THE SCARLET LETTER
Libretto in Four Acts and Nine Scenes

by

Ropert W, Maxy

(based on the novel by Nathaniel Hawthorne)

AL 1

Scene T2 Boston, the lue 17th ceatury, The morket-place ar nopn. A

prison, o church and a seaifold rearby with o piflory, A throng of
bearded men in sad colored parments and urey, stoop e-crowned
hats, intermixed with women, some wearing hoods and others bare-
headed, 18 assembled in [ront of the prison. Five Women stend in
a knot, speaking., Il

It Woman: Croodwives
]

Plt eell ve 2 piece of my mind!
It wou'd be greatly fur the pubhic behouol,
it we women had the handling of such sinners
as this Hester Prynne g
What think v, possips?
Zret Womai: 11 the hussy stood up before us for judgment
she wouldn’t come off so welll
Several: Marry, I trow not!
Srd Woman:  And she a married woman!
3t Woman:  Yea, but left alone,
Sevperals Well, well!
Incdecd!
#tn Woman:  Silence, feolish giell
Solitude is no exouse for sin!
Sewveral: Certainly not!
S5th Woman:  But where s Masicr Pr}'nnf_‘?
‘-ﬁr‘rh}f hias he not come to join his witer
Isi Woman:  He probably kaew her black soull
2ud Woman: And good riddence for him, too!
Several: That's a truth!
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4th Woman:  They should have put a hot iren brand
ant Hester Prynne’s forehead.
Ist Woman:  Madam Hester would have wineed at that,
I warrant me.
srd Woman:  Little will she care
what they put upen the bodice of her gown!
Why, look vou, she may cover it up
and walk the streets as brave 28 cver!
Sth Waman: Al bur even so,
the pang of it will he always on her heart.
2nd Woman: Why do we talk of marks and brands?
This woman has brought shame upon us all
anid nught ta diel
Several: That’s a truthl
She ought to diel
Man's Voice:  Hush now, gossips!
Here she comes, Mistress Hester Prynne herself,

(The door of the prison is flung open. The Tomwn-Beadle appears, his
right hand resting upon the shoulder of Hester whom he druws thus
forward. On the threshold of the prison-door, she repells him by an
action marked with natural dignity and force of character and steps
into the open air, as if by her awn free will. She carries a bahy of some
three months old in her arms. She hears in the breast of her sown the
letier ¢ A» elaborately embroidered in gold on a red background)

$th Woman:  Look now,
The brazen hussyl
ed Woman: ..with her pandy emblern!
3rd Weoman:  She has good skill at her needle, that's certaind
Several: The haughty haggope!
Tonwn-Beadle: Make way, good people,
make way, in the King’s name!

(A lane is opened through the crowid of spectators. Hester, preceded by
the Town-Deadle, passes to the scallold which stands near'y beneath the
eaves of the church. She mounts the scaffold and is placed in the pillory).

It Weman: Tt were well if we stripped Madum Ilester’s rich gown
off her dainty shoulders!

Several: The brazen hussy!

sth Woman:  Oh, peace, neighbors, peace!
Do not let her hear vou!

(Slowly, Herter's gaze fixes on Roger Chilfingworth who has appeared
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at the edge of the crowid; he has heen watching Hester for some time

in silence. He siowly and calmly reises his finger, makes 2 gesture with
it in the air, and lays it on his lips.

Directly over the platform of the pillory stands a kind of balceny ap-
pended to the church, Here, to witness the scene, sits Governor Bel-
lingham with four sergeants about his chair bearing halbers
of honor. Other eminent men, disticguished by dignity of mien. Also

present: fohn Wilion, the eldest clergyman of Roston, and the Reverend
Mr. Arthur Dimmerdale, a young clergyman},

as a guard

Wilrom: Hearken unto me,
Hester Prynnel

(Hester turns her eyes to the balcany, pale and trembling],

Hester Prynne,

I have soupht to persuade my voung hrother here

Vays his hand an Dimmesdale’s choulder)

that he should deal with Yo,

here in the Luce of Hegven

and in hﬁ:aring of ull people,

insomuch that you should no lonper hide

the name of him who tempted you

to this grievous [all.

{turning fo Dimmesdale)

What say you to it, once a frair,

Brother Dimmesdale?

Must it be thou,

or I,

that shall deal wich this poor sinner’s soul?
Bellingham:  Good Master Dimmesdle,

the responsibility of this woman’s soul

lies greatly with you.

{The crowd’s attention is deawn to Dim mesdale).
Wilsan: Speak to the woman,
my brother.
Exhort her to confess the truth!
(Demmecdale bends his head in silent prayer and comes forward),

Dimmesdale:  Hester Prynne,
I charge thee 1o speak out the nime
of thy fellowsinner
and fellow-suiterer!
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Be not silent from any mistaken pity and tenderness
for him.

Whet can thy silence do except it tempt him,

yea, compel him,

to add hypocrisy to sin!

II'LJ."‘ [t aJ.Th gT;lHLL{. l.hft Al C‘PEH SI'J‘m'IE

Take heed how thou deniest to him,

who, perchance, hath not the courage to grasp it for
himself,

the bitter, but wholesome, cup

that is now presented to thy lips!

(Hester shekes her head).

Wilcomn: Woman,
transgress not Leyond the Hmits of Heaven's mercy!
Speak out the nanmel
Chillingeworth: (speaking enonymously from the crowd)
Speak, womzn!
Speak
and give vour child a fatherl
Hester: (farming pale, recopmizing the veice)
1 will not speak!
My child must seek a heavenly Father;
she shall never know an es ethly onel
Dimmesdale:  She will not speak!
(draging bdck [rom the balcony, with hic hand upon
fm heart]
Wondrous strength of a woman’s heartl
She will not spesk!

(The dignitaries rise, rather sharply, and wike their leave. The crowd
stands looking silently at Hester and then, finding little more of interest,
gradually begins 1o disperse. Lights fadel.

