncter, nnd his stntion in the Church, eu
titlcd him to use; and, conjoine<l with this, the <leep, 
almost worahippiog respect, which the miuister's pro
fessional an<l prívate cl11ims alike demaude<l. Ne\'er 
was there a more benutiful example of how the maj~ty 
of age all<l wisdom mny comport with the oheisnnce 
and rcspect enjoinc<l upon it, as from n lowcr social 
ranli:, and inferior order of endowment, towarcls a 
highcr. Now, <luring a couversation of sorne two or 
thrce moments between the Reverend )Ir. Dimmes· 
<lale and thi:1 excellcut and hoary-heade<l <leacon, it 
was only hy thc most careful self-control thnt the for
mer could refrnin from uttering certain blasph'3Illous 
suggestions thnt rO!lC into his rniud, respccting the com
munion-supper. He ab$olutely trembled nnd tumcd 
pnle as ashes, lcst bis tongue should wag it.sclf, in utter
ance of the:,e horrible mntters, and plead hi8 º""º con
seut for so doing, without his h1wing füirly given it. 
And, eYen with this terror in his heart, he could hnrdly 
avoid lnugl1ing, to imagine how the snnctifie<l old pntri
mchal dencon woulrl bave been petrified by his minis
ter's impiety ! 

Agniu, nnothcr incidcnt of the same nature. Hur-

THE lll.SISTER IN A MAZE. 289 

rying along the street, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale 
encountered the eldest femalc member of his church · . ' a ruost p1ous ~nd exemplary old dame; poor, widowcd, 
bnely, and w1th a beart as full of reminisef'J1Ces about 
her dead husband and children, and her dend friends 
of long ngo, as a burial-ground is fu11 of storied grave-
11tones. Yet ali this, which would else hnvc been such 
hea,·y sorrow, was made almost a solemn joy to her 
devout old ·soul, by religious t'Onsolatious and the truths 
of Scripture, wbercwith she hud fed herself continually 
for more thnn thirty yenrs. And, since Mr. Dimmes
dale had tnkcn her in chnrge, the good grandnm's chicf 
earthly comfort--which, uuless it hnd hecn likewise 8 

beavenly comfort, could have bcen nonc at all-was to 
meet her pastor, whether casually, or of set purpose, 
and be refresbcd \\'ith a word of "'arm fragrant 
~eaven-brenthing Gospel truth, from his b;loved Jipe: 
mto l1er dullcd, but rnpturously nttentive enr. But 
~n this occasion, up to the moment of putting bis ¡¡~ 
to the old woman's enr, :Mr. Dirumesdnle, ns the great 
enemy of souls would hnve it, rould recnll no text of 
Sc~pture, nor aught else, except a brief, pithy, and, 
as 1.t then ~ppeared to him, unanswernble argumem 
agamst the 1mmortnlity of the human soul. The in
stillment thereof into her mind would probnbly have 
caused this aged sister to drop down de.ad, at once, 88 

by the effcct of an intensely poisonous infusion. What 
he really did whisper, the minister could never after
wards recollect. There was, perhanA a fortunate diw 

19 r, 
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order in bis utterance, which failed to impart any dis
tinct idea to the good widow's comprehension, or which 
Providence interpreted after a method of its own. fü· 
suredly, as the minister looked back, he beheld an ex
pression of divine gratitude and ecstasy that seemed 
like the shine of the celestial city on her face, so 
wrinkled and ashy ·pule. 

Again, a third instance. After parting from the old 
church-member, he met tbe youngest sister of them 
ali. It was a maiden newly won-and won by tho 
Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale's own sermon, on the Sab
bath after his vigil-to barter tbe transitory pleasures 
of the world for the heavenly hope, that was to assume 
brighter substance as life grew dark around her, and 
which would gild the utter gloom with final glory. 
She was fair and pure as a lily that had bloomed in 
Paradise. The minister knew well that he was l>im
self enshrined within the stainless sanctity of ber beart, 
which lmng its snowy curtains about bis image, im
parting to religion the warmth of !ove, and to !ove a 
religious purity. Satan, that afternoon, bad surely 
led the poor young girl away from her mother's side, 
and thrown her into the pathway of this sorely 
tempted, or-sball we not rather say ?-this lost and 
desperate man. As she drew nigh, the arch-fiend 
whispered him to condense into small compass and 
drop into her tender bosom a germ of evil that would 
bo sure to blossom darkly soon, and bear black fruit 
betimes. Such was bis sense of power over this virgin 
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soul, trusting him as abe did, that the minister felt po
tent to blight ali the field of innocence with but one 
wicked look, and develop ali it• opposite with but a 
word. So-with a mightier struggle than he bad yet 
sustained-he l1eld bis Geneva cloak before bis face 

