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GEORGE MARCY‘S DISAPPEAR-

0 knew what had become of him—of
m.nmm, Soung, vivacions, gifted, heedies, Tov-
rgo Edgar Morcy. He had dropped
Whlly out nr Tondon and literature and love-
making, a his airy projcts and.bis oces
sionally’ lugh ﬁq\]numnl, ing vivid
Sielms fd magsineariclos an
vious and comic—he had left every thing behind
him and_disappeared. al snid wo might
have better spared a better man—some few
s wore sicerdy somy for s Gisappesrance

e who, ry body afterward
e 5t o e d%ply mn. i disp-
pearance came about in o Mar-

way
cyara o brillient young ! i, menberor
o family which had a name in literature,

and vas himsef rsing ol fato i o ot
tation.  Any thing very groat e would never
be—you had only m lrmL u: his head and fac

e
to ses that; but el s oo o
d sketches, cnuqnes, o Arvhles of over kind
Wherein s cortain frésh and light stream of the
poetic might blend casily with a fantastic, eccen-
tric, but very genuine humor. ~You w
cnllud bim ‘ono of the Boben
is personal mmu e
hemmu- or o much  palatial club-
room to u public ho\ue, and a drawing-room
Wil ormamented with pretey and. clover women
to cither. He wasa lemhly thoughtless, thiift-
ess fellow, and, unless when he liked to work
was decidedly lnzy; but ho was & S
heart and i etimes provol
editors and_ publishers out of all patience; for
when the first installment of copy came, zl\en:
was no saying when the next would com
shether it would ever come at all; and desd
there were editors who had iss itive or-
der that 1o line wargeu copy should, wndee
any circumstances, be touched until the wholo
(h never sent in any article, however short, in
a

again would he have any thing to do with Georgo
oy but ons could ot help bimselly

Georgo ldgur was sure to como in and tlk
Gver th soothing appeal, vow of better con-
T L il b of el
o You could 1o more continue lnng fobe
gty with him than if he were a Beuy
body ended by liking him, He was nvery han
some young fellow, of dacidedly shors siature
nd sonder make, bit shapely and. Tithe;. and
R a1 o i s, o b viveizose
Ho used to firt with a great
many girls, and. all of them liked him—and,
i, et loast folt more than a kg for

him.

had been brought up in Ttaly, and had
a great deal of the Italian about him-——tho ani-
‘mation and variety of gosture and intonation, as
well as the dark hair and eyes. At the time T
speat of, hehad, indeed, only| beonsoma o yors
home from Italy. O which hé now

who had a handsome house in Kensington, Bm\
was fond of gaihering authors and puinterd
journalists round h Bk s
jmlgln er Annie, b st pretty and good,
an by morsoros,  quick,elesr b and igh:
ly cultivated tast who froquented the
Hoass wees il yory fond of Aseis ashuret
was very fond of er; s 0 wis my vife
, therefore, in my case it did not mat-
ter. But I thought—we all though - G e
Eidgar Marey was also foud o her, and i quie
a different vy, o to like his so-
Thu looked highly promls-

clety very mi
g and skisictory;
of Mr. Bathurst, ks rould not have,
cared whothor Lis dasghters husband had or
had not money, provided that the Aluuglx(er Joved
him, and that he was a good fellow—now Geo
gt was's good fulaw,  Evon then, whon w
tew the bostof him but smperficially, and knew
all his faults, we could say nothing about bi
which could pain or : discourage the fther of any
gl wholovalln:

Ono night I met George Edgar at Mr. Bath-
\n'sLs house. I shall always remember that

ht.  George and Miss Bathurst talked to-

fekhor very maieh, and really sssmod. quits liko
vk Oncs I sav—ue [ looked. purposeess

‘o i oo sha thlr hands i somatow
3 cliance, 50 that the blushed and. trembled,
whilo e fooked embaras 5
thought thess wero highly suspicions symptorma,

I into town to one of the newspaper

offces Wt i, i mse o b S Mo, it

s for my wife,  Tomy surprse, when ( rose
% £9 Goone Masey ross”als and sl hs had
to leave . st e e RIEE e e
jing 50 soon surprised m

o
As we walked Jxlung together he slldxlnnlv
said

“Tell me, old fellow, do you ever have pre-

es, of course, I fancy I have. All
ple. fmwy such things now and then, T sup-
Pose. Bar T dow t believe in the fancies—my
own or any body elsc's
'-w“n, Srcomsonot, IWeallolly. Yot
; tonight T have a heavy, uncomfort-
ble, e feeling pressing on me.”
“Not all the evening, T think. You seemed
to e vy happy—and T don’t won¢
Not all the evening, m lmely,
—it’s all nonsense, prol
me, don' you think Anme Bnmmz A charming

Tndeed T do; and a good girl—and I think,
Georgs," 1 uldan uite gravely, * that you will
be a very happy

i hookad o i, ot alons gravely, bt sadly.