Scene Il; In the prison. Enter g Jailer | cading Roger Chillin prworth.
Hester, in a cell, becomes deadly silent and presses against the wall,
The bal‘w les on the bed, crying, ﬂﬁszmg.ﬂorrﬁ enters the cell and
gives his first attention to the child, He cxamines the infant carefully,
and then proceeds to unclusp a leathern case, which he takes from
beneath his dress. It eppears to contain medical preparations, one
of which he mingles with a cup of water.
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My old studies in alchemy

and my sojourt,

for above a year past,

among i people well-versed in the kindly properties of
herbs,

hzve made a better physician of me

than many that claim the medical degree.

Here womzn!

The child s yours,

she is none of mine.

Administer this draught,

theretore,

with thine ewn hand.

{Hester repe’ls the offered medicine).

Hegter:

Chill .f}.gwr_'.'rr b

Woulidst thou venye ﬂ]}'ﬂ{‘.][

o the innocent hahe?

Foolish woman!

The medicine is potent for pood;
and were it my child,

yea, mine own, as well as thine,
1 could do not better for it.

(Hester hesitates so Chillrmgworth, himsell, tokes the child and admi-
nisters the r]r;ltlght. She falls into a deep slumber. He then turns his
attention to Hester, feels her pulse and looks into her eyes. Finally, he
proceeils to mingle another draught),

Chitlin gurorth

Hester:

Chilltngworth:

Drink this!

It may be less soothing than a sinless conscience;
that I cannot give thee.

{taking the cup and glancing wt the slumbering child)
I have thought of death,

have wished for it,

have even praved for it

Yet, if death be in this cup,

I bid thee think again

ere I drink it,

Dost thou know me so little,

Hester Prynnef

Are my purposes wont to be so shallowrs

{lays his forefinger on the ccarlet letier and smiles)
Live,

i
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and hear thy doom with thee.
Drink.

(Hester drains the cup. Chillingworth motions her to sit on the bed
where the child is slecping, takes the only chair in the cell, draws it up
and takes his seat beside herl.

Hester:

Chillin grworth;

Heiter:
Chiliin guorth:

Hester,

I ask not how thou hast ascended

to the pedestal of infamy on which I found thee.

The reason 1s pot far 1o seek,

I, s man of thought,

a man already 1o decay,

having piven my best years

to Ieed the hungry dream of knowledge,

what had | to do with youth and beauty

like thine own?

From the moment we came down the old church steps
together,

a married pair,

I might have beheld the hale-fire

of that scarlet letter

blaving at the end of our path!

Thou knowest.,.

thou knowest that I was frank with thee,

T felt no love,

nor feigned any.

Trl]ﬁ,

It was my folly!

But the world had been so cheerless!

My heart was a habitaton large enough for muny
guests,

but lonely and chill,

ancd without a household fire.

I longed to kindle one!

And so, Hester, 1 drew thee into my heart,

inte its innermost chamber,

and sought to warm thee

by the warmth which thy presence made there.

I have greatly wronged thee,

We have wronged each other,

Between thee and me, the scale hangs fairly balanced.

Therefore, 1 seek no vengeance.



Heter:

Chillingeworth:

H T o i

Chsllingroarih:

Hester:

Chillin gworﬁl :
Hester:

Challinguwarth:
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But, Hester, the man lives who has wronged us bothl

Who is he?

Ask me notl

That thou shalt never know!

Never know?

Believe me, Hester,

I shall seck this man

as I have sought trath in books,

2 1 have sought gold in alchemy.

Sooner or later,

he must needs be mine!

Yer fear not for him!

Let him live!

Let him hide himsell in outward honor,

it he may!

Not the less he shall be mine!

Thy acts are like mercy

but thy words interpret thee as i terror]

One thing more.

Breathe not,

to any human soul,

that thou Jdidst ever call me hushand...

..above all,

to the man thou wottest of.

Shouldst thou [ail me in this,

beware!

His fame, his position, his life,

will be in my hands.

Beware!

I will keep thy secret

zs I have his.

Swear 1t!

(hentuting]

1 swear itl

And now, Mistress Prynne, T leave thee alone,

alone with thine infant

atid the scarlet lerter!

Tomorrow thou shalt be released.

(turns 1o leave.. hesitates at the door)

How 1s it, Hesterr

Doth thy sentence bind thee to wear the token in thy
sleepr

oo




.—-hl.ﬂn—l—-"'l-hﬂ

-

S

e

T i S g e e
P e

- N e

S e W £ e

358 RORERT W. MANYN

Art thou not afraid of nightmares
and hideous dreams?
Heyzer: Why dost thou smile so at me?
Art thou like the Blick Man
that haunts the forest about us?
Hust thou enticed me inta a bond
that will prove the ruin of my soul?
Chillingvorth: Not thy soul,
No, not thine!

(Lights fade as Chdllinpuworth leaves),

CURTAIN
End of Act ]

AR R

Secire I: The interior of Hester's modest dwelling at the edge of the
forest, She is alone, sewing on a pair of clahorate gloves; she sews
in stlence. Slowly her hands drop o her lop and she gazes before
her. Then she breaks and sobs os though she has scen some kind of
truth there, in the silence, which she cannot face. Her tears pass
and she bends to her sewin g once again. From outside the window
rises the voice of Peard, improvising a child’s tune, as children do,

Pearl: Rock-a-bye, Rock-abye, linle Pearl...
: Little Pear], little Pearl...
Trala, Lila,.,
There, there! Kill the Bluck Man!
The dirty old Black Mun!
There, there!
Littlc Pearl, little Pearl,
Rack-a-bye, Rock-a...
There, there!
Dirty old Black Man!
Kill, kil the Black Man!
Kill, kill...
Hester: () Father in Ileaven,
if thou art still my Father,
what 15 this beiag
which I have brought into the world
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(Hester sobs and then quicts. Pegrl, meanwhile, goes on with her
childish chant).

