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The Birth Mark is a horror story by the American writer Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804-1864), originally published in the March 1843 issue of The Pioneer, and then reissued in the 1846 anthology Mosses of the Old Manse. The birthmark, one of Nathaniel Hawthorne's best tales, is the chronology of an obsession: Aylmer, a brilliant scientist and philosopher,
abandons his career to marry Georgiana, a beautiful perfect woman, except for a small birthmark on one of her cheeks. What is curious is that the protagonist had never repaired in this mark, perhaps a mole, small and in the shape of a red hand, which will end up being at the center of his most grotesque obsessions. Throughout The Birthmark, Nathaniel
Hawthorne conducts a delightful review of dreams and the psychology of love, truly admirable both for the clarity of his concepts and for his narrative development. The central theme of the story is the obsession with perfection, which, from the protagonist's distorted point of view, can only be achieved by death. The birthmark. The birthmark; Nathaniel
Hawthorne (1804-1864) At the end of the last century lived a man of science, eminent in all branches of philosophy, who shortly before the beginning of our history had experienced a spiritual affinity more attractive than any other chemistry. He had left the laboratory under the care of an assistant, wiped his face from the smoke of the oven, washed his fingers
acid stains and persuaded a beautiful woman to become his wife. At that time, when the recent discovery of electricity and other mysteries seemed to pave the way for miracles, it was not uncommon for a love of science to rival love for women. The intellect, imagination, mind and even the heart can find their food in professions that, as some proponents
believe, will rise from one powerful step of intelligence to another, until the philosopher can get his hands on the secret of creative force and perhaps create new worlds for himself. We do not know whether Aylmer possessed this degree of faith in man's domination over nature. However, he had devoted himself unreservedly to scientific studies so as not to
depart from them for a second passion. The love for his young wife will prove to be the strongest of the two: but he could only exist by interweaving himself with his love of science, and by joining the strength of the latter with the first. This union occurred and had remarkable consequences that had a profound impact. One day, very shortly after the wedding,
Aylmer sat watching his wife with a who grew up until he spoke. Georgiana, he said. Did it ever come to your egg that the mark on your cheek could be removed? Actually, no, she replied, smiling; but to realize the seriousness of Aylmer's attitude blushes. So many times | was told it was attractive that in my simplicity | imagined it was. Ah, maybe it was on
another face, replied the husband, but never in yours. No, my dear Georgiana, you have come out so perfect from Nature that this very slight defect, which we doubt to call it a defect or a beauty, surprises me, because it is the visible sign of earthly imperfection. Are you surprised, my husband? Georgiana added, raising her voice and feeling hurt; at first he
redrobed with momentary ar anger, but then burst into tears. So why did you take me to my mother's side? You can't love what surprises you! To explain this conversation, it is worth mentioning that in the centre of Georgiana's left cheek was a singular mark deeply related, so to speak, to the texture and substance of her face. In the usual state of his tez (a
healthy but delicate laziness), the brand had a deep crimson tone. When he blushed, he gradually lost his definition until he disappeared into the triumphant torrent of blood that bathed brilliantly all over his cheek. But if a changing emotion made it pale, there was again the mark, a crimson spot on the snow, with a clarity that Aylmer sometimes seemed
almost formidable. Its shape did not retain little similarity with a human hand, although the smallest size. Georgiana's lovers dined that at the time of her birth, a fairy had put her little hand on the newborn's cheek, leaving that mark there as a sign of the magical gifts that gave her this domination over all hearts. Many desperate suitors would have put their
lives at risk for the privilege of pressing the mysterious hand with their lips. It should not be hidden, however, that the impression produced by this sign of the bedas varied considerably depending on the difference in temperament of the one who contemplated it. Some annoying people (exclusively of their own sex) claimed that the bloody hand, as they called
it, totally destroyed the effect of Georgiana's beauty and made her face still horrible. But it would be as unreasonable as saying that one of the little bluish spots sometimes found in the purest marble statues would turn Hiram Powers' Watch into a monster. Male observers, when the birthmark was not used to increase their admiration, were content to wish
