


320 THE SCARLET LETTER. 

wild garlands, which they wore while they danced, be 
left in their hair I I know thee, Hester; for I hehold 
tbe token. W e may all see it in the sunshine; and it 
glows like a red flame in the dark. Thou wearest it 
openly; so there need he no question about that. But 
this minister I Let me tell thee, in thine ear I When 
the Black Man sees one of his own servants, signed 
and sealed, so shy of owning to the bond as is the 
Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, he hath a way of ordering 
matters so tbát the mark shall be disclosed in open 
dayligbt to tbe eyes of ali the world I What is it tbat 
the minister seeks to hide, with bis band always over 
bis beart? Ha, Hester Prynne !" 

"What is it, good Mistress Hibbins?" eagerly asked 
little Pearl. "Hast thou seen it ?" 

"No matter, darling I" responded Mistress Hibbins, 
making Pearl a profound reverence. "Thou thyself 
wilt see it, one time or another. They say, child, thou 
art of the lineage of the Prince of the Air I Wilt thou 
ride with me, sorne fine night, to see thy father? Then 
thou shalt know wherefore the minister keeps bis hand 
over bis heart I" 

Laughing so shrilly that alJ the market-place could 
bear her, the weird old gentlewoman took her departure. 

By this time the preliminary prayer had been offered 
'n the meeting-house, and the accents of the Reverend 
)Ir. Dimmesdale were beard commencing his discourse. 
1.n irresistible feeling kept Hester near the spot. As 
he sacred edifice was too m1icb tbronged to admit an• 
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otber auditor, ,he took up her position close beside the 
,caffold of the pillory. It was in suflicieut proximity 
to bring the whole sermon to her ears, in the shape of 
llll indistinct, but varied, murmur and flow of the 
minister's very peculiar voice. 

This vocal organ was in it.self a rich endowment ¡ 
lnsomuch that a listener, comprehending nothing of 
the language in which tbe pre:wher spoke, might still 
have been swayed to and fro by the mere tone sud 
cadence. Like ali other music, it breathed passion 
ami pathos, and emotious high or tender, in a tongue 
native to the human heart, wherever educated, l'!Iuf­
fled as the sound was by its passage through the 
church-walls, Hester Prynne listened with such in­
ientuess, and sympathized so intimately, that the ser­
moa had throughout a meaning for her, entirely apart 
from its indistinguishable words. These, perhaps, if 
more distinctly beard, might have been ouly a grosser 
medtum, and have clogged tbe spiritual sense. Now 
1he caught the low undertone, as of the wind sinking 
down tu repose itself; then ascended with it, as it rose 
through progressive gradations of sweetuess and power, 
until its volume seemed to envelop her with an atmo­
sphere or awe and solemn grandeur. And yet, majestic 
as the voice sometimos becarne, there was forever in it 
an essential character of plaintiveness. A loud or low 
expression of auguish,-the whisper, or the shriek, as 
it might be conceived, of suffering humanity, that 
touched a ,ensibility in every bosom I At times thi.e 
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deep strain of pathos was ali that could be heard, and 
scarcely heard, sighing amid a desolate silence. Bu• 
even whcn the minister's voice grew high and com 
manding,-when it gushed irrepressibly upward,­
'when it nssumed its utmost breadth and power, so over• 
filling the church as to burst its way through the solid 
walls, and diffuse it..<elf in the open air,-still, if the 
auditor listened intently, and for the purpose, he could 
detect the same cry of pain. What was it? The com­
plaint of a human heart, sorrow-laden, perchan ce guilty, 
telling its secret, whether of guilt or ~orrow, to the 
great heart of mankind; beseeching its sympathy or 
forgiveness,-at every moment,-in each accent,-and 
never in vain I It was tbis profound and continua] 
undertone tbat gave the clergyman bis most appro­
priate power. 

During ali this time, Hester stood, statue-like, at tbe 
foot of tbe scaffold. If the minister's voice had not 
kept her there, there would nevertheless have been an 
inevitable magnetism in that spot, whenee abe dated 
the first hour of her life of ignominy. There was a 
sense within ber,-too ill-defined to be made a thought, 
but weighing heavily on her mind,-that her whole 
orb of life, both before and afler, was connected with 
this spot, as with the one point that gave it unity. 

Little Pearl, meanwhile, had quittecl her mother'• 
side, and was playing at her own will about the marke\. 
place. She made the sombre crowd cheerful by her 
erratic and glistening ray; even as a bird of bright 
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plumage illuminates a whole tree of dusky foliage, by 
darting to and fro, half seen and half concealed ami& 
the twilight of the clustering ]caves. She had an un­
dulatiug, but, oftentimes, a sharp and irregular move­
ment. It indicated the restless vivacity of her spirit, 
which to-day was doubly indefatigable in its tiptoe 
dance, because it was played upon nnd vibrated with 
her mother's disquietude. Whenever Pearl saw any­
thing to excite her ever-active and wandering curiosity, 
,he flew thitherward, and, as we might say, seized upoo 
that man or thing as her owu property, so far as sh& 
desired it; but without yielding the minutest degree 
of control over her motions in requitnl. The Puritane 
looked on, and, if they smiled, were none the less in­
clined to pronounce the child a demon offspring, from 
the indescribable charm of benuty and eccentricity 
that shone through her little figure, and sparkled witlr 
its activity. She ran and looked the wild lndian ic 
the face; and he grew conscious of a nature wilder 
than bis own. Thence, with native audncity, but stilL 
with a reserve as characteristic, she flew into the midst 
of a group of marinera, the swarthy-cheeked wild men 
of the occan, as the Inrlians were of the land ; ami 
they gazed wonderingly and admiringly at Pcarl, a, 
if a flake of the sea-foam had taken the shape of a 
little maid, and were gifted with a soul of the sea-fire, 
that flashes beneath the prow in the night-time. 

