A sinful love kept secret purifies the soul.

So strangely did they meet in the dim wood that it was like the first
encounter in the world beyond the grave of two spirits who had been
intimately connected in their former life, but now stood coldly shuddering in
mutual dread, as not yet familiar with their state, nor wonted to the
companionship of disembodied beings. Each a ghost, and awe-stricken at the
other ghost. They were awe-stricken likewise at themselves, because the crisis
flung back to them their consciousness, and revealed to each heart its history
and experience, as life never does, except at such breathless epochs. The soul
beheld its features in the mirror of the passing moment. It was with fear, and
tremulously, and, as it were, by a slow, reluctant necessity, that Arthur
Dimmesdale put forth his hand, chill as death, and touched the chill hand of
Hester Prynne. The gasp, cold as it was, took away what was dreariest in the

interview. They now felt themselves, at least, inhabitants of the same sphere

(127).

Pearl kissed his lips. A spell was broken. The great scene of grief, in
which the wild infant bore a part, had developed all her sympathies; and as her
tears fell upon her father’s cheek, they were the pledge that she would grow
up amid human joy and sorrow, nor forever do battle with the world, but be a
woman in it. Towards her mother, too, Pearl’s errand as a messenger of

anguish was fulfilled (173).