Hester: The days of the far-off future
toil onward,
piling their misery
upon this heap D|. shame,
Seven years.. |
seven years of cyes that look, o

l‘lr];ft]": that point i
and hearts that close and condemn, 11
Seven years.. ;1 :
To fee, ',
to hide, &
to lose myself into distance and time. b
Why not! 7
Why not draw about 2 mantle

fresher and grech I
and cist o this barren shroud |
cmblazoned with the symbol of my shame... f
My joy...
) Father in Heaven, il
Thou who teachest of love,
what is this wound that never closes !
anil binds me to a place of pain? .1
I know: "|'|1:

your lesson is cruell |*
Will it purge my soul?
(The door slowly opens and Mistress Hibbins, the local witch, peers in).

My Hibbins:  Hist, hist! '.
Wm thou go witil us muahtf
There will he a merry compary in the forest 1
and T well nigh prurm-:ﬁd the Black Man
that comely Hester Prynne should I.’Ilukﬁ one.
Hesier: Meke my excuses to lum s plense i}
| must tarry 2t home
and keep witch over my b tle Pearl,
They threaten to take her from me.
Mrs Hibbine:  Ahal
We shal! have thee there anon!
(withdraws with o laugh]

e

(Herer returns to her sewing. Silercel. '
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Hester: ¢ Rock-a-bye, Rock-a-bye, litde Pearl... s
No, they shall not take her from me!
They shall not teke the one mote of light
which brightens thic dreary mazel
They must not!
(She weeps once aguin),
No, nol
not my little Peurl,
not my only treasure,
No, no!
The Black Man ctiends my soul
if they tke her,
I will go into the forest
and sign mv name in his book...
(rised
~with my own blond!
(She laughs hysierically).
Yeu, yea,
with my own hlood!
(She then stops suddenly and falls 1o her knees, her

face buricd in her nands).

Father in Heaven,
protect me from the bitterness of my own heart,
Leave me not alone on the path
which leads buck 1o my own despair|

(Hester remains there, silent for a brief time. Pear! begins her chant
again. Herter listens, rises wit

0 decision and goes to the window).

Come, child, we must go into the village,
Hasten, my treasure.

(Lights fade).

Scene II: The Governas’s Hall A marden is visihle 1'hmug_h a large bow-
window, Sun?ight.

In one corcer, 2 shining coat of armor is
suspended, Heer, accompanied by Pewd, is shown in by a servant.

Pearl dances aroun, looking at her reflection in the mirrors and in
the sparkling suit of armor. Hester goes to the bow-window and

looks out, Pearl rushes over m}isil}'_
Hester: Hush, child, hush!
I hear voices in the garden.
The Governor is coming,
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(Governor Belltngham enters lollowed by John Wilon, Arthur Dimmes-
dule and Roger Chillingmworth. As the door of the h{: w-window is opened,
Hester is partly hidden in the shadow of the curtains. Pegrl, 11‘45&::‘1{], has‘
stopped directly before the door.

Beliin gham:

Hi3leon:

Bellingham:

Heser:

Belfra ¢ hans:

Heiter:

Belitnghan:

What have we here?

How gt such a little guest into my hall?

Ay, indeed]

What litde bird of scarlet plumage may this be?

Art thou a Christian child — hat

Dost know thy cutechism?

(He trics, wnsuceescfully, to pat Pearl om the cheek).

But where is thy mother?

(He then catcher saght of Hester and tarns and whispers
to Bﬂ’e;f”f:um}

Sayest thou sof

She comey at o good time,

(terme and addresses Herter with o slern counlenance).

bpu.Jk thou, ITester Prynnel

Were it not for thy little one’s temporal and eternal
weltare

that she be teken out of 1!‘1}5 {'.h:n'gt,

and clad soberly,

and disciplined strictly,

and instructed in the trths of heaven and earthr

What const thou do for the child,

in this kind?

(laving her finger on the scarlet letter)

I can teach my little Peazl

what T have learned from this!

Womaa, it is thy badge of shame!

Even so, this badge hath taught me,

it ciai}‘_i,' teaches me,

it is teaching me at this moment,

lessans whereof my child may be the wiser and better,

alhedt h[ﬂ- can E].—'ul]t 11ﬁthmg to m}'St‘IF,

We will judg[, warily,

and look well what we are about to do,

Good Master Wilson, [ pray you,

examine this Pearl

and sec if she hath had such Christian nurture

as belits a ¢hild of ber age

S 2
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(fehn Wilcon sits in an armecheir and makes an effort to draw Pear]
betwixt his knees. But Pearf £3CpEs thmugh the open window and
stands on the upper step).

Wilson: Canst thou tell,
my child,
who made thee?

{Pear! places her finger in her mouth and refuses to speak).

Answer me,
my child.

{General silence. Chillingworth, smiling, whispers something 1o Dfm-
mesdale. Herter warches Chillingworth),

Bellingham:  This is dreeadfull
Here is a child of seven years
and she cannot even tell who made her]
Methinks, gentlemen,
we need inquire ne [urther,
Hester; (catching hold of Pearl and drawing her forcibly into
her arms)
Ye shall not take her!
God gave me the child!
He gave her to me in requital of all things else,
which ye had taken from me.
She is my happiness!
She is my torture, none the
Pear] keeps me here in lilel
Pearl punishes me too!
Yo shall ot ke herl
I will die frst!
Woilson: My poor woman,
the chila shall be well cared for,
tar better than thou canst do it
Hegster: (almart rhricking)
Goil gave her into my keeping!
I will not give her upl
(turming suddenty t0 Dimmerdale)
Speak theu for mel
I will nor lese the child!
Speak Lor mel
Thou was my pastor and knowest what Is in my heart;
thou knowest what are 1 mother’s rights

vss!
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and how much stronger they are
when that mother has but her child
and the scarlet letter!
Lack thou to it!
I will not lose the child!
Look 1o it

Dimmesdale:  (coming forsward, holding hic hand over hiv heart)
There is truth in what she says
and in the feeling which inspires her!
This child was meant for a blessing,
for the one blessing of her mother's lifel
It was meant, doubtless, for ¢ retributon, too;
4 Iorture;
el p;i:lg; I
and ever-recurring agony |
in the midst of o roubled joy! |
If she bring the child to heaven, i
the child also will bring its purent there. |
Hercin is the sinful mother ]‘lzlppiiﬁr than the sinful father.
For Iester Prynne’s sake, then,
and no less for the poor child’s sake, {l
let us leave them as Providence hath scen fit to place I

them.