One of these seafaring men-the shipmaster, indeedr 
who had spokcn to Hestcr Prynne-was so smitten with 
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Pearl's aspect, that he attempted to lay hands u pon her, 
with purpose to snatch a kiss. Finding it as impossible 
to touch her as to catch a humming-bird in the air, he 
took. from bis hat the gold chai.t1 that was twisted about 
,t, and threw it to the child. Pearl immediately twined 
:t around her neck and waist, with such happy ski[¼ 
that, once seen there, it became a part of her, and iL 
was difficnlt to imagine her without it. 

"Thy mother is yonder woman with the scarlet let­
~er,'' said the seaman. "Wilt thou carry her a message 
from rne ?" 

"Tf the message pleases me, I will," answered Pearl. 
"Then tell her," rejoined he, "that I spake again 

wit.h the black-a-visaged, hnmp-shouldered old doctor, 
and he engages to bring bis friend, the gentleman she 
wots of, aboard with him. So Jet thy mother take no 
thought, save for herself and thee. Wilt thou tell her 
this, thou witch-baby ?" 

"Mistress Hibbins says my father is the Prince of 
,he Air !" cried Pearl, with a naughty smile. "If thou 
.mllest me that ill name, I shall tell him of thee; and 
ne will chase thy ship with a tempest !" 

Pursuing a zigzag course across the market-place, 
,be child returned to her mother, and communicated 
nhat the marinar bad said. Hester's strong, calm, 
steadfastly enduring spirit almoS1 sank, at last, on be­
holding this dark. and grim countenance of an inevi­
table doom, which-at the moment when a passage 
6eemed to open for the minister and herself out of 

THE PROCESSWN. 325 

their labyrinth of misery-sbowed itself, with an un­
relenting smile, right in tbe midst of their path. 

With her mind ha.rassed by the terrible perplex1t¡' 
in which the shipmaster's intelligence involved her, 
she was also subjected to another tria!. There were 
many people present, from the couutry round about, 
who had often heard of the scarlet letter, and to whom 
it had been made terrific by a hnndred false or exag­
gerated rumors, but who had never beheld it with their 
own bodily eyes. These, after exhausting otber modes 
of amusement, now tluonged about Hester Prynne 
with rude and boorisb intrusiveness. Unscrupulous 
as it was, however, it could not bring them nearer 
tirnn a circuit of severa! yards. At that distance they 
accordingly, stood, fixed there by the centrifuga! force 
of the repngnance which the mystic sym bol inspired. 
The whole gang of sailors, likewise, observing tbe press 
of spectators, and learning the purport of the scarlet 
letter, carne and thrust their sunhurnt aad desperado­
looking faces into the ring. Even the Indians were 
affected by a sort of cold shadow of the white man'• 
curiosity, and, gliding through the crowd, füstened 
their snake-like black eyes on Hester's bosom; con­
ceiving, perhaps, that the wearer of this brilliantly em­
broidered badge must needs be a personage of high 
dignity among her people. Lastly, the inhahitants of 
the town (their own interest in this worn-out su bject 
languidly reviving itself, by sympatby with. what they 
saw others feel) lounged idly to the same quarter, and 
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tormented Hester Prynne, perhaps more than ali the 
rest, with tbeir cool, well-acquainted gaze at her fa­
miliar sbame. Hester saw and recognized the self. 
,ame faces of tbat group of matrons, wbo had awaited 
her fortbcorning from the prisou-door, seven years ago, 
,11 save oue, the youngest and only compassionate 
a'mong them, whose burial-rohe sbe had siuce made. 
At tbe final hour, when sbe was so soon to fling aside 
the burning letter, it had strangely become tbe centre 
of more remark and excitement, and was thus made to 
•car her breas! more painfully, thaa at any time since 
the first day she put it on. 

Wbile Hester stood in that magic circle of ignorniny, 
wbere tbe cunning cruelty of her sentence seemed to 
have fixed her forever, the admirable preacher was 
looking down frum tbe sacred pulpit u pon a'a auclience, 
wbose very inmust spirits had yielded to his control. 
The sainted miuister in the cburcb I The woman of 
the scarlet letter in the market-place ! Wbat imagina­
tion would have been irreverent enough to surmise tbat 
the same scorch ing stigma was on tbem both 1 

XXIII. 

THE REVELATION OF THE SCARLET LETTER. 

