
PUNISHMENT/REDEMPTION motif

With a convulsive motion, he tore away the ministerial band from before his

breast.  It was revealed!  But it were irreverent to describe that revelation.  For an

instant, the gaze of the horror-stricken multitude was concentrated on the ghastly

miracle; while the minister stood, with a flush of triumph on his face, as one who, in

the crisis of acutest pain, had won a victory.  Then, down he sank upon the scaffold!

Hester partly raised him, and supported his head against her bosom.  Old Roger

Chillingworth knelt down beside him, with a blank, dull countenance, out of which

the life seemed to have departed.

“Thou hast escaped me!” he repeated more than once.  “Thou hast escaped me!”

“May God forgive thee!” said the minister.  “Thou, too, hast deeply sinned!”

He withdrew his dying eyes from the old man, and fixed them on the woman and

the child.

“My little Pearl,” said he, feebly—and there was a sweet and gentle smile over

his face, as of a spirit sinking into deep repose; nay, now that the burden was

removed, it seemed almost as if he would be sportive with the child—“dear little

Pearl, wilt thou kiss me now?  Thou wouldst not, yonder, in the forest!  But now thou

wilt!”

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 all fulfilled.



“Such helpfulness was found in her—so much power to do and power to

sympathize—that many people refused to interpret the scarlet A by its original

signification.  They said that it meant able; so strong was Hester Prynne, with a

woman’s strength” (156).

“Else, I should long ago hav thrown off these garments of mock holiness, and have

shown myself to mankind as they will see me at my judgment-seat.  Happy are you,

Hester, that wear the scarlet letter openly upon your bosom!  Mine burns in secret”

(202).