Chilfingwort: You spenk, my friend, with a stringe carncstess.

Wilran: And there is a weighty import in what my young brother
hath 5[?‘.(11«:1-'!.*1,

What say you, worshipful Master Bellinghame 1
Hath he not plended well for the poor woman?

Bellingham:  Indeed he hath, f
We will leave the matter as it now stands;
so long, ar least, q
as there shall be no further scandal in this woman. 'l

(Dimmesdale, on ceasing to speak, withdraws o few steps and sts{lds i
with his face partially concealed in the foids of the window-curtains. |
Pearl sieuls towards him and taking his hand, leys her cheek against
it, Dimmesdale looks around, lays his hend on Pearls head, hesirates
and then kisses her brow. Peer!, changing impulsively, laughs and poes | |
capering down the hall. Hester grasps her, bows to the present, and ‘
leaves. Lights fade us the men move towards the door). i

Currain
End of Aet I
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ACT i

Scene I: In the study-loboratory of Chillingmorth. A distilling machine

and all the varions utensils of a'chemy and science. An open window
| looks out aver the griveyard. Chillingworth is examining 2 bundle
) of unsightly plants. Dimmerdale leans with his elbow on the sill
| of the open window, his forchead in his hand.

Dimmesdale:  Where, my kind doctar, did you garher those herhs
with such a dark, Habby leaf?

1 Chillingregret: Bven in the graveyard here at hand,
! Jrave)

1 They are new to me,
11 L found them growing on a grave,

which hore no tombstone,

save these ugly weeds.

It may be they prew out of some hideous,
heart-held secret

o —

i m

| which the dead man had done better to confess
| {1 during his lifetime.

| 1 Dimmesdale:  Perchance he earnestly desired i1,

f 1 but could nat.

| Chillmpworth: And wherefore;

|

|

|

|

= =

Wherefore nos?

L Why should net 4 guilty man

_; avinl himself of the precious solace

' of confession?
(] Dimmesdale: It mey be that he i kept silent
1 by the very constiiution ol his nature,

| Ot, guilty as he may be,

| that he shrinks from displaying himsell

| black and ﬁlthj.-' g

| because, thereafrer, o further gooel cin be achieved by

him.

Chillingrworth: (aith more emphads ther uessl and making o slight
gesture with fic forclinger)
Wouldst thou have me m lielieve,
O wise and pious [riend,
that a false show con be better
than God’s gwn truth?
Trust me, such men deceive themszelves!

Dimmesdale: (emdifferentiy]
It may be so.
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But now I would ask my wellskilled physician
whether, in good sooth,

he deems me to have profited by his kindly care
of this weak frame of mine’

(Before Chelltngvorth can answer, the laughter of Pearl proceeds from
the adjacent burial -grounid. Dimmesdale, being at the open window,
sces Herter and Pearl passing by. Ca‘ezé”:rr:woﬁﬁ draws to the window
to watch them).

Pearl: Cote AT mother!
Cotme away or yonder old Black Man will catch youl
He hath got hulf] of the minister already.
Come away, mother,
or he will catch youl
Hester: Hush, child, hush!
Chillingrorth: Whet, in Teaven's name, is that childe
Is the imp altogether ewil?
Hath she affections?
Ilath she any discoverable principle of being?
Dimmerdale:  (ar though speaking to himself]
None,
save the freedom of a broken law.
Whether capable of rood,
I know not.
Cﬁfﬂ"fﬂgwuﬂﬁ: (after a E‘J:.'r‘i_fﬁ}
Iz Hester Pryone the less miserable,
think you,
far that scarlet Jetter on her breast?
Dimmerdale: 1 do xErJ believe it
Methinks it must needs be better
for the sufferer to be free to show his pain,
as this poor woman, Hester, i3
than 1o cover it 2!l up in his hearr.

(There is another pause, (hh;an{ orth returns to his table and begins
again to examine and arrange the plants he has gathered),

Chillingworth: You inquired of my judgment
as touching your health,
Dimmerdade: 1 did and would gladly learn it.
Speak frankly, I pray you,
be it for life or death.
Chilftngworth: Free, then, and plainly,
the disorder is a strange one

o N s e L T
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} Lﬂrjking fffﬁ]}f at you, my good Sir,
1 anct watching the tokens of your aspect,
(] 1| now for months gone by,
'-1 I would deem wou & man sore sick,
ii But...
|1

I know not what to say...
the disecse 15 what 1 scem 10 know,
W7 ver know it not.
! - Dimmesdale:  {glancing asnde out of the window)
I You speak in riddles, learned Sir.
1 it Chiffingroorth: Then 1o speak more plainly.
| | Let me ask, as your [rend,
H hath all the operation of this disorder
| been feirly laid open
and recounted to mer
Dimmesdale:  How can you question itf
Sure, it were child’s play 1o call in a physician
and then hide the sorc!
Chillingworth: (fixing My ever intently on Dimmesdale)
; You would tell me that T know all?
Be it sol
| | Bur, again,
14 % he to whom only the outwird and physical evil
k1 | 15 akl apicr,
i knowcth, oftentimes, but half the evil
which he is called upon to cure,
Dimmesdale:  {rising comewhar hactily from hic chair)
Then I need ask no further,
You deal not,
| I take it
- in medicine for the soull
i Chillingworth: (standing ond canfronting Dimmesdale)
8 Would you, therefore, that your physician heal the bodily
evil?
i How may this he,
un‘ess you frst Ly open to him
H ] the wound or trouble in your soul?
' Dimmerdale:  (zurning hir ever fercely on Chillingworth)
Na!
Not to thee!
Not to an earthly physiciant
Not to thee!
Nol

el R KL . g e
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Who art thou that meddlest in this matter?
That dares to thrust himself
between the sufferer and his God?