T wm not “mm,, he said, “of the love of
. g.n Tike Anuie.”

€T dare say not. T doubt if many men are

wordhy of the love f he women who marry
them; but T don't ve_you are any worse
than the rest st, Geor and” I am sure Annie

thinks you are n great deal better.
nly ook his head.  Suddenly bis onx
was caugh by the talk of tvo- taian organ-
ors who fecro Lyiog on the pevement of
y e Setcions surpmer air of
evenmg, ) @ D n i e il
" said George; I really must have &
talk wuh heso fellows, T d lo
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chaps.  Besides, one may get at somo ‘copy,’
Joneyousen? Something fancifi o the Cora
hill_ox Tewplo Bar! Now, listen. One of

these boys is a Piedmontese, the other a Lom-
\m.l, L can tell that ot onca by tho accent
Can't
“Nor 1.
Lombard and
George plunged at once into animated conver-
sation with the boys; and after a few moments
became quite absorbed in talk with the young
Lombard, Now my fnoviedge of Italun is
like tho knowlodge of I e young
onan T Bentonsie® desorbot 1o Blnghe
o T uaderstond it of course you know—
and all that—but not when **ic's spoke so dev-
xlmx | qick?” os tires of Ty and samn other
are in the habit of doing. So I didu't
Tollow the conversation, and got fired and pulled

I couldu't distinguish betaveen a

'1 askod, “have you conrived 10 gx-

xmc. The Lombard fllow comes
from Daeer il 1o by e il

o) and s, mhng Him a fox questions
ot poyle sinnaed there; that was
all.”” Then he et n.« wmemuan, and
never ceased talking on ! and the other
sbjoct il N6 weachad s neine o which oue
ronds divids

“Gool-night, old follo;” Goorgo ssid, in &
Tow and rather sad tone.  And, I say, I think
o e v ma T b
town very soon—perhaps to-morrow—just for a
wbile

ro are you darting off to now 2"
“Wcll it's 4 long story, and not all a pleas-

ant one—and, in short, don't ask me. Perhaps

Lmay come bck soon perhiaps it may be a long

i 'Vly dear fellow, what are you talking about
—what do you mean’?
ttor. At least don't ask me—good-
night, and good-by.
He seized my rasped it warmly, and
then e ackons tho sireet and soon. disap-
red.

CGeorgo is in some sorape,” T thought at
once.  What it could be T could not imagine.
“The 1ost ressonable conjecture e
that ho was in dob, and feared bo might

to ke, 45, exoBrsian.out of town to avold iy
creditors. T was. sorty for this t0o, besause T
D nok suapecid i of any such escpades
and Mr. Bathurst certainly would not relish any
hibg of lokind, Mareoree, Thton thas Geotis
had only the day before received quite a consider-
able sum from & publsher, tho profs of o oc
three little fantastic books which had had a
wonderful run; and this money, which he ould
hardly have squandered. since yesterday, would
surely have staved off the creditors and Kept the
oltdun from the door.

L rooleed 1o call at i lodgings et moming
and iy o g into s full confder

T calld & 1o, and found that he had loft his
lodgings four hours earler : 1
to bed,but nd spent the night i pucking up his
books an a large trunk, which he lef
in tho caro of | s Irmdll;dy, and b clobes in &
portmantea th him. He
i Tundiady that e i ks 1 B gt
bat that e might posebly be. much longr i
away. Where he was going to, he did not say
or h.m—mu& o o 1 g o yccams
done her

Bhes ws nothing more to be said. We
must wait for him to come back. A week
ater T met Mr. Bathurst, who was surprised
at George's not having e
the night T Jast su tho fui

nih, o months went i and George did
not mum, 1 s father, with
his son was on ebld, unfriendly terms, be-

cause of the elder Marcy h aving married again
very soon after the death of George’s mother—
anace which poor Goorgs not uaaatucally o
ented.