THE eloquent voice, on whicb the souls of the listen• 
iug audience had heen borne aloft as on the swell­

ing waves of the sea, at length carne to a pause. There 
was a momentary silence, profound as wbat should fol­
low the utterance of oracles. Then ensuM a murmur 
and balf-hushed tumult; as if the auditors, released 
from the bigb spell tbat had ~ransported tbem into the 
region of anotber's mind, were returning into them­
selves, with all tbeir awe and wonder still heavy on 
them. In a moment more, the crowd hegan to gush 
fortb from the doors of the church. Now that tbere 
was an end, they needed other hreath, more fit to sup­
port the gross and earthly life into which they relapsed, 
tban that atmosphere wbich the preacher bad converted 
iuto words of flame, aud had burdened with tbe ricb 

fragrance of his tbought. 
In tbe open air their raplure broke into speech. 

The street and the market-place absolutely babbled, 
from side to side, with applauses of the minister. His 
hearers could not rest until they had told one another 
of wbat eacb knew better tban be could tell or hear. 
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According to their united testiruony, never had man 
apoken in so wise, so high, and so holy a spirit, as he 
that spake this day; nor had inspiration ever hreathed 
through mortal lips more evidently than it did througl. 
bis. Its influence could be seen, as it were, descending 
Jpon him, and possé..ssing liim, and continually lifting 
him out of the written discourse that lay befare him, 
and filling him with ideas that must have been as mar­
velloua to himself as to bis audience. His subject, it 
appeared, had been the relation between the Deity 
and lhe communilies of mankind, with a special refer­
ence to the J\ew England which they were here planting 
in the wilderoess. And, as he drew towarda the close, a 
apirit as of prophecy had come upon him, constraining 
him to its purpose as mightily as the old prophets of 
Israel were constrained ; onl y with this difference, that, 
whereas the Jewish seers had denounced judgments and 
ruin on their country, il was his mission to foretell a 
high and glorious destiny for the newly gathered people 
of the Lord. But, throughout it ali, and through the 
whole discourse, lhere had been a cerlain deep, sad 
underlone of pathos, which coul<l not be interpreted 
otherwise than as the natural regret of one soon to pas.;: 
away. Y es; their minisler whom they so loved­
and who so loved them ali, that he coulcl not depart 
heavenward withoul a sigh-had the foreboding of un­
timely death upon him, and would soou leave them in 
their tears ! This idea of bis transitory stay on earth 
gave the lnst emphasis to the effect which the prencher 
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had produced ; it was as if an angel, in his passage to 
the skies, had shaken bis bright wings over the peopla 
for an instant,-at once a shadow !Uld a splendor,­
aud had shed down a shower of golden truths upoo 
them. 

Thus, there had come lo the Reverend l\Ir. Dim• 
mesdale-as to most men, in their various spheres, 
though seldom recognized until they see it far bebind 
foem-an epoch of life more brilliant and full of tri­
umph than any previous one, or than any whicb could 
hereafter be. He atood, al this moment, on the very 
proudest eminence of superiority, to which the gifts of 
intelleet, rich lore, prevailiug eloquence, and a reputa­
tion of wbitest sanclity, could exalt a clergyman in 
New England's earliest days, when the professional 
character was of itself a lofty pedestal. Snch wa., the 
position which the minister occnpied, as he bowed bis 
head forward on the cushions of the pnlpit, at the close 
of his Election Sermon. llfeanwhile Hester Prynne 
was standing beside the scaffold of the pillory, with 
the scarlet letter still burning on her breast ! 

N ow was heard again the clangor of the mu sic, ancl 
!he mensured tramp of the military escort, issuing from 
lhe cburch-door. The procession was to be marshallcd 
thence to the town-hall, where a solemn banquet would 
complete the ceremonies of the day. 

Once more, therefore, the train of venerable and ma,. 
jestic fnthers was seen moving through a broad path­
way of the people, who drew back reverently, on either 
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side, as the Governor and magistrates, tbe old and wise 
roen, tbe holy ministers, and ali that were eminent and 
renowned, advanced into tbe midst of them. When 

- they were foirly in the market-place, tbeir presence 
was greeted by a sbout. This-thougb doubtless it 
might acquire additional force and volume from the 
childlike loyalty wbich the age awarded to its rulers­
-was felt to be an irrepressible outburst of enthusiasm 
kindled in the auditors by that high strain of eloquence 
whicb was yet reverberating in their ears. Each felt 
the impulse in himself, antl, in the same breath, caught 
it from bis neighbor. Within the cburch, it had ha_rdly 
been kept down; beneath the sky, it pealed upward to 
the zenith. There were human beings enough, and 
enough of highly wrought and symphonious feeling, to 
produce tbat more impressive sound than the organ 
tones of tbe blast, or tbe thunder, or the roar of the 
sea; even that mighty swell of many voices, blended 
into one great voice by the universal impulse which 
makes likewise one vast heart out of tbe mar.y. 
Never, from the soil of New England, had gone up 
tmch a shout ! Never, on New England soil, had stood 
the man so honored by his mortal brethren as the 