(Dimmerdale, with o frantic gesture, rushes out of the room),

{Lights fade).

Scene H: Same as Act 1, Scene I An obscure night, the dark gray of
midnight. As the church clock rings, Dimmesdale enters, walking
as in a dream, He approaches the scaffold and mounts the stairs,
While standing on the scaffold he is overcome with a great horror
of mind. Without any eflort of his will, or power to restrain himself,
he shricks aloud,

Dimmerdale: (covering his face with his hands)
It 15 ‘done
The whole town will awake,
atul hurry forth,
aned find me here!]

(He uncovers his eves and locks zhout him, He grows calmer, John
Wilson approaches carrying a small lantern. Dimmesdale seems on the
verge of speaking, controls the impulse, and shrinks back. Wilson sees
nothing and he and the light disappear. Suddenly, carricd away by gro-
tesque horror and to his own infinite alarm, Dimmesdale bursts into a
great peal of laughter, It is immediately responded to by a light, airy,
childish Jaugh which he recognizes at once as that of Pearl),

Pearl!
Little Pearl!
(suppresang his votce)
Hester!
Hester Prynne!
Are you there?
Heiter: {in a tome of surprise)
Yes, it is Hester Prynne.
It is I and my little Pearl.
Dimmesdale:  Come up hither,
thou and little Pearl.
Ye have both been here before,
but I was not wich you.
Come up hither once again,
and we will stand all three wogether!

il S———
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(Hester, holding Pearl by the hand, ascends the steps and stands on the
platform. Dimmesdale takes Pearl's ather hand).

Peari: Minister!
Dimmesdale:  What woulidst thou say, child?
Pearl: Wilt thou stand here with mother and me,

tomorrow neontide?
Dimmerdale: Nay, not so, my Jitle Pearl,
Not so, my child,
I shall, indecd, stand with thy mother and thee,
one other dar,
but not tomorrow.

(Pearl Ezulghs and atrempts to pull away her hand. Dimmesdale holds
it fast),
A moment longer, my child!
Pearl: But wilt thou promise
to take my hand and mother’s hand,
LOMOrTow Noontiie?
Dimmesdale:  Not then, Pearl,
but another time.
Pearl: And whit other timer
Dimmesdale: At the great judgment day.
But the daylight of this world
shall not see our meeting.

(Pear! laughs again, The moan, until now hidden by clouds, emerpges
and lights the marketplice. Dimmesdale, his hand over his heart, and
Heszer with little Pearl can be seen on the scaffold. Pear! withdraws her
hand lrom Dimmesdale end points across the souare towards Chilling-
worth who stands at no great distance from the scaffold. Dimmesdale
ciasps both of his hands over his breast and casts his eyes upward. The

moon 1s covered once again by clowds and darkness returns).
Dimmerdale:  (terrified)
Who is thar man, Hester?
I shudder at him!
Dast thon know the mant
I hate him, Hestet!
(Hester is silent),
I'tell thee, my soul shivers 2t him!
Who is hef
Who is he?
Canst thou do nothing for me?
I have a nameless horror of the man!
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Dimmesdale;
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Minister, I can tell thee who he is!
Quickly then, my child!

Quickly!

Tell me quickly!

Az low as thou canst whispﬁrl

(Pear! mutters some pibberish into his car and then laughs aloud).

Pearl;

Chillin gworth:

Dimmesdale:

Challin gevorth:

Dimmesdale:

Deost thou mock me now?

Thou wast not bold!

Thou was not truc!

Thou wouldst not promise to take my hand,
and mother’s hand,

tomarrow noontide!

(from the faot of the plarform)

Worthy Sir.

Pious Muster Dimmesdale, can this be you?
Well, well, indeed!

We men of study,

we dream in our weking moments

and walk in our alcep

Corne, ol Sir, and my dear friend,

| pray you,

let me lead you home!

How knewest thou that 1 was here?

Verily, and in good faith,

I knew aothing of the matter.

Bur come with me, Reverend Sir,

I heseech you,

else you will he poorly able to do Sabbath dut}r toMOTIOwW,
Akl see now, how rhe-r,r trouble the brain,
these hooks! — these books!

You shoulil study less, good Sir,

anid take a little pastime;

or these night whimseys will grow upon you.
I will go home with you.

(Dimmesdale yields himself to Chillimgeorth and is led away. Lights

fade).

{URTAIN

End of Act 11
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Seene I A retired

Herter:

Chillin prrorih:
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ACT TV

I would speak a word with vou,

a word that concerns us much.

(ratizng from hir stoaped pustifon)

Aba! and is it I"r'ﬁ‘i".'ft'l.’“iﬂ Hester

that has a word tor oid RDE“"I Fhll]mgﬁm[hr
With all my heart!

(Herter stops and looks at Chillingworth more closely).

Hester:

Chelltngrvareh:

Hester:

Chillin puworth:

Hester:

What see you in my face

that you look at it so carnestly?

Sﬂmu,l:l".mg that would make me weep,

if there were any tears hitter enough for it.

But let it pass!

It is of yondor miscrable man that T would speak.

And what of him?

Speak freely, Mistress Hester,

and 1 will make answer.

Since we last sp:zke mgclhcr,
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no man is so near to him as you.

You tread behind his every footstep;

vou search his thoughts;

vou burrow and rankle in his heart!

Your clurch is on his fife,

and you cause him to d_1r:'. daily a living death.

Sull he knows vou not.

In }lf"mit‘il'lg this,

I have surely acttfl a false part

by the only man to whom the power was left me to
be truel

What choice had you?

My finger, pointed at this mun,

would have hurled him from his Pulpit into a dungeot,

thence, peradventure, to the gallows!

It had been better sol

and lone: y spot. Chillingworth, with a basker on one
arm and 2 staff in the other hand, stoops ‘11m1r.r the ground in quest
of roots and berbs. Herter gniers, at some distince away, with Pearl.
She signals to Pearl o go awvay and play and then approaches Chil-
lingtworih.