' and hnrded onward, making no sign of recognition, 
and leavrng the young sister to digest his rudeness as 
she might. She ransacked her conscience,-whicb was 
full of harmless little matters, like her pocket or her 
work-bag,-and took herself to task, poor thing ! for a 
thousand imaginary faults; and went about her house
hold duties with swollen eyelids tbe next morning, 

Befare the minister had time to celebrate his victory 
over this last temptation, he was conscious of another 
impulse, more ludicrous, and almost as horrible. It 
was,-we blush to tell it,-it was to stop short in the 
road, and teach sorne very wicked words to a knot of 
little Pu1~tan children who were playing there, and 
had but JUSt begun to talk. Denying himself this 
freak, as unworthy of bis clotli, he met a drunken 
13€aman, one of the ship's crew from the Spanish Main. 
And, here, since he had so valiantly forborne all other 
wickedness, poor Mr. Dimmesdale longed, at least, to 

shake hands with the tarry blackguard, and recreate 
himself with a few improper jests, such as dissolute 
sai!ors s~ abound with, ánd a volley of good, round, 1 

sohd, satisfactory, and heaven-defying oaths I It was 
not so much a better principle, as partly bis natural 
¡:ood taste, and still more bis buckramed babit of 
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clerical decorum, that carried him safely through tbe 
latter crisis. 

"Wbat is it that haunts and tempts me thus ?" cried 
the minister to himself, at length, pausing in tbestreet, 
and striking bis hand against bis forehead. "A.m I 
road? or am I given over utterly to the fiend 1 Di¡j 
I make a contract with him in the forest, and sign it 
with my hlood? And does he now summon me to its 
fulfilment, by suggesting the performance of every 
wickedness which bis most foul imagination can con
ceive ?" 

At the moment when the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale 
rhus communed with himself, and struck his forehead 
with bis hand, old Mistress Hibbins, the reputed witch
lady, is said to have been passing by. She made a 
very grand appearance; baving on a high head-dress, 
a rich gown of velvet, and a ruff done up with the 
fümous yellow starch, of which Ann Turner, her espe
cial friend, had taught her the secret, before this last 
good lady had been hanged for Sir Thomas Over
bury's murder. Whether the witch had read the 
minister's thoughts, or no, she carne to a fu]] stop, 
looked shrewdly into his face, smiled craftily, and
though little given to converse with clergymen-began 
& COllVel'Sation. 

" So, Reverend Sir, you have made a visit into the 
forest," observed the witch-lady, nodding her high 
head-dress at him. "The next time, I pray you to 
allow me only a fair warning, and I shall be proud to 
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bear you company. Without taking overmuch upon 
myself, my good word will go far towards gaining any 
,trange gentleman a fair reception from yonder poten

tate you wot ofl'' 
"I profess, madam," answered the clergyman, with 

~ grave obeisance, sucb as the lady's rank demanded, 
and bis own good-breeding made imperative,-" I pro
fess, on my conscience and character, that I am utterly 
bewildered as toucbing the purport of your words l I 
went not into the forest to seek a potentate; neither do 
I, at any future time, design a visit thither, with a view 
to gaining the favor of sucb personage. My one sufli• 
cien! ohject was to greet that pious friend of mine, the 
Apostle Eliot, and rejoice with him over the many 
precious souls be hath won from heathendom I" 

"Ha, ha, ha!" cackled the old witch-lady, still nod
ding her high bead-dress at the minister. "W ell, well, 
we must needs talk thus in the daytime ! You carry 
it off like an old hand I But at midnight, and in the 
forest, we sball have other talk together !" 

She passed on with her aged stateliness, but often 
turning back her head and smiling at him, like one 
willing to recognize a secret intimacy of connection. 

"Have I then sold myself," thougl1t the minister, "to 
the 'iend whom, if men say true, this yellow-starched 
and velveted old hag has chosen for her prince and 
master!'' 

The wretched minister I He had made a bargain 
very like it I Tempted by a dream of happiness, he 

, 
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bave done me good, after so long confinement in my 
study. I think to need no more of your drugs, my 
kind physician, good though they be, and admin
istered by a friendly hand." 