that he would not be there so that the world could possess a of the flawless love ideal. After his marriage (because before he thought little or nothing about the question), Aylmer discovered that this was what had happened to him. If it had been less beautiful, he might have felt his affection increase because of the beauty of this hand that sometimes rebelled
vaguely, other times it would get lost, and others would reappear in brilliant with every pulse of emotion beating in Georgiana's heart. But seeing her so perfect in the rest, she discovered that this one defect became more and more intolerable with every moment she served in her united life. It is the imperfection of humanity that Nature, in one way or another,
stamps imborrably on all its creations, either to imply that they are temporal and finite, or so that their perfection is attained by effort and pain. The purple hand expressed the inescapable embrace with which mortality clings to the highest terrestrial mussels to make them similar to even the most brutal, as when their visible bodies return to dust. Therefore, by
choosing the mark as a symbol of his wife's ability to sin, punish, corrupt and die, Aylmer's dark imagination quickly transformed the birthmark into a terrible object that produced more turmow and horror than the pleasure he had ever given, to the soul or sense, the beauty of Georgiana. In all those seasons that should have been the happiest, invariably, and
without pretending, or rather pretending otherwise, he came back to this disastrous subject. As insignificant as it may seem at first, it was so linked to countless ways of thinking and feeling that it became the centerpiece of everything. In the light of dawn, Aylmer opened his eyes to the woman's face and recognized the symbol of imperfection; and when at
night they sat together before the house, their eyes rested on her cheeks, and they contemplated, shining dullly with the flames of the wood fire, the spectral hand which wrote mortality where she would gladly have preferred to find veneration. Georgiana soon learned to shudder at her eyes. All he had to do was contemplate it with the particular expression
often adopted by his face to transform the roses of his cheeks into a mortal pallor in the middle of which the purple hand stood out as a ruby bas-relief on the whiter marble. One night, at the last minute, when the light was disappearing, it was therefore difficult for her to betray the stain on the cheek of the poor wife, she herself voluntarily removed the subject
for the first time. Remember, my dear Aylmer, he asked, with a slight attempt to smile, do you remember a dream of night on that hateful hand? None of them! Not at all! Aylmer answered with surprise; but then, in a cold, dry tone, trying to hide the real depth of her emotion, she added: | could have dreamed of it, but before | fell asleep, | held my fantasy
firmly. And you dreamed of her? Georgiana added, fearing that a torrent of tears would interrupt what she was going to say, a terrible dream! I'm surprised you were able to forget it. Is it possible to forget that expression? Now he is in his heart; We have to take it off! Think about it, my husband; so whatever it is, you should remember it. The mind is in a sad
state where sleep cannot confine its spectra in the dark region of its domains, producing fear of real life with secrets that may belong to another deeper life. Aylmer then remembered his dream. He had dreamed that he and his servant Aminadab were attempting an operation to remove the birthmark; but the deeper the knife deepened, the more his hand
sank, until finally the little hand seemed to cling to The heart of Georgiana; but her husband was inexorably determined to cut it or to tear it away. When the dream took on a perfect form in his memory, Aylmer, sitting in the presence of his wife, felt guilty. Often the truth makes its way to the mind well wrapped in the clothes of sleep, and then speaks with
uncompromising clarity about the issues on which we derappe when we are awake. Until then, he had not become aware of the tyrannical influence that had acquired an idea in his mind, and the extent to which he would be willing to go in order to pacify himself. Aylmer, said Georgiana solemnly. | don't know how much it would cost both of us to get rid of that
fatal mark. Maybe its elimination will cause an incurable deformation, or perhaps the stain is as deep as life itself. But do we know if there is a chance, in any case, to free myself from the firm grip of this little hand that rested on me before | came into the world? My dear Georgiana, interrupted Aylmer, | have thought a lot about it. | am convinced that its