• oreacher ! 
' How fared it with him then? W ere there not the 
brilliant particles of a balo in the air about his head ·.i 
So etherenlized by spirit as he was, and so apotheosized 
by wurshipping admirers, did his footsteps, in the pro­
r.ession, really tread u pon tbe dust of earth? 
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As the ranks ofmilitary roen and civil fntbers moYed 
onward, all eyes were turned towards the point where 
the minister was seen to approach aruong them. The 
shout died into a ruurmur, as one portion of the crowd 
after auother obtained a glimpse of him. How feebl11 
;md pe.le he looked, amid all bis triumph ! The energy 
-or say, rather, the inspiration wbich bad held hiru 
up, until he should have delivered the sacred messnge 
that brought its own strength along with it from heaven 
-was withdrawn, now that it had so faithfully per­
formed its office. The glow, which they had just before 
beheid burning on his cheek, was extinguished, like a 
ftame that siuks down hopel~ly, among the late-decay­
ing embers. It seemed hardly the face of a man alive, 
with such a deathlike hue; it was hardly a man with 
life in him, that tottered on his path so nervele~ly, yet 
tottered, and did not füll ! 

One of l1ls clerical brethren,-it was the venerable 
John Wilson,-observing the state in which l\Ir. Dim­
mesdale was left by the retiring wn.ve of iutellect and 
sensibility, stepped forward hastily to offer his support. 
The minister tremulously, but decidedly, repelled the 
old man's arm. lle still walked onward, if that move­
:nent could be so described, which rather resembled the 
wavering effort of an infant, with its mother's arms in 
view, outstretched to tempt him forward. And now, 
almo~t imper11eptible as were the Iatter steps of hi@ 
progress, he hnd come opposite the well-remembered 
v.nd weather-darkeucd scaffold, where, long sine~, witb 
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all that dreary lapse of time between, Hester Prynne 
had encountered the world's ignominious stare. There 
stood Hester, holding little Pearl by the hand ! Aud 
there was the scarlet letter on her breast ! The minis­
ter bere made a pause; although the music still played 
the stately and rejoicing marcb to which tbe processior 
moved. It summoned him onward,-omvard to the 
festival !-but bere be made a pause. 

Bellingham, for the last féw moments, bad kept an 
anxious eye upon him. He now left bis own place in 
the procession, and advanced to give assistance; judg­
ing, from Mr. Dimmesdale's aspect, that he must oth~r­
wise inevitably fall. But tbere was something in ths 
latter's expression that warned back the magistrate, 
altbougb a man not readily obeying the vague intima­
tions that pass from one spirit to anotber. The crowd, 
meanwhile, looked on with awe and wonder. This 
earthly faintness was, in their view, only an_pther phase 
of the minister's celestial strength ; nor would it have 
seemed a mira.ele too high to be wrought for one so 
holy, had he ascended before their eyes, waxing dim, 
roer and brighter, and fading at last into the light of 
heaven 1 

He turned towards the scaffold, and stretched forth 
bis arms. 

"Hester," said he, "come hither 1 Come, my littie 
Pearl !" 

It was a ghastly look with which he regarded them; 
ht1t there was something at once tender and strangely 
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triumphant in it. The child, with the bird-like motion 
which was one of her characteristics, flew to him, and 
clasped her arms about his knees. Hester Prynne­
slowly, as if impelled by inevitable fate, and against 
her strongest will-likewise drew near, but paused be­
fore she reacbed him. At this instant, old Roger Chil­
lingworth thrust 11imself through the crowd,-or, per­
haps, so dark, disturbed, and evil was bis look, he rose 
up out of sorne nether region,-to snatch back his vic­
tiru from wbat he sought to do! Be that as it might, 
the old man rushed forward, and caught the minister 
by the arm. 

"Madman, hold ! what is your purpose ?" whispered 
he. " W ave back that woman ! Cast off this child ( 
All shall be well ! Do not blacken your fame, and 
perish in dishonor ! I can yet save you t Would you 
bring infamy on your sacred profession ?" 

"Ha, tempter ! Methinks tbou art too late!" an­
swered tbe minister, encountering his eye, fearfully, 
but firmly. "Thy power is not what it was l With 
God's help, I shall escape thee now !" 

He again extended his hand to the woman of the 
3carlet letter. 

"Hester Prynne," cried he, w:ith a piercing earnest­
less, "in the name of Him, so terrible and so merciful 
who gives me grace, at thi.s last moment, to do what~ 
for my own heavy sin and miserable agony-I with­
held myself from doing seven years ago, come hither 
now, and twine thy strength about me! Thy strengtb, 
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He.ter; but let it be guided by tbe will whicb God 
bath granted me! This wretche<l and wronged olcl 
man is opposing it. with ali his migbt !-with all his 
own might, and the fiend's ! Come, Hestcr, come 1 
Support me up yonder scaffold !" 

Tbe crowd was in a tumult. The roen of rank and 
dignity, who stood ro•ore immediately around the clergy• 
man, were so taken by surprise, nnd so perplexed ns to 
tbe purport of wbat they saw,-unable to receive the 
explanntion whicb most readily presented itself, or to 
imagine any other,-that they remained silent 1md 
inactive spectators of the judgment which Providenre 
seemed about to work. They beheld tbe minister, lean• 
ing on Hester's sboulder, and supported by her a~m 
around him, approach the scaffold, and ai;cend tts 
steps; while still the little bond of tbe sin-born child 
was dasped in bis. Old Roger Cbillingwortb followed, 
as one intimntely connected with the dramn of guilt 
and sorrow in which they hnd ali been actors, an<l well 
entitled, therefore, to be present, at its closing scene. 