Ali this time, Roger Chillingworth was looking at the 
minister with the grave and intent regard ofa physician 
towards his patient. But, in spite of this outward show, 
the latter was almoat convinced of tbe old man's know
ledge, or, at least, his confident suspicion, with respect to 
his own interview with Hester Prynne. Tbe physician 
knew then, that, in the minister's regard, he was no 
longer a trusted friend, but bis bitterest enemy. So 
much being known, it would appear natural that a part 
of it should be expressed. lt is singular, however, how 
long a time often passes before words embody things; 
and with what security two persons, who choose to avoid 
a certain subject, may approach its very verge, and re
tire without disturbing it. Thus tbe minister felt no 
apprehension that Roger Cbillingworth would touch, 
in express words, upon the real position which they 
sustained towards one another. Y et did the physician. 
in his dark way, creep frightfully near the secret. 
, "Were it not better," said he, "that you use my 
poor skill to-nigbt? Veril y, dear Sir, we must take 
pains to make you strong and vigorous for this occa
sion of the Election discourse. The people look for 
great things from you; apprehending that another year 
may come about, and find their pastor gone." 

"Yea, to another world," replied the minister, with 
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pious resignation. "Heaven grant it be a better one; 
for, in good sooth, I hardly think to tarry with my 
flock through the flitting seasons of another year 1 
But, touching your medicine, kind Sir, in my present 
frame of body, I need it not." 

"I joy to hear it," answered the physician. "It may 
be that my remedies, so long administered in vain, be-
gin now to take due effect. Happy man were I, and 
well deserving of N ew England's gratitude, could I 
acbieve this cure!'' 

"I thank you from my heart, most watchful friend," 
said the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, with a solemn 
smile. "I thank you, and can but requite your good 
deeds with my prayers." 

"A good man's prayers are golden recompense!" 
rejoined old Roger Chillingworth, as he took his lea ve. 
"Yea, they are the current gold coin of the New Jeru
salem, with the King's own mint-mark on tbem !" 

Left alone, the minister summoned a servant of the 
house, and requested food, which, being set before him, 
he ate with ravenous appetite. Then, flinging the 
already written pages of the Election Sermon into the 
fire, he forthwith began nnother, whicb he wrote with 
sucb an impulsive flow of thougbt nnd emotion, that 
he fancied himself inspired; and only wondered that 
Heaven should see fit to transmit the grand and solemn 
music of its orncles through so foul an organ-pipe as he, 
However, leaving that mystery to sol ve itself, or go un
solved forever, he drove his task onward, with earneat 
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to the fact that Hester was actually dead, in respect to 
any claim of sympathy, and bad departed out of the 
world witb which she still seemed to mingle. 

It might be, on this one day, that there was an ex
pression unseen before, nor, indeed, vivid enough to 
ne detected now; unless son,e preternaturally gifted 
observer should have first read the heart, and have 
afterwa,ds sought a corresponding development in the 
countenanc_e and mien. Such a spiritual seer might 
have conce1ved, that, after sustaining the gaze of the 
multitude through seven miserable years as a necessity, 
a penance, and something which it was a stern religion 
!º endure, she now, for one last time more, encountered 
1t freely and voluntarily, in order to convert what had 
so long been agony into a kind of triumph. "Look 
your last on the scarlct letter and its wearer 1"-the 
people's victim and life-long boud-slave, as tbey fan
cied her, might say to tbem. "Y et a little while and 
she will be beyond your reacb I A few hom~ lo~ger, 
and the deep, mysterious ocean will quench and bide 
forever the symbol which ye have caused to buro u pon 
her bosom !" N or were it an inconsistency too im
probable to be assigned to human nature, should we , 
suppose a feeling of regret in Hester's mind, at the 
moment when she was about to win her freedom from 
t~e pain w_hich ha~ been thus deeply incorporated 
Wlth her bemg. Might there not be an irresistible de
sire to quaff a last, long, breathless draugh.t of the eup 
of wormwood and aloes, with which nearly ali her 
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yeare of womanhood had been perpetually flavored? 
The wine of life, henceforth to be presentad to her lips, 
must be indeed rich, delicious, and exhilarating, in its 
cbased and golden beaker; or else lea ve an inevitable 

1 and weary languor, after the lees of bitterness where
witb she had been drugged, as with a cordial of in
tensest poten ey. 