elimination is entirely possible. If there is the furthest possibility of this, we have to try at all costs, Georgiana replied. Danger means nothing to me; for life, when this odious mark makes me the target of your horror and discontent... life is a burden from which | would gladly be detached. Take that horrible hand away from me or take my life! Your science is
profound. The world is withessing this. You've done great, wonderful things. Aren't you going to be able to remove that little mark that is no bigger than the buds of both little finger? Is it beyond your power, for your own peace, and to save your poor wife from madness? My noble, dear and tender wife, replied Aylmer, do not doubt my power. | have already
given a lot of thought to this issue; with thoughts that could almost have enlightened me to create a less perfect being than you. Georgiana, you took me deep into the heart of science. | feel absolutely competent to make this dear cheek as perfect as your sister; and then, my dear, what a triumph when | corrected what Nature has left imperfect in its most
beautiful work! Even Pygmalion, when his sculpted wife took to life, did not feel a greater ecstasy than | would feel myself. Then it's decided, said Georgiana, smiling slightly. And Aylmer, do not give up even if the birthmark finally takes refuge in my heart. The husband kissed him tenderly on the cheek, on his right cheek, not on which he had his purple hand
printed. The next day, Aylmer brought to his wife's attention a plan he had prepared that would give her the opportunity to maintain the intense thoughts and constant vigilance that the operation would need; and Georgiana would also benefit from the absolute rest that was essential to success. They had to lock themselves in the spacious apartments
occupied by Aylmer's laboratory, and in which, in his youth, he had made discoveries about the basic powers of Nature that had aroused the admiration of all the enlightened societies of Europe. Quietly seated in this laboratory, the pale philosopher had studied the secrets of the highest cloud regions and the deepest mines; had known the causes that lit up
and kept the volcanao's fires alive; and had explained the mystery of the fountains, and how some grow so lively and pure, and there are others that have medicinal virtues, from the dark bottom of the earth. Here too, he had studied the wonders of human structure and had tried to probe the very processes by which Nature assimilates all its precious influences
of the earth and air, and of the spiritual world, to create man, his masterpiece. However, Aylmer had long put aside this last attempt to recognize the truth that our great creative mother, although she distracts us by working in broad daylight, but she takes care of her secrets, and even if she claims to be open, only teaches us her results. It certainly allows us to
spoil your works, but rarely modify them, and by no means, as a jealous patent holder, allows us to create them. However, Aylmer had resumed these average surveys certainly not with the hopes or desires with which | had initiated them, but because they signified a great physiological truth and were necessary for the plan that had been proposed for the
treatment of Georgiana. When it allowed her to cross the threshold of the Georgian laboratory, she was cold and tremulula. Aylmer looked at her cheerfully, intending to reassure her, but was so surprised by the intense glow of the birthmark on the whiteness of her cheek that she could not avoid a powerful and convulsive shiver. The woman is missing.
Aminadab! Amminadab! Aylmer shouted violently to the ground. From an inner room came immediately a man of low but voluminous structure. This character had been Aylmer's low-paid worker throughout his scientific career, and he was admirably suited to this profession for his great mechanical disposition and ability with which, though unable to
understand a single principle, he performed all the details of his master's experiments. With his enormous strength, his hairstyle, his smoky appearance and his indescribable terseness in which he was incorporated, he seemed to be a representation of the physical nature of man; while Aylmer's slender figure, and his pale, intellectual face, were a no less
appropriate representation of the spiritual element. Aminadab, open the door of vanity and burn a pill. Aylmer said. Yes, master, replied Aminadab, looking intensely at the inert form of Georgiana; And then he murmured to himself; If it was my wife, | would never take that birthmark away from her. When Georgiana regained consciousness, she exuded an
atmosphere of penetrating fragrance, whose soft power reminded her of her almost fatal discoloration. He also found the scene around her charming. Aylmer had transformed these dark, dark, smoky rooms, in which he had spent his brightest years searching for the hidden, into a series of beautiful practical apartments for a beautiful woman to live in retreat.