"Hadst tbou sought the wbole earth over," sai<l he, 
Jooking darkly at thc clcrgyman, "there was no one 
place so secret,-no bigh place nor lowly place, where 
thou couldst have escapcd me,-snve on tbis very 
ecaffold !" 

'' Thanks be to Him who hath led me hither !" an­
ewered the minister. 

Yet he tremblcd, ancl turned to Hester with an ex• 
pression of doubt an<l anxicty in his cyes, not the less 
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t:vidently betrayed, that there was a feeble smile upon 
his lips. 

"Is not this better," murmured he, "than what we 
dreamed of in the forest ?" 

"I know not I I know not !" she hurriedly replied. 
"Bettcr? Y ea; so we may both die, and little Pearl 
die with us !" · 

"For thee and Pearl, be it as God shall order," saicf 
the minister; " and God is merciful ! Let me now do 
the will which he hath made plain before my sigbt. 
For, Hester, I am a dying muo. So let me make hast.e­
to take my shame u pon me!" 

Partly supported by Hester Prynne, and holding 
one hand of little Pearl's, the Reverend Mr. Dimmes­
dale turned to the dignified and venerable rulers; to 
the holy ministers, who were his brethren; to the 
people, whose great heart was thoroughly appalled, 
yet ovcrflowing with tearful sympathy, na knowing 
thnt sorne deep lifc-matter-which, if full of sin, was 
füll of anguish and rcpentance likewise-was now to 
be laid open to thern. The sun, but little past ite 
meridian, shone down upon the clergyman, and gave 
a distinctness to bis figure, as he Rtood out from ali 
the earth, to put in his plea of guilty at the bar of 
Eternal J ustice. 

"People of Ncw England !" cried he, with a vo1c" 
that rose over thcm, higl1, solemn, and majestic,-yet 
had always n tremor through it, and sometimes a shñek, 
struggli~g up out of a. fathomless depth of remofl!6 and 
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woe,-ye, that bave lovcd me !-ye, that have decme.l 
me holy !-bchold me here, the one sinner of the 
world ! .At lnst !-at last !-1 stand u pon the spot 
l\·herc, scvcn years since, I should have stnod; here, 
with thi8 woman, whose arm, more than the little 
!trength wherewith I hnve crept hithcrward, ~ustni~ 
me, n.t this dreadfül moment, frorn grovelling down 
11pon my face I Lo, the scarlet letter whicb HNer 
wears I Ye h:we a11 shuddered at it ! Wherevcr her 
walk hath bcen,-wherever, so mi:;crnbly burdcncd, 
.she may have hopro to find repo,e,-it hnth cru.t n 
lurid gleam of awe and horrible repugnance round 
about her. But there stood one in the midst of you, 
at whose brand of sin and infamy ye have not shud­
dered l" 

It seemed, at this point, ns if the minister mu~t 
lea ve the remainder of his i;ecrct undiiiclosed. But he 
fought bnck tho bodily wcakncss,-nnd, still more, tlie 
füintne:;s of henrt,-that was striving for the mnstcry 
with him. He thrcw off all assistn.ncc, and steppcJ 
passienatcly forward a pace before the woman nnd the 
chihl. • 

"It wns on him !" he continucd, with a kind of 
fierceness; ro dctermincd was he to speak out the 
whole. " God's eye bebe Id it I Thc angels wcre for­
ever pointing nt it I The Devil kncw it wcll, nnd frdt1·1l 
it continunlly with the touch of his burning fingcr ! Jkt 
he bid it cunningly from mcn, ancl wnlkcd nmong you 
~itb the míen of a apirit, mournful, becnusc so pure 
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in a ainful world 1-and sad1 becauae he missed hil 
heavenly kindred I Now1 at the death-hour, he &tanda 
up before you 1 He bids you look again at llester'a 
scarlet letter I He tells you, that. with all ita myste­
rious horror, it is but the shndow of what he b('nrs on 
~is own breast, and that even tbis, bis own red stigml\ 
18 no more than the type of what has seared bis inmost 
heart I Stand any here that question God's judgment 
on .ª einner? Bchold 1 Behold a dreadf ul v¡tneee 
of 1t 1" 

~Vith a convulsiva motion, he tore away the mini&­
ter1al band from befare bis breast. It wns revealedl 
But it were irreverent to describe that revelation. For 
an instnnt, the gaze of the horror-stricken multitude 
~as conccntrcd on the ghastly miracle ¡ while the min­
ister etood, witb a flm;h of triumph in bis face, ae one 
who. in the crisis of acutest pnin, had won a victory. 
~en, d?wn he sank upon tb_c scaffold I Ilester pnrtly 
ratsed h1m, and supported h1s hend again~t her boeom. 
Old Roger Chillingworth knelt down bci,ide him, with 
a blank, dull countenance, out of which the life scemed 
to be.ve departed. 