Chillingworth:

Hester:

Chsllingrorth:

Hecter: .

Chillinptorih:

Hesier:
Chillingworth.

Hester:
Chillin grvorth:

Hecter:

Chillingaorth:
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Yea, woman, thou sayest truly!

Hust thou not tertured him Encrugh?

Has he not paid thee all?

No! No! He bas but increased the debt]
(subrtding tnto gloom)

Dost thou remember me, Hester,

as | wus nine years agone?

Fven then, I was in the autumn of my days,
nor was it the early autumn.

Dost thou remember me, Hester?

Was | not a man thoughtful for others,

kind, true, just, and of constant, if not warm, affections?
Was T not all this?

All 1his, and more.

And what am 1 nowr

A lend!

Who made me sof

It wwas mys&'.ﬂ

[ have left thee to the scarlet letter,
If that have not avenged me,

I can do no maore!

It has avenged thec!

I judged no Tess.
And now, what wouldst thou with me
touching this men?

I must reveal the secret.

He must discern thec in th}' true character,
What may be the result, T know not.

I shall not stoop to 1mplort thy mercy.

Peice, Hester, peace!

1 cannot forgive.

Thy first step awry didst plant the germ of evil;
since that moment it has 21l been = dark necessity.
It is our fate.

Let the black flower blossom as it may!

Now go thy way,

and deal as thou wilt with yonder man.

(Chillingworth waves his hand and takes leave of Hester, stooping along
the earth gathering herbs. Lights fudel.

i S
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Scene 1I: In a deep wood. Herter and Pearl are seated in a little dell,
arched over with high trees. A small stream flows at their feet,
Pearl rises and moves gayly about.

Hester: Go now, child, but do not stray far

I[Pf':ir.uf leaves singing and danging, Dimmerdale appears an the foot- -path
in the distance, Hester makes 2 step or two towards the foot-path but
remiins under the deep shadow of the trees. Dimmerdale advances alon g
the path, entirely alone, le:’*mng on a stafl which he has cut by the
wayside, He has .IIHI{}‘CF passed the P] ace where Herfer stands before she
can gather enpugh voice to attract his attention),

Hester: {fatnily)
Arthur Dimmesdalel
(louder, but hoarsely)
Arthur Dimmesiale!
Dimmerdale:  Who speaks?

(Dimmesdale stands more crect quickly. He looks towards Hester but

does not, at first, rc._r}gulz-: her until, u!Eppmg n1g}1cr he discovers the
scarlet letter).

Dimmesdale: Hester! Hester Prynne!
Is it thou?
Art thou in lifer
Hegter: Even so!f
And thou, Arthur Dimmesdale,
dost thou yet live?

({Dimmerdale slowly puts forth his hand and touches Ferster’s hand.
They move hack into the shadew of the wood and sit in the dell by the
streamy.

Dimmerdale:  Hester, hast thou fouaid peace?
Hester: faﬂémg dotwn spon her borom)
Hast thou?
Dimmesdale:  None!
Nothing but duspau‘
What else could 1 look for,
being what I am and leading such a life as mine?
Hegter: {gentiy) £
You wrong yoursclf,
You have deeply and sorely repeuted
Is there no reality in the penitence
thus sealed and witnessed by good works?



Dimmesdale:

Hester:

Dimmerdale:

Hesrer:

Dimmerdale:

Herter:
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No, Hester, no!
There is no substance in it!
Of penance, I have had enough!
Of penitence, there has been noncl
Hud 1 one friend —
or were il my worst enemy —
to whom 1 could he known as the vilest of all sinners,
methinks my soul might keep itself alive thereby.
{heritating)
Such 3 friend thou hast in me.
(again hesttating)
Thou hast long had such an encmy,
and dwellest with him under the same roof!
(stariing o hic feer, gasping [or breath and cluiching
i fir fheart)
Ha! What sayest thou!
An encmy!
Anil under my own roofl
What mean you?
0, Arthur, forgive me!
That okl man, the physician,
he whom they call Roger Chillingworth,
he wes my hushund!
(ot first puralyzed, then sinking to the ground he buries
i face tn his hands).
() Hester Prynne,
thou litle, little knowest the herror of this thing!
Woman, wornai...
I cannot [orgive theel
(flinging herrelf duwn beside him)
Thou shale forgive me!
Let God punish!
Thou shalt forgive!

{Hester, with sudden and desperate tenderness, throws her arms around
Dimmesdale and presses his head apainst her hosom, He strives in vain

to release himsell).

Dimmesdale:

Wilt thou yet forgive mel

Wilt thou not frowr?

Wilt thou fergive?

(at lemgih, out of an abyss of cadness, bui not anger)
1 do forgive you, Hester,

I freely lorgive you now,

!
1
)

——
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Hester:

Dimmerdale:
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May God forgive us bothl

We are not the worst sinners in the world,
That old man’s revenge

has been blacker than our sim.

He hes violated, in cold hlood,

the sanctity of 2 human heart.

Thou and I, Hester, never did sol

Never, never!

What we did had 2 consecration of its own.
We felt it so!

We said so to each other!

Hast thou fm‘g‘otlcn it?

(rising from the ground)

Hush, Hester!

No, I have not forgorten!

(They sit down again, side by side and hand clasped in hand, on the
trunk of a fallen tree. They are silent. Suddenly Dimmesdale starts,
pressing his hand rervously over his hears).

Dimmesdale;

Hestep:
Dimmesdale:

Hestor:

Dimmerdale:

Hester:

Dimmecdale:

Hester:

And I!

How am 1 to live longer,

breathing the same air with this dezdly enemy?
Think for me, Hester!

Thou art strong.

Resolve for mel

Thou must dwell no Jonger with this man,
Thy heart must be no longer under his evil eye!
Whar choice remaings to me?

Must I sink down here und die ar once?
(weeprtiz)

Alas, whit ruin has belullen thee!

Wilt thou dic Lor very weakness?

There is no other cause’

The judpment of God is upon mel

It is too mighty for me to struggle with)

Is the world, thew, so narrow?