Walls hung beautiful curtains that produced this combination of grandeur and grace that no other ornament can produce; and as they fell from the ceiling to the floor, their rich and heavy folds, which concealed all angles and straight lines, seemed to separate this stage from infinite space. For geor giana, it could be a pavilion in the clouds. And Aylmer, by
closing the passage to sunlight, which would have interfered in its chemical processes, had set up scented lamps that emitted flames of varying tones, but all gave off soft and purple radiation. Aylmer then knelt beside his wife and contemplated her seriously, but without alarm; trusted his science and knew that he could draw around him a magic circle that no
evil could penetrate. Where am 1? Oh, | remember, said Georga dimly, begging for a hand on her cheek to hide the terrible mark of her husband's eyes. Don't be afraid, my dear! He exclaimed, Don't get away from me! Believe me, Georgiana, I'm even glad you have this imperfection, because of the onslation that will make me eliminate it. Oh, forgive me! The
woman replied sadly. Please don't look at her again. I'll never forget that convulsive thrill. To reassure Georgiana, and to free her mind, so to speak, from the burden of real things, Aylmer put into practice some of the light and playful secrets that science had taught her among deeper knowledge. Aerial figures, absolutely disembodied ideas and forms of
insignificant beauty appear and dance in front of her, printing her momentary footprints on the beams of light. Although she had a vague idea of the method of these optical phenomena, the illusion was almost perfect enough to make her believe that her husband had domination and influence over the spiritual world. And then, when he felt the desire to look
outward from his confinement, immediately, as in response to his thoughts, the procession of external existence passed through a screen. The actual scene and figures were perfectly represented, but with this charming difference, so indescribable, it always makes a painting, an image or a shadow much more attractive than the original. When he had had
enough, Aylmer ordered him to fix his eyes on a container containing a certain amount of earth. She did so, with little interest at first, but was immediately surprised to see that the germ of a plant was sprouting from the ground. Then the thin stem appeared, the leaves gradually unfolded and in the middle of them appeared a perfect and charming flower. It's
magical! Georgiana screamed. | don't dare touch her. Better yet, tear it up, replied Aylmer. Scrape and inhale while you can breathe its brief scent. The flower will tighten in a few moments and leave nothing but the dark pods of the seeds; so that a race as ephemeral as this one can be perpetuated. It had barely touched Georgiana the flower when the whole
plant was destroyed and its leaves turned black as coal, as if they had burned. The stimulus was too powerful, Aylmer said thoughtfully. To compensate for this experience, he proposes to make his portrait through a scientific process of his invention. I'd do it by dropping the rays of light on a polished metal plate. Georgiana agreed, but as she looked at the
she was afraid to see the features of the portrait were blurred and indefinable; but the little figure of a hand appeared where the cheek was supposed to be. Aylmer took the metal plate and inserted it into a corrosive acid container. He soon forgot, however, these mortifery failures. In the pauses of study and chemical experimentation, he walked with her
exhausted and reddened, but Georgiana's presence seemed to give her vigour, and then spoke with a brilliant language of the resources of her art. He made a history of the long dynasty of alchemists who spent many years searching for the universal solvent by which the golden principle of all vile and low things could be extracted. Aylmer seemed to believe
that through the simplest scientific logic, he was totally within the limits of what was possible to discover this medium that had been sought after for a long time. But a philosopher who deepened sufficiently to acquire this power would also att will att will be so high a wisdom that it would encourage him not to exercise it, he added. His views on the elixir of life
are no less unigue. He most certainly suggested that it was in his hand to get a fluid that would prolong life for years, perhaps endless; but that this would produce in Nature a discord that everyone, but especially those who drank the panacea of immortality, would have reason to condemn. Aylmer, are you serious? Georgiana asked, looking at him with
amazement and fear. It is terrible to possess this power, even to dream of possessing it. Oh, don't tremble, my love, replied the husband. Neither you nor | would hurt ourselves by producing such in harmony effects on our lives; but | would like you to consider how insignificant, by comparison, it is the skill necessary to eliminate this little hand. As usual, at the
mention of the birthmark, Georgiana recoiled as if a red iron had touched her cheek. Aylmer goes back to work. She could hear her voice in the distant room of the furnace giving orders to Aminadab, listening in response to Aminadab's harsh and distorted tones, more like the grunt of an animal than human language. After hours of absence, Aylmer
reappeared and now offered to examine his cabinet of chemicals and natural treasures of the earth. Among the first, he showed him a small bottle in which he commented contained a sweet but most powerful perfume, capable of permeating all the breezes that crossed a kingdom. The contents of the small bottle were priceless; and as | told him, he threw
part of the perfume into the air filling the room with a penetrating and invigorating fragrance. And what is it? Georgiana asked, pointing to a small sphere of glass contained a golden liquid. It's so beautiful in sight that you might think it's the elixir of life. And that's in a way, Aylmer replied. Or rather the elixir of immortality. It is the most precious poison ever
