
HAWTHORNDEAN.
CHAPTER XXVII.

MABBIED IN HASTE.-
Mb.Benton was seated under the stoop of the cottageatIngle-
wood in the early spring twilight, when he read this letter- hegioanedaloud ashe finishedit, starting Sobriety out of anap shewas comfortably takingin her chair by the kitchen fire. Thegirlranto the inner room, where her mistresswas quietlyDenninga'atter toher dearabsentHarold.

* s
'Mr. groanedaheap like a fit?

"
tshelsaid, coldly. "IthimkyoubetterBtir."

"'
,.,Th,,e,'wi êwa's by nis side instantly> inquiring', "Are youillPhilip ? placing her handon his forehead,which boremarks ofdeep distress. Thelook from hisdark piercing eyesalmostterri-fiedher as he pointed to the letter,placing at the same time hishands overher face, he burst into an agonyof tearless grief,ex-claiming, "O, my child, my child!my lost Marion, why didIsuffer you to leaveme!" J"J.8J* to° kte tohope?» inquiredMrs. Benton,after readingthe epistle through without pause or exclamation;"this tells

nothing decided, only gives reason to fear; it.isnot too late to
warn,certainly."

"Itis allplain to me,Lucy," he replied,in avoice scarcely
audible from strong emotion, whichhe was invain endeavoring to
control. (Philip Benton wasnot as proudandself-contained as of
erst.) "Perfidious girl! this accountsfor thehist letter fromher jhowbitter istobeher punishment!"

"Butis it toolate?" again inquiredher mother."Godknows,"he said;"if Marion withher powerfulwillhas
becomeentangled with this man, she would hardly be influenced
by the judgment or advice of a parent. Ican use authority

—
I

canseparatethem— butyouknow well whatthatmeans."
Neverbeforehadhereferredto their own.very early andsome-what imprudent marriage, against the approvalof parents, and

withatlast only areluctant consent. "The sins of theparentsIO, dreadful penance, to see our dear ones visited in this way."
Mrs. Bentonwas silent j all thelong yearsof their marriage wereobliterated, andshe remembered only thepleadings of herfather
ashe said, "Lucy,Itremble for your happinesswith thisproud,
haughty man." Hehad used his authority to preventthe union,'
till hefound time and separationdid not change their determina-tion, and then his consentwas given underprotest. "

Andyet,"
said Mrs.Benton toherself, "itwas fromnorealevilthatheknew
ofPhilip, only anunaccountable dislike hehadtaken to theman."
She wonderedwithinherself, asshe stood withher handrestingon.
herhusband's head,thathe shouldhavespokenof these things ha
this connection. He seemedto readher thoughts, andrecovering1

himself, he drew her down by his side and said affection-
ately,"Don't for a moment think,Lucy, thatImeantocompare
our courtshipand marriagewith Marion's proceedings,if Iguess
the truthconcerning her. Ours was the first pure generous affec-
tionof youth;Ionly spoke asIdid, to showhowlittleparental
authorityaffects in such matters, even in the most obedient;ifMarion intends to put off young Leighton for that scape-grace
Stapleton, itis becauseof agilded bait;she is makinghaste to berich, likeher father,andlikehim she willblast her wholelife."

"Doyouknowhim ?
" inquired thewife;"the Colonelspeaks

of reformedhabits.""Iknewhim well,*fifteenyearssince/ as agood-natured, fellow
about town, fast in many ways;he then, spent the income of a
largefortune in drinking and carousing. His respectablefriends
tried to keep him up, and he was never excluded from society
thoughhewas oftenunfitto appear among ladies. Helostapart
of his fortune by me," lie continued, struggling with thememory
of those days; "but the Colonel thought itwouldbeagood thing
forhim to lose it,and persuadedhimto enter into this EastIndiascheme, inwhichhehasbeen wonderfullysuccessful,andreformed
inhis habits also;itis time for that; hemust benearlyas old as
ColonelHartland. Heis fine-looking, and canbeaperfectgentle-
man, but ah!the golden hook whichhe holds out to catch my
child! What shall Isay to .Marion ? Ihave yet to answerherletter announcing a change inher towardHoratio.""Ithink Ishould write as if it were impossible she'should
think ofany oneelse;Itremble for the effect uponHoratio/"Yes,Lucy, he willstagger under it, but Ihope he willnot
fall;we must do what wecan for him;manyagirl hastheruin
of aman,soul and body, onher conscience. Leightonwillbearit
better thansome men would

—
Dr.Nelson, for instance, Ithinkit

will hardenHoratio, leadhimto lookonambitionasbis bride,andmake him thoroughly worldly; you can do much for him, my
dear."