Pearl was decked out with airy gayety. It would 
bave been impossible to guess that this bright and 
snnny apparition owed its existence to the shape of 

_gloomy gray; or tbat a fancy, at once so gorgeous 
and so delicate as must have been requisite to con
trive the child's apparel, was the same that had 
acbieved a task perhaps more diflicult, in imparting 
so distinct a peculiarity to Hester's simple robe. The 
dress, so proper was it to little Penrl, seemed an efllu
ence, or inevitable development and outwnrd mnni
festation of her character, no more to be separated 
from her tban the many-bued brilliancy from a but
terfly's wing, or the painted glory from the leaf of a 
bright flower. As witb tbese, so with the child ; her 
garb was ali of one idea with her nature. On this 

. eventful day, moreover, there was a certain singular 
inquietude and excitement in her mood, resembling 
nothing so much as the shimmer of a diamond, that 
sparkles and flashes with the varied throbbings of the 
breast on which it is displayed. Children have always 
a sympathy in tbe agitations of those connected witb 
them; always, especially, a sense of any trouble or im• 
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pending revolution, of whatever kind, in domestic cir
cumstances; and therefore Pesrl, who was the gem on 
her mother's unquiet bosom, betrayed, by the very 
dauce of her spirits, the emotions which none could 
ietect in the marble passiveness of Hester's brow. 

This effervescence made her flit with a birdlike move
ment, rather than walk by her mother's side. She broke 
continually into shonts ofa wild, inarticulate, and some
times piercing music. When they resched the market
place, she became still more restless, on perceiving tbe 
stir and bustle that enlivened the spot; for it was 
usually more like the broad and lonesome green before' 
a village meeting-house, than the centre of a town's 

business. , 
"Why, what is this, mother ?" cried sbe. "Where

fore bave ali the people left their work to-dayl Is ita 
play-da y for the whole world? See, there is the black
smith ! He has washed bis sooty face, and put on bis 
Sabbath-day clothes, and looks as if he would gladly be 
merry, if any kind body would only teach him how 1 
And there is Master Brackett, the old jailer, nodding 
anr\ smiling at me. Why does he do so, motber ?" 

"He remembers thee a little babe, my child," an
swered He,ter. 

" He sbould not nod and smile at me, for all that,
the black, grim, ugly-eyed old man!" said Pearl. "He 
may nod at thee, if he will; for thou art clad in gray, 
and wearest the scarlet letter. But see, mother, how 
many faces of strange people, and Indiana among them, 

1 

.1 
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and sailors I What have they all come to do, here in 
the market-place ?" 

"They wait to see the procession pass,'' said Hester. 
"For the Governor and the magistrates are to go by, 
nnd the ministers, and all the great people and good 
people, with the music and the soldiers marching be

fore them." 
"And will the minister be there l" asked PearL 

"And will he hold out both bis hands to me, as when 
thou ledst me to him from the brook-side 1" 

" He will be there, child,'' answered her mother. 
"But he will not greet tbee to-day; nor must thou 

greet him." 
"What a strange, sad man is he!" said the child, as 

if speaking partly to herself. "In the dark night-time 
he calls us to him, and holds thy hand and mine, as 
when we stood with him on the scaffold yonder I And 
in the deep forest, where only tbe old trees can hear, 
and the strip of sky see it,, he talks with thee, sitting 
on a heap of moss ! And he kisses my forehead, too, 
so that the little brook would hardly wash it off! But 
,here, in the sunny day, and among all the people, he 
knows us not; nor must we know him ! A strange, sad 
man is he, with bis hand always over his heart I" 

«·Be quiet, Pearl I Thou understandest not these 
things," said her motber. "Think not now of tbe min
ister, hut look about thee, and see how cheery is every
body's face to-day. The children have come from tbeir 
echools, ami the grown people from their workshops and 
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their fielda, on purpose to be happy. For to-day a new 
man is beginning to rule over them; and so-as has 
been the custom of mankind ever since a nation was 
first gathered-they make merry and rejoice; as if ~ 
good and golden year were at length to pass over the 
poor old world I" 

It was as Hester said, in regard to the unwonted jol
Jity that brightened the faces of the people. Into this 
festa! season of the year-as it already was, and con
tinued to be during the greater part of two centuries
the Puritans compressed whatever mirth and public joy 
they deemed allowable to human infirmity ; thereby so 
far dispelling the customary cloud, that, for the space 
of a single holiday, they appeared ,carcely more grave 
than most other communities at a period of general 
afll.iction. 