made in this world. With his help, he could shorten the life of any mortal you have pointed at. The potency of the dose would determine whether the dose would live for years or fall dead in the middle of a breath. No king on his forbidden throne could support himself if I, in my private quarters, considered that the welfare of millions of people justified my
pending. And why do you keep such a terrible drug? Georgiana asked in horror. You must not be suspicious of me, my dear, replied the husband, smiling. Its virtuous power is even greater than that harmful. But look at this! Here's a powerful cosmetic. Adding a few drops to a jug of water can remove freckles with the same ease with which we wash our
hands. A stronger infusion would draw blood from the cheeks and leave the beauty more flushed as if it were a pale ghost. With this lotion are you trying to bathe my cheek? Georgiana asked anxiously. Oh, no, replied the husband immediately. This one's just superficial. Your case requires a remedy that deepens further. In his conversations with Georgiana,
Aylmer usually asked him at length about his feelings and whether he liked locking up in his rooms and the temperature of the atmosphere. These questions had such a special intention that Georgiana began to think that she was already subject to certain physical influences, that she was breathing with fragrant air or ingesting it with food. There was also,
although there may be something totally imaginary, that there was a agitation in his system: a strange and indefinite sensation that slipped into his veins and tickled him, half painfully and half pleasantly in his heart. But every time she dared to look in the mirror, she looked pale as a white rose and with the purple birthmark printed on her cheek. Now, even
Aylmer didn't hate her as much as she did. To dispel the boredom of the hours her husband felt it necessary to devote to the processes of combination and analysis, Georgiana waved between the volumes of her scientific library. In many dark and ancient volumes, he found chapters full of romanticism and poetry. They were the works of medieval
philosophers, such as Alberto Magno, Cornelius Agrippa, Paracelsus and the famous brother who created the cheeky prophetic head. All these former naturalists were advanced from their but they were imbued with the credulity of those times and were perhaps they imagined themselves, that they had acquired in their search for nature a power over it, and
the study of physics an influence on the spiritual world. The first volumes of the Acts of the Royal Society, in which members, knowing little about the limits of natural possibility, continually recorded wonders or proposed methods by which such wonders could be performed, were less curious and imaginative. But for Georgiana, the most absorbing volume
was a large infolium written by her husband in which she had recorded all the experiments of her scientific trajectory, her initial purpose, the methods adopted for her development and the ultimate failure or success, with the circumstances to which she attributed each. In truth, the book was both the story and the emblem of his fiery, ambitious, imaginative and
yet practical professional life. He took care of the physical details as if there were nothing beyond them; and yet he spiritualizes them all and redeems himself from materialism for his powerful and anxious aspiration to infinity. Before him, the most humble bump took on a soul. As Georgiana read, he worshipped And loved him more deeply than ever, but with
less reliance on his judgment than before. As much as he had achieved, she could not help but understand that his greatest successes were almost invariably failures in relation to the ideal to which he stressed. His brightest diamonds were simple pebbles, and he perceived them himself, compared to the priceless gemstones that were hidden and out of
reach. The volume, enriched by the achievements that had given the author fame, at the same time was the most melancholy record ever written by a mortal hand. It was the sad confession and continuous example of the defects of the composite man, with the mind laden with clay and work in matter, and despair that attacks the higher nature by discovering
himself so miserably reduced by its earthly part. Perhaps every man of genius in any sphere can recognize the image of his own experience in the Aylmer journal. These reflections found by her husband have so deeply affected Georgiana. It is dangerous to read the books of a sorcerer, he said, smiling, though his face reveals agitation and discontent.
Georgiana, in this volume there are pages that | am barely able to see and maintain meaning. Be careful, it won't be harmful to you. It made me worship you more than ever, she replied. Ah, wait for this success, and you can worship me, he replied. With him, | can hardly consider myself unworthy. But come on, | was looking for you for the your voice. Sing for
me, my dear. She then poured the liquid music out of her voice to quench her husband's thirst for spirit. Then he said goodbye with exuberant youthful joy, assuring him that his detention would last only a little longer, and that the result was already certain. He was barely gone when Georgiana felt irresistibly driven to follow him. He had forgotten to inform
Aylmer of a symptom that had begun to attract his attention in the last two or three hours. It was a deadly birthmark sensation, nothing painful, but it caused a stir throughout her system. Running after her husband, she entered the laboratory for the first time. The first thing that surprised his gaze was the furnace, this fiery and inbred working instrument, with
the intense glow of fire, which by the amount of soot that had accumulated seemed to have burned for several centuries. There was a distillation machine in full operation. Around the room there were replicas, tubes, cylinders, crucibles and other devices for chemical research. An electric machine was ready for immediate use. The atmosphere was opressing
and stained by gaseous odors that had been tormented by the processes of science. The stern and simple simplicity of the room, with bare brick walls and sidewalk, was strange because Georgiana had become accustomed to the fantastic elegance of her living room. But what attracted his attention, almost exclusively, was the appearance of Aylmer himself.