" '.'l'hou hast cscaped me!'' he repeated more tbao 
"JIC3. "Thou bnst eseapcd me!" 

"May God 'forgive thcel" said the minister. "Thou, 
too, hast dceply einncd !" 

He withdrcw bis dying eyes from the old man, and 
fixed tbem on the woman and the child. 

"My little Pearl," snid he, feebly-and there wu a 
22 ' 
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....... ga&le aileoftl'li■lace, uof a apimllDk­
illl lmo deep npca¡ •1, DOW thai the barden -
J'elllff8Cl, it aaemed almolt u if be would be IJIOMft 

;with tbe child,-"dear liWe Pearl, wilt thou ki11 .. 
now? Tboíl wouldlt not, yonder, in tbe foral BII& 
aow thoa wilt r 

Piarl k-1 hia liJJL A IJl8ll na broken. . '1111 
pt I08D9 of grie( in which tbe wild infant ben • 
pai&, had developed ali her aympathiee; aod u her 
tean tell upon her &tber'a cheek, they were the pledge 
111& ahe would grow up amid human joy and IOll'IOW, 

aor tbrever do batt1e with the world, but be a womu 
In it. T-Owa• her mother, too, Pearl'a errand • a 
■mnger of anguiah WII ali tblfilled. 

• Heeter," aaid the clergyman, " farewell." 
• 8bali we not meet again ?'' whiapend abe, bendins 

'f'tier 6ce don cloae to bia. "8ball we not lpelld oar 
lmmortal life together? Surely, lllllir, we uve nn­
,-ed one ano&her, with ali thia woe I Thoa loobll 
ti? lnto etemity, with thoee bright dyiag eyaJ '11118 
tldl me what thou aeeet ?'' 

• Huah, Heeter, buah I" eaid he, wnh tremuloal 
•lenmitr• • Tbe law we broke 1-the lin here IO 

1dlll1 revealed 1-let theae alone be in thy thougbtll 
l hr l I fear 1 1t má:, be, tbat, when·we ~ ou 
Ood,-when we viotat.d our reverence eacb for 1M 
Ghr', 10Ul,-it waa thencefonh vain to hope &bar we 
aaa1cl meel henafter, In an enrluiing and pare » 
11111& Gocl bon; aocl He la mercfflill He i.t1a 

DY'BL&TIOJI OI' TD IOAW,BT LB'l'l'BB. -

plOftd hfl mercr, -- of .u, in mr dlicaoaa. BJ 
lffllll me thil burning tortme to bear apon m1 hnllll 
B1 tending yonder dark 11Dd tiemble old man, to bep 
the torture alwaya at red-heatl By bringing me h.üw. 
&o die thi, death of triumphw ignominy before &he 
people r Had either ot theae agoniea been WIIDting, 1 
bad 1lem lOBt forever I Praiaed be hia name I mi 
wi11 be dcJDe I Farewell l" 

That tnal word eame fonh wlth tM miniafr1 ., 
piring breath. The maltitude, eilent iill 11hen, .,_. 
out in a atrange, deep volee of awe ll1Ml WODder, whWa 
aaa1cl not u ya tnd attennce, ave la &bis munllll 
... nlJecl IO avilJ ... ._ depuW .. 



XXIV. 

CONCLUSION. 

AFTER many days, when time sufficed for the people 
Ji to arrange their thougbts in reference to tbe fore­
going scene, there waa more thnn one account of what 
had been witnessed on the ecaffold. 

Most of the spectatore testified to having seen, on 
the breaat of the unhappy minister, a SCARLET LETTBR 

-tbe very semblance of tbat worn by Hester Prynne 
-imprinted in the fl.esh. As regarded its origin, there 
were various explanations, ali ofwhich must necessarily 
bave been conjectural. Some affirrued that the Rever­
end Mr. Dimmesdale, on tbe very day when Hester 
Prynne first wore her ignominious badge, had begun a 
course of penance,-which he afterwards, in so many 
futile methods, followed out,-by inflicting a bideous 
torture on himself. Others contended that the stigma 
had not been produced until a long time subsequent, 
when old Roger Chillingworth, being a potent necro­
mancer, had caused it to appcar, through the agency 
of magic and poisonous drugs. Otbers, again,-and 
thoee best able to appreciate the minister's peculiar 
senaibility, and the wonderful operation of bis spirit 
upon the body,-whispered their belief, that tbe awful 

840 
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aymbol waa the eff'ect of the ever-active tooth of re­
morse, gnawing from tbe inmost heart outwardly, and 
at laat manifesting Heaven's dreadful judgment by the 
visible presence of the letter. The reader may cb?°88 
among these theories. We have thrown all the light 
we could acquire upon the portent, and would gladly, 
now that it has done its office, erase its deep print out 
of our own brain ; wbere long meditation haa fixed it 
in very undesirable distinctness. 