But we perhaps exaggerate the gray or sable tinge, 
which undoubtedly characterized the mood and man
ners of the age. The persona now in the market-place 
of Boston had not been born to an inheritance of Puri
tanic gloom. They were native Englishmen, whose 
fathers had lived in the aunny richness of the Eliza
bethan epoch; a time when the life of England, viewed 
as one great mass, would appear to have been as stately, 
magnificent, and joyous, as the world has ever wit
nessed. Had they followed their hereditary taste, the 
N ew England settlers would have illustrated ali evente 
of public importance by bonfires, banqueta, pageant
ries, and processions. Nor would it have been im-

• 
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practicable, in the observance of majestic ceremonies, 
t.o combine mirthful recreation with solemnity, and 
give, as it were, a grotesque and brilliant embroidery 
to tbe great robe of state, wbicb a nation, at such 
festivals, puts on. There was sorne shadow of an •~ 
tempt of this kind in the mode of celehrating the day 
on which the political year of the colony commenced. 
The dim reflection of a remembered splendor, the color
less and manifold diluted repetition of what they had 
beheld in proud old London,-we will not say at a 
royal coronation, but at a Lord Mayor', show,-might 
be traced in the customs which our forefathers insti
iuted, with reference to the annual installation of 
magistrates. The fatbers and founders of the common 
wealtb-the statesman, the priest, and the soldier
deemed it a duty then t.o assume the outward state 
and majesty, which, in accordance with antique style, 
was looked u pon as the proper garb of public or social 
eminence. Ali carne forth, to move in procession be
fore the people's eye, and thus imparta needed dignity 
to the simple framework of a government so newly 
constructed. 

Then, t.oo, the people were countenanced, if not 
encouraged, in relaxing the severe and close applica
tion to their various modes of rugged industry, which, 
at ali other times, seemed of the same piece and mate
rial with their religion. Here, it is true, were none 
of the appliance.s which popular merriment would ó\ 
readily have found in the England of Elizabeth's time, 

20 
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or tbat of James ;-no rude shows of a tbeatrical kind; 
no minstrel, witb bis harp and legendary hallad, nor 
gleernan, with an ape dancing to bis music; no juggler, 
with bis tricks of mimic witchcraft; no Merry Andrew, 
to stir up the multitude witb jests, perbaps bundred• 
of years old, but still effective, by their appeals to tbe 
very broadest sources of mirthful sympathy. Ali such 
professors of the severa! brancbes of jocularity would 
have been sternly repressed, not only by the rigid dis
cipline of law, but by the general sentiment which 
gives law its vitality. Not the less, however, the 
great, honest face of the people smiled, grimly, per• 
baps, but widely too. Nor were sports wanting, such 
as the colonists bad witnessed, and shared in, long ago, 
at the country fairs and on the village-greens of Eng• 
land; and which it was thought well to keep alive ou 
this new soil, for the sake of the courage and manli
ness that were essential in them. Wrestling-matches, 
in the different fasbions of Cornwall and Devonshire, 
were seen here and there about the market-place; in 
one col'ller, there was a friendly bout at quarterataff; 
and-what attracted rnost interest of all-on the plat
form of the pillory, already so noted in our pages, two 
masters of defence were commencing an exhibition 
with the buckler and hroadsword. But, much to the 
disappointment of the crowd, this latter business was 
broken off by the interposition of the town beadle, who 
bad no idea of permitting the majesty of the law to 
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be violated by such an abuse of one of its consecrated 
places. 

It may not be too much to affirm, on the whole, (tha 
peo ple being then in the first stages of joyless deport
u,ent, and the offspring of sires who had known how 
;o be merry, in their day,) that tbey would compare 
favorably, in point of holiday keeping, with their de
sceudants, even at so long an interval as ourselves. 
Their immediate posterity, the generation next to th& 
early emigrant~, wore the blackest shade of Puritan
ism, and so darkened the national visage with it, that 
all the subsequent years have not sufficed to clear it 
up. We have yet to learn again the forgotten art of 
gayety. 