He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, crouched on the oven, as if it depended on his maximum vigilance that the liquid he distilled was the drink of unhappiness or immortal happiness. How different she was from the optimistic and cheerful look she had taken to stimulate Georgiana! Carefully now, Aminadab; carefully, human machine ... carefully,
clay man! Aylmer murmured, but more for himself than for his assistant. If we pass now or are not up to the task a little bit, all is lost. Ha, ha! Aminadab murmured, Look now, master! To watch! Aylmer quickly looked up and turned up at first, then became paler than ever, Georgiana contemplated. He ran towards her and held her by the arm with a force that
caused her fingers to leave a mark on her. Why have you come all this way? Don't you trust your husband? He cried impetuously. Don't you leave to my effort the misfortune of this fatal mark? It's not fair. Go away, get a woman, go! No, Aylmer, it is not you who have the right to complain, cried Georgiana with a firmness for which she was very endowed.
You're going to be Your wife's you hid the anxiety with you are watching the development of this experience. Don't consider me unworthy, my husband. Tell me all the risks we are taking and don't be afraid that | will back down; because my share is nothing less than yours. No, no, Georgiana! Aylmer exclaimed impatiently. It shouldn't be like this. | submit, she
replied calmly. And I will drink everything you offer me; but | would do it for the same reason that it would induce me to accept a dose of poison if your hand offered it to me. My noble wife, added Aylmer, deeply moved. Until now, | had not known the height and depth of your nature. | won't hide anything from you. So you must know that this purple hand,
though it seems superficial, clung to your being with a force of which | had no idea before. I've already given you agents powerful enough to do everything but change your entire physical system. Only one thing is suitable to try. If it fails, we have failed. And why are you hesitant to tell me? She asked. Because it's dangerous, Georgiana, replied Aylmer



quietly. Dangerous? There is only one danger: that this horrible stigma will remain on my cheek! Take it off, take it off whatever the price, or we're both going to go crazy! God knows your words are true, cried Aylmer sadly. And now, my dear, go back to your living room. Soon we'll do the test. He accompanied her and said goodbye to her with solemn
tenderness indicating much more than his words all that was at stake. After the farewell, Georgiana immersed himself in his thoughts. He considered Aylmer's character to be more justice than ever before. Her heart rejoiced, though trembling, in the honour of her husband's love: so pure and so high that she would accept nothing but perfection, and that she
would not be content miserably with a nature more earthly than he had dreamed. He understood that this feeling was much more precious than the other, more mediocre, which would have been lenient with imperfection in exchange for its security, and would have been guilty of betrayal of sacred love if he had degraded his idea of perfection to the level of
reality. And then she prayed with all her mind that for a single moment she could satisfy the highest and deepest conception of the husband. | knew that | could only do it for a moment, for Aylmer's spirit was always moving, always ascending, and every moment required something that was beyond reach of the previous moment. The sound of her husband's
footsteps urged her. He wore a glass sphere containing a liquor as colorless as water, but so bright that it could be the drink of immortality. Aylmer was pale, but more than out of fear or doubt he seemed consequence of the tension of the mind mind a very hectic state of mind. The making of the drink was perfect, he says in response to Georgiana's eyes.
Unless all my science has deceived me, it cannot fail. Without you, my dear Aylmer, | would like to remove this mark of mortality by abandoning mortality itself, she observed. Life is a sad possession for those who have attained the degree of moral progress in which | find myself. If | were weaker and more blind, | could be happy. If | were stronger, | could do it
with hope. But being what | have discovered to be, it seems to me that of all mortals, | am the most fit to die. You are fit for heaven without proving death! The husband answered, but why are we talking about dying? Alcohol can't fail. Here is its effect on this plant. On the window sill was a diseased geranium with yellow spots that had spread in its leaves.
Aylmer dumped a small amount of liquid on the land in which he grew up. Soon after, when the roots of the plant had absorbed moisture, the disgusting spots began to disappear in the middle of a living greenery. No evidence was needed, Georgiana said calmly. Give me the drink. | happily bet everything on your word. Drink then, you have raised creature!
