


hee 1o think a blessed angel on earth, and after this

ane night 'l cling 1o her » and lollow het to heaven

With this excellent rezolve for the Riture Goodman Brown felt

{¢
himaell justified in making more haste on his present evil purpase

He bad taken a dreary road. darke ned by all the gloomiest trees of

the [arest, which barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep
through, and closed immediately behind. Tt was all as lonely as could
be: and there is this peculinrity in such a solitude, that the traveller
knows not who may be concealed by the mnumerable trunks and the

thick boughs gverhead: so that with lonely foc iisteps he may yer be

passing through an unseen multitude
“There may be a devilish Indian behingd every tree

.. sald Goodman
Brown 1o himself; and he glanced fearfully b

hind him as he added
“What if the devil himself should be at my very elbow!”

His head being tumed back, he passed a crook of the ro. d, and
looking forward again, beheld the figure of a man, in ar

(] .m(l
decent atlire, seated at the foot of an old tree. He arose at Goodman

Brown's approach and walked onward side by side with him

“You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he, “The clock of the Old
South was striking as | came through Boston, and that is full fifteen
minutes agone

“Faith kept me back a while” replied the young man, with a
tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden appearance of his compan
ion, though not wholly unexpected

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in that part of it
where these two were journeying. As nearly as could be discerned,
the second traveller was about fifty vears old, apparently in the same
rank of life as Gpodman Brown, and bearing a considerable resem-
blance 1o him, though perhaps more in expression than features
Still they might have been taken for father and son. And vet, though
the elder person was as simply clad as the younger, and as simple in
manner too. he had an indescribable air of one who knew the world,
and wheo would not have felt abashed at the governor’s dinner table
or in King William's court, were it possible that his affairs should call
him thither. But the only thing about him that could be fixed upon as
remarkable was his stalf, which bore the likeness of a great black
snake, 5o curiously wrought that it might almost be seen to twist and
wriggle itself like a living serpent. This, of course, must have been an
ocular deception. assisted by the uncertain light

* ¢ried his fe v-traveller, “this )
‘Come, Goodman Brown, cried his fellow-t1
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Sayest thou so?

replied he of the serpent u_‘mrhm[ '.‘xr.un't }L.L”
walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as we gos and 1‘1 I '.I‘,‘ll\:ﬂ\.( .l. wee n
u shalt turn back. We are but a little way in the l“’_c,\-. ull Lo
“Too far! too far!” exclaimed the go sdman, unconsciously L\ i ',
ing his walk. “My father never went into the woods on -'xlh h u
errand. nor his father before him. We have been a race of he n.rx;:n;.rj
and good Christians since the days of the martyrs; and shall 1 be the
first of the name of Brown that ever took this path J.H:I kept L%
*Such company, thou wouldst say, observed ln:’: elder l;;-..x‘m -r\:_
interpreting his pause, “Well said Goodman Brown! | have ‘rpn .-.'.
well acquainted with your family as with ever a one among l.‘lL ir
tans: and that's no trifle to say. 1 helped yous grandfather lnc'u 1
stable. when he lashed the Quaker woman so "“,“”l) through the
streets of Salem:; and it was I that brought your father a pitch-pine
knot, kindled at my own hearth, (o set fire to an Indian village, in
King Philip’s war They were my good friends b-|l|1 .mni. many -
\'l“t—s‘““ walk have we had along this path, and lL‘lll[r'.L'll. merrily
after midnight. 1 would fain be friends wath you tor ”ut.” sake”
“If it be ;\ thou sayest,” replied Goodman Brown I marvel !n:. y
never spoke of these matters; ot verily, | marvel not seeing that the
least rumor of the sort would have driven them from New Eng .
We are i people of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no suct
wickedness.” ;
"Wickedness or not,” said the traveller with the twisted stali
have a very general acquaintance here in New E and. The deacons
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of manv a church have drunk the communion wine with me I
% . d 3 yority