The picture ofhurnan life in themarket-place, though 
its general tint was the sad gray, brown, or black ofthe 
English emigrants, was yet enlivened by some diversity 
of bue. A party of Indiana-in their savage finery of 
curiously embroidered deer-skin robes, wampurn-belts, 
red and yellow ochre, and feathers, and armed with the 
bow and arrow and stone-beaded spear-stood apart, 
with countenances of inflexible gravity, beyond what 
even the Puritan aspect could attain. Nor, wild as were 
these painted barbarians, were they the wildest feature 
of the scene. This distinction could more justly be 
claimed by soma mariners,-a part of the crew of the 
vessel from the Spanisb Main,-who had come ashore 
to see the humors of Election •Day. They were rough
looking desperadoes, with sun-blackened far.es, and an 
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UDmensity of beard ; their wide, short trousers wero 
confined about the waist by belts, often clasped with a 
rough plate of gold, and sustaining always a long knife, 
and, in sorne instances, a sword. From beneath their 
broad-brimmed hats of palm-leaf, gleamed eyes which, 
even in good nature and merriment, had a kind of ani 
mal ferocity. They transgressed, withou t fear or scruple, 
the rules of behavior that were binding on all others; 
smoking tobacco under the beadle's very nose, although 
each whiff would have costa to1vosman a shilling; and 
qua.ffing, at their pleasure, draughts of wine or aqua• 
vit., from pocket-flasks, which they freely tendered to 
the gaping crowd around them. It remarkably charac
terized the incomplete morality of the age, rigid as we 
call it, that a license was allowed the seafaring class, 
not merely for their freaks on shore, but for far more 
desperate deeds on their proper element. The sailor of 
that day would go near to be arraigned as a pirate in 
our own. There could be little doubt, for instance, 
that this very ship's crew, though no unfavorable 
specimens of the nautical brotherhood, had been 
guilty, as we should phrase it, of depredations on the 
Spani.sh commerce, such as would have perilled all 
their necks in a modern conrt of justice. 

But the sea, in those old times, heaved, swelled, and 
foamed, very much at its own will, or snbject only to 
the tempestuous wind, with hardly any attempts at 
regulation by human law. The buccaneer on the 
wave might relinquish bis calling, and become at once, 
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if he chose, a man of probity and piety on land; nor, 
even in the full career of bis reckless life, was he re
garded as a personage with whom it was di.sreputable 
io traffic, or casually associate. Thus, the Puritan 
elders, in their black cloaks, starched bands, and 
steeple-crowned hats, smiled not unhenignantly at the 
clamor and rude deportment of these jolly seafaring 
men; and it excited neither surprise nor animadver
sion, when so reputable a citizen ns old Roger Chil
lingworth, the physician, was seen to enter the market
place, in close and familiar talk with the commander 
of the questionable vessel. 

The latter was by far the most showy and gallan! 
figure, so far as apparel went, anywhere to be seen 

among the multitude. He wore a profusion of ribbons 
on his garment, and gold lace on his hat, which was 
also encircled by a gold chain, and surmounted with a 
feather. There was a sword at bis side, and a sword
cut on his forehead, which, by the arrangement of hi.s 
hair, he seemed anxious rather to display than hide. 
A landsruan could hardly have worn this garb and 
shown this face, and worn and sbown them botb with 
such a galliard air, without undergoing stern qusstion 
, before a mágistrate, and probably incurring fine or 
imprisonment, or perhaps an exhibition in the stock11, 
As regarded the shipmaster, however, all was looked 
upnn as pertaining to the character, as to a fish bis 
gli.stening scales. 

After partin¡¡; from the physician. the commande< of 
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lhe Bristol sbip slrolled idly tbrougb the market-place; 
lllltil, happening to approach the spot where Hester 
Prynne was standing, he appeared to recognize, and 
did not hesitate to address her. As was usually tht 
case wherever Hester stood, a small vacant area-a 
sort of magic circle-had formed itself about her, into 
which, though the people were elbowing one auother 
ata little distance, none ventured, or felt disposed to 
intrude. It was a forcible type of the moral solitude 
in which the scarlet letter enveloped its fated wearer; 
partly by her own reserve, and partly by the instinct
ive, though no longer so unkindly, withdrawal of her 
fellow-creatures. Now, if never before, it answered a 
good purpose, by enabling Hester and the seaman to 
speak together without risk of being overhenrd; and 
so changed was Hester Prynne's repute before the 
-public, that the matron in town most eminent for 
rigid morality could not have held such intercourse 
with less result of scandal than herself. 

11 So, mistress," said the mariner, r, I must bid the 
steward make ready one more berth than you bar
gained for ! No fear of scurvy or ship-fever, tbis 
voyage I What with the ship's surgeon nnd this other 
doctor, our only danger will be from drug or pill; 
Jl)ore by token, as there is a lot of apothecary's stuff 
aboard, which I traded for with a Spanish vessel." 