Aylmer exclaimed with admiration. There is no blemish spot in your mind. And also your sensitive structure will soon be perfect. She drank the liquid and returned the glass. It's nice, he says with a placid smile. It seems to me that it is like water from a celestial spring; because it contains | do not know what a delicious and discreet fragrance. | was questioned
by the contagious thirst that for several days | have been drying out. But now, my dear, let me sleep. My earthly senses close on my mind like the leaves around the heart of a rose at dusk. He uttered these last words with gentle degana, as if he needed more energy than he could gather to pronounce the syllables slowly and weakly. They were barely out of
his lips when he got lost in sleep. Aylmer sat next to him, observing his appearance with the right emotions for a man who played all of existence in the process he would now see. However, combined with this mood was the characteristic of the philosophical research of the man of science. Even the slightest symptom didn't escape him. An increase in the
blush cheek, a slight irregularity of breathing, a chill of the eyelid, a barely perceptible tremor of the structure: these were the details that the moments passed were written in his volume of infolium. Intense thoughts had imprinted his on all the previous pages of the but each year's thoughts were focused on the last page. As he did, he often continued to
contemplate the fatal hand, always with a shudder. And on one occasion, by a strange and inexplicable impulse, he brushed her with his lips. However, his mind receded in this very act; and Georgiana, halfway through her deep sleep, moved agitated and murmured a protest. Aylmer has resumed surveillance. There is no shortage of results: purple hand
which, at first looked powerfully into the marmorea paleness of Georgiana's cheek, began to profile with greater weakness. She remained as pale as ever; but the birthmark has lost some of its previous clarity with each breath. Horrible had been his presence; but even more horrible was his disappearance. To find out how this mysterious symbol disappeared,
you will have to watch the rainbow do it in the sky. Oh, my God! He's almost gone! Aylmer says he's ecstatic: | can barely see her now. Success! Success! Now it has the weakest pink color that can exist. He lighter pulling the blood off his cheeks would hide it. But how pale she is! He opened the window curtain allowing daylight to enter the room and fall on
his cheek. At that very moment he heard a brutal and hoarse laugh, which he had long recognized as the expression of the pleasure of his servant Aminadab. Ah, piece of earth! Ah, earthy dough! Aylmer cried, laughing with a kind of frenzy. You served me well! Matter and spirit, earth and sky, have both done their part in this area! Laughing, object of the
senses! You've earned the right to laugh. These exclamations awakened Georgiana from her dream. She slowly opened her eyes and looked into the mirror that her husband had arranged for her. A slight smile shone on his lips when he recognized that now it was barely noticeable that the purple hand that once shone so disastrously as to ward off all his
happiness. But immediately, his eyes looked for Aylmer's face with a agitation and anxiety that he could only perceive. My poor Aylmer! she murmured. Poor thing? No, the richest, happiest and most privileged! He exclaimed, he cried, my girlfriend like no other, we succeeded! You're perfect! My poor Aylmer, she repeated, with more than human tenderness.
You pointed it up and you did it without lying. Do not repent that with such a high and pure feeling that you have rejected the best that the earth could offer. Aylmer, my dear Aylmer, | die! Oh, that was true! The fatal hand had struggled with the mystery of life and was the link for which an angelic spirit remained attached to a mortal body. When the last tone of
the birthmark , the only evidence of human imperfection - gone from her cheek, the breath of the now perfect woman moved into the atmosphere, and her soul, stopping for a moment near her husband, set herself on her flight to heaven. Then the hoarse laughter was heard again! It is always fortunate that the earth's harsh loss in its immutable triumph over
the immortal essence which, in this dark sphere of half-development, demands completion in a higher state. If Aylmer had acquired a deeper wisdom, he would not have had to part with the happiness that would have woven his life of mortal texture with the celestial. But the circumstances of the moment was too powerful for him; he did not look beyond the
dark scope of time, and living once and for all in eternity, he did not find in the present the perfect future. Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804-1864) Gothic stories. | Stories by Nathaniel Hawthorne. More Gothic Literature: The analysis and summary of Nathaniel Hawthorne's story: The Birth Mark were performed by The Gothic Mirror. For reproduction write to
elespejogotico@gmail.com elespejogotico@gmail.com
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