It is singular, nevertheless, tbat certain persona, who 
were spectators of the wbole scene, and professed never 
once to bave removed their eyes from the Reverend 
Mr. Dimmesdale, denied that there was any mark 
wh&tever on bis breast, more th:m on a new-born in· 
fant's. N either, by their report, bad hiil dying wordll 
acknowledged, nor even remotely implied, any, the 
slightest connection, on his part, with the guilt for 
which Ilester Prynne had so long worn the scarlet 
letter. According to these highly respectable wit­
nesses, the minister, conscious that he was dying,­
conscious, also, that the reverence of the multitude 
placed him already among saints and angels,-had 
desired, by yielding up his breath in the arms of that 
fallen woman, to express to the world how utterly 
nugutory is the choicest of man's own righteousness. 
After exhausting life in his eff'orts for mankind's 
spiritual good, he had made the manner of his death 
a parable, in order to impresa on his admirers the 
mighty and mournful lesson, that, in the view of Tu-
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!nite Purity, we are sinners all alike. It was to teach 
them, that the holiest among us has but attained so far 
abov-e bis fellows as to discem more clearly the Merey 
which looks down, and repudiate more utterly the 
phantom of human merit, which would look aspiringly 
upward. Without disputing a truth so momentous, 
we must be allowed to consider this version of Mr. 
Dimmesdale's story as only an instance of that stub-. 
born fidelity with which a man's friends-and espe­
cially a clergyman's-will sometimes uphold his charac­
ter, when proofs, clear as the mid-day s~nshi_ne on the 
ecarlet letter, establish him a false and sm-stamed crea­
ture of the dust. 

The authority which we have chiefly followed,-a 
manuscript of old date, drawn up from the verbal testi­
mony of individuals, some of wbom had known Hester 
Prynne, while others had heard the tale _from conte~­
porary witnesses,-fully confirms the v1ew t_nken m 
the foregoing pages. Among ml\ny morals wh1ch_press 
upon us from the poor minister's miserable experience, 
we put only this into a sen ten ce:-" Be true I Be true 1 
Be true! Show freely to the world, if not your worst, 

b . ~ d'" yet sorne trait whereby the worst may e m1erre .. 
Nothing was more remarkable than the chnngc wh1ch, 

;took place, almoi-t immcdiately aftcr Mr. Dimrncsdalc'11' 
dcath, in thc appearance nnd demennor of the old m11.l\ 
k.nown as Roger Chillingwortb. AH his strength 1mi 
energy-all bis vital and intellectual forc~med 
at once to desert him; insomuch that he pos1tively 
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withered up, shrivelle<l away, and almost vanished 
from mortal sigbt, like an uprooted weed tbat lies 
wilting in tbe sun. This unbappy man bad made the 
very principie of bis life to consist in the pursuit and 
systematic exercise of revenge; and when, by its corn­
pletest triumph and consummation, tbat evil principle 
was left with no furtber material to support it, when, 
in short, there was no more Devil's work on earth for 
him to do, it only remained for the unhumanized mor­
tal to betake himself whither his Master would find 
him tasks enough, and pay him his wages duly. But, 
to ali these shadowy beings, so long our near acquaint­
ances,-as well Roger Chillingworth as bis companions, 
-we would fain be merciful. It is a curious subject 
of observation and inquiry, whether hatred and love 
be not the same tbing at bottom. Each, in its utmost 
development, supposes a high degree of intimacy and 
beart-knowledge; each renders one individual depend­
ent for tbe food of his affections and spiritual life upon 
another; each leaves the passionate lover, or the no 
1~ pa..'-Sionate hater, forlorn and desolate by the with­
drawal of bis subject. Philosopbically considered. 
therefore, the two passions seem essentially the same, 
except tbat one happens to be seen in a celesti:tl 
radiance, and the other in a dusky and lurid glow. 
In the spiritual world, tbe old physician and the min­
ister-mutual victims as they ha.ve been-may, un­
awares, ha.ve found their earthly stock of hatred and 
antipathy transmuted into golden love. 
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Leaving this discussion apart, we ha.ve a matter ot 
business to communicate to the reader. At old Roger 
Chillingworth's decease, (which took place witbin the 
year,) and by his last will and testament, of w_hich 
Governor Bellingham and the Reverend Mr. W1lson 
were executors, he bequeathed a very considerable 
amount of property, both here and in England, to 
little Pearl, the daughter of Hester Prynne. 

So Pearl-the elf-child,-the demon offspring, as 
sorne people, up to tbat epoch, persisted in considering 
her,-became the ricbest heiress of her day, in the New 
World. Not improbably, this circumstance wrought 
a very material cbange in the public estimation; and, 
had the mother and child remained here, little Peari 
at a marriageable period of life, might ha.ve mingled 
her wild blood with the linea.ge of the devoutest Puri• 
tan among them all. But, in no long time after the 
physician's death, the wearer of the scarlet letter dis­
appeared, and Pearl a.long with her. For many years, 
though a vague report would now and then find its 
way a.cross the sea,-like a shapeless piece of drift. 
wood tost ashore, witb tbe initials of a uame upon it, 
-yet no tidings oí them unquestionably authentio 

:were received. Tbe story of the scarlet letter grew 
into a legend. Its spell, however, was still potent, and 
kept tbe scaffold awful where the poor minister bad 
died, and likewise . the cottage by the sea-shore, where 
Hester Prynne had dwelt. Near this latter spot, one 
~rnoon, sorne children were at play, when they be-
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held a tall woman, in a gray robe, approach the cot­
tage-door. In all those years it had never once been 
opened ; but either she unlocked it, or the decaying 
wood and iron yielded to her hand, or she glided 
shadow-like through these inipediments,-and, at ail 
~vcnts, went in. 