"Wbat mean you ?" iuquired Hester, startled more 
than she permHted to appear. "Have you another 
passcnger ?" 
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"Why, know you not," cried the shipmaster, "that 
this physician here-Chillingworth, he calla himself
is minded to try my cabin-fare with you? Ay, ay, 
you must have known it; for he tells me he is of your 
party, and a close frier.d w foe gentleman you spoke 
of-be that is in peri! from these sour old Puritan 
r-ulera !" 

"They know each other well, indeed," replied Hes
ter, with a míen of calmness, though in the utmost con
sternation. "They have long dwelt together." 

N othing furtber passed between the mariner and 
Hester Prynue. But, at that instant, she beheld old 
Roger Chillingworth himself, standing in the remotest 
corner of the market-place, and smíling on her; a 
smile which-across the wide and bustling square, and 
lhrough all the tall< and laughter, and various thoughts, 
moods, and interests of tbe crowd-conveyed secret 
and fearful meauing. 



XXII. 

THE PROCESSION. 

B, EFORE Hester Prynne could call together her 
thoughts and consider what was practicable to be 

done in this new and startling aspect of affairs, the 
sound of milit01·y music was heard approaching along 
a contiguous street. It denoted the advance of the 
procession of magistrates and citizens, on its way to-
wards the meeting-house; where, in compliance with 
a custom thus early established, and ever since ob
served, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale was to deliver 
an Election Sermon. 

Soon the head of the procession showed itself, with a 
slow and stately march, turning a comer, and making 
its way across the market-place. First carne the music. 
It comprised a variety of instruments, perhaps imper
fectly adapted to one another, and played with no 
great skill; but yet attaining the great object for 
which the harmony of drum and clarion addresses 
itself to the multitude,-that of imparting a higher 
and more heroic air to the scene of life that passes 
before the eye. Little Pearl at first clapped her hand& 
but then lost, for an instant, the restless agitation 
that had kept her in a continua] effervescence through• 
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out the morning; sbe gazed silently, and seemed to be 
borne upward, like a floating sea-bird, on the long 
heaves and swells of sound. But she was brought 
back to her former mood by the shimmer of the sun• 
,hine on tbe weapons and bright armor of the military 
~ompany, whicb followed after the music, and formad 
tbe honorary escort of the procession . This body oi' 
soldiery-which still sustains a corporate existence, 
snd marches down from past ages with an ancient and 
honorable fame-was composed of no mercenary mate
rials. Its ranks wel'e filled with gentlemen, who fell 
the stirrings of martial impulse, and sought to estab
lish a kind of College of Arms, where, as in nn asso
ciation of Knights Templars, they might learn the 
science, and, so far as peaceful exercise would teach 
them, the practices of war. The high estimation then 
placed upon the military character might be seen in 
the lofty port of each individual member of the com• 
pany. Sorne of tl1em, indeed, by their services inlhe 
Low Countries and on other fields of European ar
fare, had füirly won their title to assume the name nd 
pomp of soldiership. The entire array, moreover,. !ad 
in burnished steel, and with plumage nodding over 
their brigbt morions, had a brilliancy of effect which 
no modero display can aspire to équal. 

And yet the men of civil eminence, who carne imme
diately behind the military escort, were better worth a 
tboughtful observer's eye. Even in outward demeanor, 
they showed a stamp of majestythat made the warrior's 
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haughty stride look vulgar, if not absurd. lt was an 
age when what we call talen~ had far. less co_nsidera

. tion than now, but the mass1ve matermls wh1ch pro
duce stability and dignity of character a great deal 
1111ore. The people possessed, by hereditary right,_ the 
quality of reverence; which, in their d~scendants,_ 1f 11 
survive at ali, exists in smaller proport,on, and w,th a 
vastly diminished force, in the selection and estirn~\6 
of public roen. The change may be for good or 1ll, 
and is partly, perhnps, for botb. In that. old day, _the 
English settler on these rude shores-havmg left krng, 
nobles, and ali degrees of awful rank behind1 whil~ 
still the faculty and necessity of reverence were strong 
in him-bestowed it on the white hair and venerable 
brow of age; on long-tried integrity; on solid wisdom 
and sad-colored experience; on endowments of that 
grave and weighty order which gives the idea of per
manence, and comes under the general definition of 
respectability. These primitive statesmen, thcrefore, 
-Bradstreet, Endicott, Dudley, Bellingham, and their 
compeers,-who were ele"ated to power hy the early 
choice of the people, seem to have been not often bril
liant, but distinguishe<l by a ponderous sobriety, rather 
than activity of intellect. They had fortitude nnc 
self-reliance, and, in time of difficulty or peril, stood up 
for the welfare of the state like a line of clifl's against 
a tempestuous tide. The traits of character here indi
cated were well represented in the square cast of coun
t<?nanre and large physical development of the nelf 
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colonial magistrales. So far as a demeanor of natural 
authority was concerned, the mother couutry need no1 
have been nshamed to see these foremost men of nn 
actual democracy ndopted into the House of Peers, º' 
made the Privy Council of the sovereign. 