There is the broad pathway of the sea!

It brought thee hither,

If thou so choose, it will bear thee back « gain.
It connot be!

I am powerless to go!

Thou art crushed valer this seven years” welght of misery,
The futare is yet full of triul and success.
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Btgin all anewl
Up, and away!
Dimmesdale: ) Hester!
Thou tellest of running a4 race
ta 2 man whose knees are tottering bencath himl
I must die herel
There is not the strength or courage left me
to venwure into the wide, strange, dificult world alonel
Alone, Hester! '
Hester: {in a deep whisper)
Thou shelt not go alone!
Dimmesdale:  (after some silence)
O Thou to whom I dare not lift my eyes,
wilt thou yet pardon me!
Hester: (caiwmiv)
Thou wilt gol
There is a ship newly-arrived in the harbor.
I will arrange our passage.
The past is gonel
Let us not look back!

(Hester undoes the clasp thut fastens the scarler letter and taking it from
her bosom, throws it some distance away. She then heaves a long sigh.
Finally, she takes ofl the formal cap that confines her hair, which falls
upon her shoulders, dark and rich).

Hester: Thou must know Pearl!
Our lirtle Pearl!
I will call her!
Pearl! Pearl!

(Pearl appears in the distence and approaches slowlyl.

Dass shou not think her beautiful?
I know whose brow she has!
Dimmesdale:  She is mostly thine.
Hester: No, no! Not mostly.

{They warch as Pear approaches).

Dimmesdale:  Thou canst ot think how my heart dreads this meeting,
and vearns for it!

Hester: Fear nothing!
She may be shy at first,
but will soon learn to love theel

s

———
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(By this time, Pegrl has reached the mergin of the brook and stands on
the farther side, gazing silently at Hester and Dimmerdale).

; Hester: (stretching out both arms)
% Come, dearest child!

j-:' How slow thou art!

1 Here is 2 friend of mine,
Ky

. who must be thy friend also.
Leap across the brook, and come to us.
Thou canst leap ke a younyg deer!

| (Pear! remains on the other side of the brock. She fixes her eyes from
| one to the other, Dimmesddle, involuntarily, places his hand over his
heart. At length, Pear! points to her mother's breast).

Thou strange child,

why dost thou not come to me?

(Peard, still pointing, frowns and stamps her foot with a yet more im-
3 perious look and gesture],

i Hasten, Pear], or [ shall be angry with thec!
| Leap across the brook, naughty child, and run hitherl

] (Pear! suddenly bursts into a fit of passion, gesticulating violently. She
i accompatiies this wild outbreck with piercing shricks, all the time pointing
' at Hester's hasoml.

(whispering to Dimmesdale)
I see what atls the child,
(turning towards Pearl)
Pearl, look down at thy feet!

| There! — hefore thee! — by the hrook!

(Pearl looks and sees the scarler leter).

Bring it hitherl
(Pearl looks up at Hewer and then at the letrer and remains still),
18 Was ever such a child

(Hester advances, takes up the scarlet letter and fastens it again 1o her
bosom. She then gathers up the heavy tesses of her hair and confines
them benecath her cap. She extends her hand to Peardl.

e

Daost thou know thy mother now, child?

, Wilt thou come across the brook and own thy mother
now that she has her shame upon her,
nenw that she is sad?

T
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(Pearl bounds across the brook and clasps Hester in her orms, drawing
down her head and kissing her brow and both cheeks. Then she puts
up her mouth and kisses the scarlet letter, too. Herter remonstrates and
takes Pewr! by the hand. Pearl hangs back and manifests her reluctance
hy a series of odd grimaces. Dimmerdale, painfully embarrassed, bends
forward and impresses a kiss on her brow. Whereupon, Peer! breaks
away from her mother, runs to the brook, stoops over it and bathes her
forehead vigorously untl the unwelcome kiss is quite washed off, She
then remains apart, silently wetching Hester and Dimmerdale, Dim-
mesdale tises, looks hesitantly ar Pegrl, then turns and continues his way
slowly up the forest path, Pearl, now that the ¢intruder» has Jeft
returns to her mother’s side. Lights fade).

Scene {1: The market-place, as in Act I, Scene I A small crowd stands
packed about the entrance of the church, its attention directed
towards the interior. Hester stonds slightly apart, at the foot of the
pillory. Pear! stands nearby, There is a party of Indians standing
about and a proup of mariners gamble and diink in one corner of
the square, The lst Woman enters and greets the Ind Woman
'ﬁ"’}'lﬂ JPPIGE;C]-IES t}][ﬁ Sl'_l'l,iE‘.J_"'.:Z FT{JITL i_il.']t]'lhﬂ_:r pﬂl’t.

It Woman:  Good-day, Mistress Dudley.

2nd Woman: ’Tis indeed a youd day, neighbor.

1st Weman:  Hast thou seen the procession?

2nd Woman: The goodly part

Ist Weman:  Surely, our good Reverend Dimmesdale bears the mark
of penius.

2nd Woman:  Some say he will be our next Governor.

iThe 3rd and 4th Women enter, conversing. They approach).

4tk Woman: What say ve, gossips?

3rd Woman: Have ye also found no place in the meeting-house?

Iz Waman:  Ewen so.

2nd Woman: Some must work while others play,

3rd Woman:  That's a truth!

4th Woman:  Come, goodwives. Let us see if we can listen in on
yonder divine man.

{The four Women approach the crowd at the church door. During
this conversation, Challingworth enters the square in close and familiar
talk with the Commander, Pearl quits her mother’s side and plays of
her own will about the market-plzce, finally running into the center of the
group of mariners, who grow noisier and more beistrous at the games).

s,
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$th Woman:

3rd Waman:
It Womaon:
srd Waoman:
dth Woman:
It Woman:

2nd Waman:

Several;

2nd Woman:

Ird Woman:

ROBERET W. RANN

(furning from the crowd @t the church door)
Noisy barbarians!

Servants of the Devill

With their spirits and smoke!
An insult!