selectmen of divers towns make me their chairman and a majori
v ters 1\ erest

of the Great and General Court are firm supporters of my inters

he governo: i 1. too — But these are state secrets
I'he governor and 1,

"King Philip, » Wampanoag chief, wa ged war against the New England col
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S i o et ot and his cry was lost to his own ear by its unison with the cry of the
Lot »h'md\.ofmmm‘ 3
Bl In the interval of silence he stole forward until the light glared full
upoﬂ_hisey&s.&once:memityofmopenspm.hemmedinbythe
Mwaﬂofdg'ﬁmﬁt,amseamck.bemaomemde. natural
mbhnoedthutomalmotaptdph.mdsurwundedbyfw
blazing pines, their tops aflame, their stems untouched, like candles
at an evening meeting. The mass of foliage that had overgrown the
mml'tofmemckwallonﬁre.bhzlnghighimodwnightmdﬁt-
fully illuminating the whole field. Each pendent twig and leafy fes-
wonwasinablmAsdleredlishtarmmdfell.anumamus
congregation alternately shone forth, then disappeared in shadow,
andagaingww.nsitwere.outohhedarknus.pwpllngﬂwbunof
the solitary woods at once.
“A grave and dark-clad company,” quoth Goodman Brown.
hxtruthdwyweresuch.Amongdwm.qulvmnstonnd&o
bemengloomandspkndomppured&cesthmwouldbeseennm
day at thecouncilboardofmepmvime.mdothms which, Sabbath
after Sabbath, looked devoutly heavenward, and benignantly over
thq»mwdedpews,-ﬁ'omthzholiestpulpitsindzeland. Some affirm
thaxtheladyohhzgo\mnorwasthere.mlmnlmwmbigh
dnmeswellknowntober.andwixesofhonowdhusbands.andwid—
ows, a great multitude, and ancient maidens, all of excellent repute,
and fair young girls, whpmbledlesnheirmothmmmﬂdapy
d\qm.ﬁtltatthemddenglamsoﬂightnahingmﬂwobscum
ﬁ:ldbedanledcoodmanBrown. or he recognized a score of the

venerable saint, hisrwered pastor. But, irreverently consorting with
thweyavemputabk.andmnpeople these elders of the church,

e knew m@emdignmwpmm.whohado&enmmdr

: mﬁw_hﬁwﬁﬂ;mwmiwnmionsthnnmykmwntoﬁn-
glish witchcraft.

“But where is Faith?" thought Goodman Brown; and, as hope
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Another verse of the hymn arose,

230K 10us lote B i a slow and mowrnful strain, such
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e el thmmcafm q?ln; and wxltf!z the final peal of that dmg-
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he New England churches.
med a voice that echoed through the
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\Jmpnhy of all that was wicked if:l;n:
SWOrT t!mttheshapeofhisown dead
looking downward from a smoke
4 ﬁeatures of despair; threw out her
it his mother? But he had no power
even in thought, when the minister

- slender form of a veiled female,
ous teacher of the catechism, and

e promise to be queen of
the proselytes beneath

gure, “to the communion
nature and your destiny,

ere, in a sheet of flame, the
f welcome gleamed darkly

whom ye have reverenced
ves and shrank from

YOUNG GOODMAN BROWN

/'_-_-——

own sin, contrasting it with their lives of righteousness and
p,-,ygrful aspirations heavenward. Yet here are they all in my wor-
shipping assembly, This night it shall be granted you to know their
secret deeds: how hoary-bearded elders of the church have whis-
wanton words to the young maids of their households; how
many a womarn, eager for widows’ weeds, has given her husband a
drink at bedtime and let him sleep his last sleep in her bosom; how
peardless youths have made haste to inherit their fathers’ wealth;
and how fair damsels— blush not, sweet ones— have dug little graves
in the garden, and bidden me, the sole guest, to an infant’s funeral.
By the sympathy of your human hearts for sin ye shall scent out all
the places—whether in church, bedchamber, street, field, or forest—
where crime has been committed, and shall exult to behold the
whole earth one stain of guilt, one mighty blood spot. Far more than
this, It shall be yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the deep mystery
of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inexhaustibly sup-
plies more evil impulses than human power — than my power at its
utmost —can make manifest in deeds. And now, my children, look
upon each other.”

They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled torches, the
wretched man beheld his Faith, and the wife her husband, trembling
before that unhallowed altar.

“Lo, there ve stand, my children,” said the figure, in a deep and
solemn tone, almost sad with its despairing awfulness, as if his once
angelic nature could yet mourn for our miserable race. “Depending
upon one another’s hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all

a dream. Now are ve undeceived. Evil is the nature of mankind. Evil
must be your only happiness. Welcome again, my children, to the
communion of your race.”
“Welcome,” repeated the fiend worshippers, in one cry of despair
and triumph.
And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet hes-
itating on the verge of wickedness in this dark world. A basin was
hallowed, naturally, in the rock. Did it contain water, reddened by the
lurid light? or was it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein did
the shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the mark of baptism
upon their foreheads, that they might be partakers of the mystery
of sin, more conscious of the secret guilt of others, both in deed
and thought, than they could now be of their own. The husband cast
one look at his pale wife, and Faith at him. What polluted wretches

your