On the threshold she paused,-turned partly round, 
-for, perchance, the idea of entering ali alone, and all 
eo changed, the home of so intense a former life, was 
more dreary and desola.te than even sbe could bear. 
But her hesitation was only for an instant, though long 
enough to display a scarlet letter on her breast. 

And Hester Prynne had returned, and taken up her 
long-forsaken shame I But where was little Pearl ? If 
still alive, she must now have been in tbe flush and 
bloom of early womanhood. None knew-nor ever 
learned, witb the fulness of perfect certainty-whether 
the elf-child had gone thus untimely to a maiden grave¡ 
or whether her wild, rich nature had been softened and 
subdued, and made capa.ble of a woman's gentle happi­
ness. But, through the remainder of Hester's life, there 
were indications that the recluse of the scarlet letter 
was the object of love and interest with sorne inbabit­
ant of anotber land. Letters carne, with armorial sea.Is 
upon them, tbough of bearings unknown to English 
heraldry. In tbe cottage tbere were articles of com• 
fort and luxury, such as Ilester never ca.red to use, 
but which only wealth could have purchnsed, and 
affection bave imagined for her. There were trifles, 
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too, little ornamenta, beautiful tokens of a continua} 
remembrance, that must have been wrought by deli­

. cate fingers, at the impulse of a fond heart. And, 
once, Hester was seen embroidering a baby-garm<:!nt, 

· with such a lavish richness of golden fancy as would 
have raised a public tumult, had any infant, thus ap­
parelled, been shown to our sober-hued community. 

In fine, the gossips of that <lay believed,-and Mr. 
Surveyor Pue, who made investigations a century later, 
believed,-and one of bis recent successors in office, 
moreover, faithfu lly believes, - that Pearl was not 
only alive, but married, and happy, and mindful of 
her mother; and that she would most joyfully have 
entertained that sad and lonely mother at her fire­
side. 

But there was a more real life for Hester Prynne, 
here, in N ew England, than in that unknown regio u 
where Pearl had found a home. Here had been h~r 
sin ; here, her sorrow ; and here was yet to be her 
penitence. She had returned, therefore, and resumed. 
-of her own free will, for not the sternest magistrnte 
of that iron period would have imposed it,-resumcd 
the symbol of which we have relate<! so dark a tale. 
Never afterwards did it quit her bosom. But, in tl:t 
lapse of the toilsome, thoughtful, anti self-devoted 
years that made up Hester's life, the scarlet lettcr 
ceased to be a stigma which attracted the world'e 
scorn and bitterness, and became a type of something 
to be sorrowed over, and looked upon with awe, yet 
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irrth reverence too. And, as Hester Prynne had no 
eelfish ends, nor lived in any measure for her own 
profit and enjoyment, people brought all their sorrows 
and perplexities, and besought her counsel, as one who 
had herself gone through a migbty trouble. Women, 
more especially,-in the continually recurring trials 
of wounded, wasted, wronged, misplaced, or erring and 
sinful passion,-or with the dreary burden of a heart 
unyielded, because unvalued and unsought,-came to 
Hester's eottage, demanding why they were so wretcbed, 
and what the remedy l Hester comforted and coun­
eelled them, ns best she might. She assured them, too, 
of her firm belief, that, at sorne brighter period, when 
the world should have grown ripe for it, in Heaven's 
own time, a new truth would be revealed, in order to 
establish the whole relation between man and woman 
~n a surer ground of mutual hnppiness. Earlier in 
life, Hester had vainly imagiued that she herself might 
be the destined prophetess, but had long since recog­
nized the impossibility that any mission of divine and 
mysterious truth should be conficled to a woman stained 
with sin, bowed down with shame, or even burdened 
with a life-long sorrow. The angel and apostle of the. 
coming revelation must be a woman, indeed, but lofty 
pure, and beautiful; and wise, moreover, not through 
dusky grief, but the ethereal medium of joy; and 
ehowing how sacred love should make us happy, by 
the truest teet of a life succesafül to such an end ! 

So so.id Hester Prynne, and glanced her sad eye11 
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downward at the scarlet letter. And, after many, 
many years, a new grave was delved, nea.r an old and 
aunken one, in that burial-ground beside which King's 

/::hapel has since been built. It was near that old and 
9unken grave, yet with a space between, as if the dust 
of tbe two sleepers had no rigbt to mingle. Y et one 
tomb-stone served for both. All around, there were 
monuments carved with armorial bearings; and on 
this simple slab of slate-as the curious investigator 
may still discern, and perplex himself with the pur­
port-there appeared the semblance of an engraved 
e.scutcheon. It bore a device, a herald's wording of 
which might serve for a motto and brief description 
of our now concluded legend; so sombre is it, and re­
lieved only by one ever-glowing point of light gloomiea 
than the shadow :-
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28. A Window in Thrums. By J. M. Barrie. 
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