N ext in order to the magistrates carne the young 
and eminently distinguished divine, from whose lips 
the religious discourse of the anniversary was ex
pected. His was the profession, at that era, in which 
intellectuul ability displayed itself far more tban in 
political life; for-leaving a higher motive out of th~ 
question-it offered inducements powerful enough, in 
the almost worshipping respect of the community, to 
win the most aspiring ambition into its service. Even 
political power-as in the case of Increase Mnther
was within the grasp of a successful priest. 

It was the observation of those who beheld him now, 
that never, since Mr. Dimmesdale first set bis foot 011 

the N ew England shore, had he exhibited such energy 
as was seen in the gait an<l air with which he kept bis 
pace in the procession. There was no feebleness of 
step, as at other times; his frame was not bent; nor 
did bis hand rest ominously upon bis beart. Yet, if 
the clergymnn were rightly viewed, his strength seemed 
not of the body. It might be spiritual, and imparted 
to him by angelic ministrations. lt might be the ex
hilaration of that potent cordial, which is distilled only 
in the furnace-glow of earnest and long-continued 
thought. Or, perchance, bis sensitive temperamenl 
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was invigorated by the loud and piercing music, that 
swelled beavenward, and uplifted him 011 it8 ascend
ing wave. Nevertheless, 80 abstracted wa8 bis look, 

-,t might be questioned whether Mr. Dimme8dale even 
!leard the music. There was bis body, moving onward, 
and with an unaccustomed force. But where was hie 
miad? Far and deep in its own region, busying itself, 
with preternatural activity, to marshal a procession of 
stately thoughts that were soon to issue thence; and 
,so he saw nothing, beard notbing, knew notbing, of 
what was around him ; but the spiritual element took 
up tbe feeble frame, and carried it along, uncon8cious 
of tbe burden, and converting it to spirit like itself. 
Men of uncommon intellect, who have grown morbid, 
possess this occasioual power of migbty effort, into 
wbich they throw the life of many days, and then are 
lifeless for as many more. 

Hester Prynne, gazing steadfastly at the clergyman, 
felt a dreary influence come over her, but wherefore or 
whence 8be knew not; unless that be seemed 80 remote 
from her own sphere, and utterly beyond her reach. 
One glance of recognition, she had imagined, must 
needs pass between them. She thought of the dim 
forest, with its little dell of solitude, and !ove, and 
,mguish, and the mossy tree-trunk, where, sitting hand 
in hand, they had mingled their sad and passionate 
talk with the melancboly murmur of the brook. How 
deeply had they known each other then ! And was 
this the man? She hardly knew l,im now I He. 
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moving proudly past, euveloped, as it were, in tbe 
rich music, with the procession of majestic and vener• 
able fathers; he, so unattainable in bis worldly posi
tion, and still more so in that far vista of bis unsym• 
pathizing thoughts, tbrough which she now beheld 
him I Her spirit sank with the idea that ali must 
have been a delusion, and that, vividly as she had 
dreamed it, there could be no real bond betwixt the 
clergyman and herself. And thus much of woman was 
there in Hester, that she could scarcely forgive him,
least of ali now, when the heavy footstep of their ap• 
proaching Fate might be heard, nearer, nearer, nearer t 
-for being able so completely to withdraw himselffrom 
their mutual world; while she groped darkly, and 
stretched fortb her cold hands, and found him not. 

Pearl either saw and responded to her mother's feel
ings, or herselffelt the remoteness and intangibility that 
bad fallen around the minister. While tbe procession 
passed, the child was uneasy, fluttering up and down, 
!ike a bird on the point of taking f!ight. When the 
whole bad gone by, she looked up into Hester's face. 

"Mother," said she, "was that the same minister 
that kissed me by the brook ?" 

"Hold thy peace, dear little Pearl I" whispered her 
mother. "We must not always talk in the market
place of what happens to us in the forest." 

" I could not be sure that it was he; so strange he 
looked,'' continued tbe child. "Else I would have run 
to him, and bid him kiss me now, before ali the people; 