Itwas indeedadifficult task to speak to the woundedheartof
the young man, when he came to Mrs. Benton's with the lines
from Marionin his hand, declaring their engagement atanend,
and witha restless and unequitablemovement, walkedthe room,
begging Mrs.Benton to tell him whattodo. She gavehimsuchcomfort as she could, would not allow thatall hope for him waslost, andthedistressedloverreturned to hishome,spent thenight
writing letterafter letter tohis beloved,and endedbytearingall
into a thousand pieces. Seizing his portmanteau, intowhichhe
had hastily thrust a fewarticles of clothing, he surprised Mrs.
Bentonat the first dawnof day, by appearingat Inglewood, withthe intelligence that he was en route for the east withoutdelay.
Night and day— sleepless nights and wearisome days in thosetimes of slow transportation;but at the endof a week he foundhimself in a large hotel in the city that contained to him thegreatest treasure. Hehidnot once reflectonhis appearance— hishaggard look,his disordered garments—he did not evenwait forfashionable hours, but took his wayat once toColonelHartland'smansion, with the lookof ananxions speculator on his face. Heinquired at the door for "Miss Benton;" the servant lookeddoubtful, and then replied thatMiss Marion was out,but MissEosinewas in— would he sendup his name? He hadtforgottenthe existenceof sucha little thing as a card,but fortunately forhis wits,at thatmomenttheColonel crossed thehall."

Bless my heartI" he exclaimed,coming forwardanddivinehis handcordially tothe young man. "Comein,lamglad°to seeyou; come in here," he added, and rememberingall that mustnecessarily follow this visit,heopenedthe door intohisownprivateparlor. Itwasavery awkwardjiosition,and noonecouldfeel theawkwardnessmoresensibly than the Colonel,andasusualhemadearush inmedias resat once.
"I suppose you came, principally to look after Marion"hesaid afterapause that was terrible to both. "IhopeyoumaY beintime to make matters all straight again; she has gone toridejustnow with— my cousin, Tom Stapleton; these constant atten.tions troubledme,but youknowIfelt she wassafe."
Thehotbloodmountedto the templesof the youno-manasheheardthis, therewas more tobe fearedthanhe had thought " hehad not believed that Marion could already put another in*hisplace. At that moment he heard her ringing voice in the halland.the tonesofherattendantashe followed,closelyuponher steps'
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MORAL OF THE GOLDEN CIBORTUM.
BY ELEANOR C. DONNELLY INTHE AYE MABIA.

Once indark and troubleddays
When France-was filled withwoe,

Andsacrilegious hands, bloodstained.,
Theholiest of spotsprofaned,

And laid the altarslow;
A saintly cure,full of fear,

His trembling taperlit,
Anddrew theSacredHost divine
(Aloneat midnight)fromItsshrine

Where angelsworshippedit.
And ina glass ciborium,

Anhumblecrystalvase,
With reverentialhands concealed
ThehiddenGod;then safely sealed

The fragileresting-place.
Deepin adark sequesterednook

Behind the chapelgray,
The holy priestingriefprofound,
Buriedthe Treasure in the ground,

And wentin tears, away.
The days rolledon;and withthemfled

The clouds of sin andsorrow;
On desecratedaltars shone
Thelight ofPeace; a roseate dawn

Bespokeabright to-morrow.
Thenstolethehumblecure forth,

With heavenin his eyes,
And,where the grass grew thick and tall,
Concealedbehind the old church wall,

He sought his buriedPrize.
With eager,tremblinghandshe casts

Thepreciousearthabout;
The joyous tearsrundownhis face

—
He stoops above theholy place

—
Anddrawsthe Treasureout.

Oh!movingmiracle of love!
(Praise to theHoly Ghost!)

Theglass ciborium of old
Ischanged tooneof shining gold

Andblood-red is theMost!
The living touchof Christ's pureFleshHath wrought thismarvelstrange!
Oh! come, raysoul, andhumbly bow
Before thy God, and weep that thou

Hast feltnokindredchange.
Howoft thy heart hathbeena closed
Ciborium whereinreposed

The sameAlmighty Lord;
Alas !poor thing, asfrail andweak
As wasthat crystalcup antique

Thatheld th' Incarnate Word.
AndhaveIcarried fire here

Deepinmy frozenbreast,
Nor feltmy garmentsburnandglow ?— Ah!let itbe no longer so,

My sweet, celestial Guest!
Give mea faithso strongand freshThat at the touchof ThypureFlesh,

My soul may be transformed;
Myheart no longer cold and numb,
Cnanged toafair ciborium

By Thy dear Presence warmed!
And when Thymighty HandshallsnatchMy asbes from themould,
Ah!may the SacredHost outshineFrom this glad jisenheartof mine,

Andchange itsdust togold!
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