A disprace!

Gambling in the public square!
Yeu, but they are mariners..,
And so..

The sea knows ne human law.
That's a truth!

[One of the mariners catches sight of Herfer and, motioning 1o his
comrades, approaches with curiosity and caution. A circle thus forms
about her — the mariners are joined first by the Indians and then by

some of the townfolk. Whispering].

&th Woman:

2nd Woman:
Ird Waoman:
Several:

Ist Woman:

Look now! The huccaneers have found our Mistress
Huster.

A rich rreasurel

A rare delight, indeed!

Ha, ha, hal

Let us draw near to share their iﬂﬂelsurt:.

(The Women join the cirdel.

2nd Woman:
ird Woman:
$th Woman:

Severdl:

It Woman:

2nd Woman:

3rd Woman:
Ist Woman:

Surely, they must think her odd, indeed,
A wilchl

Or 2 princess!

Fhl.

A watchly princess!

Ha, ha, hal

Foolish ones!

Are not the very clothes you wear

the product of her skill?

Her soul is damnad,

but her needle s saved,

Worth the price, | vowl

Hirk now, the Election Sermon has ended.

(The church service cotmis o an cod and the crowd bepins to issue
forth. The circle around Herter dissolves as Mistress Hibbing, leaving
the crowd, approaches].

Mre Hibbins:  New what mortz] imagination could conceive it!

Yonder divine mun, thar saint on earth!
Trulv, forsooth,
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I find it hard to helieve him the same man.
What is it that the minister sceks to hide,
with his hand always over his heart?

Ha, Hester Prynne!

(Hester, paling, turns aside,  Mistrese Hibbine then turns and makes
Pearl a profound reverence).

Wilt thou ride with me some fine night, my child?

Then thou shalt keow why the minister keeps his hand
over his heart!

{aseghs chrilly and deparis)

(The 5th Woman comes from the church and approaches the Women),

Sth Woman:  Surely we are blessed with such a divine man in our
midst!

2nd Weoman: How wenl it r';ﬁi_ghhor?

sth Woman: A suntl

4th Weman: A yood man, to be sure.

Several: Telll Tell!

Ith Woman:  Never hos homan fongue uttered words of such glm’yi

17t Woman: Hush now, gossips. He comes,

{A train of venerable and majestic fathers moves thr{:ugh the broad
pathway of the people. All cyes wre turned towards Dimmerdale. He
looks feeble and pale and totters nervouslyl.

4th Women: How pale he looks!

3th Woman: How purel

3rd Woman:  You, surcly we are blessed!

1t Woman: But he is preatly weakened!

Znd Woman: T warrant his legs are too feeble for such a weighey spirit!
Sth Womaa: 5}1{:;11{ ot 1.'15111:1}-‘ of this pious iman !

Ist Woman:  Ave, sister, thou lackest in reverencel

3rd Woman: Such a death-like hue!

4th Women: Look now, he totrers!

(fohn Wilton steps [orward hastily to offer his support but Dimmesdale
tremulously, but decidedly, repells his arm,.  He arrives before the scaf-
fold and sees Hester holding Pear! by the hand. He stops. Govemnor
Bellingham leaves his place in the procession and advances to g}x‘ﬁ
assistance,  The Women scparate and mix in the silent crowd. Dim-
mesaate s towards the seaflold and stretches forth his arms).

Dimmesdale:  Hester, come hither!
Come, my little Pearl!

————————————.

g

M



380 ROBERT W, MANH

(Pear] flies to him and clasps her arms abour his knees. Hester draws
slowly near but pauses before she reaches him, At this instant, Chelling-
worth thrusts himself through the crowd and carches Dimmerdale by
the arml. '

Chitiingeorth: (whispering)
Madman, hold!
All shall he well!
Dimmesdade:  Ta, tempter!
Thou art too late!
Thy power is not what it was!
With God's help, T shall escape thee now!
(extends hiv hand to Hester)
Iester Prynne, come hither ind twine thy strength
shout me.
This wretched and wronged old man is opposing it with
all his might!
Come, Hester, come!
Support me up yoncer seaffold!

(Hester approaches, puts her arm showt Dimmesdale for support; they
approach the scaffold and ascend the steps.  Dimmesdale takes Pearl
by the hand. Chillingeorth follows).

Dimmerdale:  Hester, T am 2 dying man.
So let me make haste to tuke my shame upon mel
(tarste 1o the public)
People of New Eng[:&md!
Ye thar have loved mel
Ye that have deemed me holy!
Behald me here, the one sinner af the world!
Ar last! At last!
Lo, the scarlet letrer which Hesrer weears!
Ye have all shuddered 2t 1!
But there stood ove i the mids: of vou
at whasc brand of sin and infamy ve have not shuddered!

(Demmesdaie, SCEHIN aimost to fairt but 1_]“.r|:|'.,fing off all assistance,
steps passionately forward = pocel,

It was on him!

The eve of God heheld it!

The Devil know it welll

Now, at the death-hour, he stands up before you!

Stand coy here that question God's judgment on a sinner?
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Behold!
Behold @ dreadful wimess of it!

(Dimmesdale sinks upon the scaffold. Hester partly raises him and

supports his head against her bosom.  Chillingworsh kneels beside him),

Challingworth: Thou hast escaped me!

Dimmerdale:

Thou hust escaped me!

May God forgive thee!

Thou, oo, hast deeply sinned!
(tsrning to Pearl)

Pearl,

dear little Pearl,

wilt thou kiss me now?

(Pearl kisses him on the lips. The spell is broken and she weeps).

Heeter:

Dhmmesdale;

H{_":iltl’._ farewelll

Shall we not meet :tg;lin?
Thou lockest far into eternity,
with those bright dying eyes!
Surely, surely, we have ransomed one another,
with zll this woe!

Hush, Hester, hush!

Had this agony been wanting,
I had been lost forever!

God is mercifull

Praised be his namg!
Farewelll

(Dimmesdule expires. The multitude s silent).

CURTAIN

Tue Exp
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