'y the elder could only tell me that his
son had written him a fow dry, cold lines, to say
xlm: Jio was about leaving town that b right
sibly be away for o long time, and that
ol Jako % s s favor if o searo ox faquiy
were made after him.
can assure you,” Mr. Marey conclud-
ed, ““that I have not made, and don't mean to
make, any inquiry whstevsr. 1 ave no doust
George o alve and wll; bus T bhare much doube
whether a close inquiry after him would end in
any thing agreeable fof s flonds 1 hea
Cherclez la femme was evidently M
mode of wlvmg tho mystery, and it was 2
dime hat of
1 S gt poue Goorge e
talk it the Tralsh Crgancbor, and wouden
whther that could possibly have had any thing
to do with bia dissppencance. 1 mads many
efforts o find the ?
an_organ-boy wl.hmu ey i “Ixeﬂm- e
rd, and whe

8

Tt i OO et St g
means clmr about the le-mu.s of the lad we
as entirely unsuc-
cessul, and T did ot think it well 10 say any
thing. ‘Shout the matter to My, Bathurst

Toor Arinie began to look thin and pale and
sad. Her father made little secre to his inti-
mato fiends tha bis daughter was grieving alter
eor th o cond not e brught
to belevein ooy sxplanation of i disy
ch could make him out unworthy.
Health was giving way; and in the winter her fu

s ok haet> Nics, and thencn to Eome.
‘Spring and summer came and passed ; and au-
tumn sent us all on our holiday tours. G\:orge
M

few days,
0 Al s mm\mng 10 wander
alittle in anhnnly Py nnh ort visit
m thc Bmlmnlx, who were now
re journeying one da om muuumms
St i ug valleys in a wretched carriage, an
grew so tired that, although it was yet far from
sunset, we made up our minds to rest in a Httle
hamle wosaeona il side ot fa off,and which

Jooked quiety smiling, and pictursque.  But us
we drew near a ynnsz walking along
{he rond, stopped o driver and talked o hi

very carmestly ; and then, addressing us, told us,
in Jronch, at llmre was o bad fever provalent
now in any persons wers
ki o 1 nm] that wo had bette
not enter the plice. kind. of
him, and wo xlmnl.ed him ; but we really could
—and I have all the obsti-
orance in xmz Jeieing that thers is
half as much danger of cases as
peoplotellua, So, my wifs being aqally sk
tial, and wo both knowing something of Itlizn
exiy e
e \|Ilnge S i ot s
there fo el b e
t they resolved themselves into o
Quation of adirlonal pay, and were romovol.
We enterod the villago and drove up to the
te taver, or wine-bouse round which tho gos-
sips and idlers were collected. There was no
ie oy terrible going

mveml bad cases of feur—-wmevlcu
ymmlny. soma were dying to-

s & Joor youtts Bignor,”
lnmllol"-l, in l\ low tone, *‘ whom the fever
1y to rob'of his— Hush! Well, Giorgio, T
it now?”

This was addressed to a small, slight young
‘man in the garb of an ordinary Lombard peasant
who just then entered. I could not see his face,
but his whole attituds and bearing denoted utter
depression. He began to talk with the landlord
low tone ; and he got some wine in a little
stone bottle and paid for it, and then turned to
leave the shop. As he turned, my wife nttered
 half-suppressed scream and caught me by the
arm—and there before me, looking thin and hag-

sid the

So h lived o whiel s did not descrbo to
me in deliberate words, but. which I could well
pictare to m,bexpn Jife of dull, monotonous la-
bor, with au iguorant, mmums good-natured,

right-eyed peasant

it

a few. hunm
a villags, 3aa poor Goorgg's sof an
manly heart was forn with genuine grief when he
sloud by the death-bed of the i creature who

ove.
BuL i eatl now bad a0 further S
We brought him to Milan ot
telling him whom b e likely e
And I believe poor Geor; be happy yet, and
that Annie Bathurst il think men e orse
im for his boyish folly and his manly resolve
o b 65 conguenons:

BEETHOVEN.
Arrovos to the great music
opened in this ci nda h of June,
i ke e o portait
of the illustrious Composer in honor of whose
the festival was held. lm-mm-m
xunks among the greatest of musical compos
om socil intercoutse by the mﬁmmy
of deafiess, he sought refuge from mental
on in constant actiity: In tho catalogna
OF bis works thers s soaresly & branch of miasc
in which he has not wrought. For the fall or-
clestrs e composed 1ihe ymphonis coren
overtures, the Lgmont music, the * Batdl
ittoria, ” and a number of mlm p.em,
contibuions to chamber
rous. There are thirty-two grand sonatas for
the piuio-forte solo, and 1ore than'one hundro
other compositions. Two masses, one sacred
cantat, and o mumber of songs, blong to bis
contributions to sacred mu u opera,
a vast variety of songs, i, ot 1 up the
catalogue of his works,
His earliest c ions were pervaded by &
pensivenessand longing, which became still moro
e advanced in yoars, and was com-
pelled to i s s s SR
self.The profound social and political agitation
of the age in which he lived, the lofty aspirations,
i sanguine hopes, the m.m.,.h., as well as the
i, the disappointment,und th despir o hu-
Bl i A mns loiag
mrks than in those of any ¢ other compocer.
Our portrait o EX is taken from an
admirable steel e # kmdly furnished us by
r. THEODOKE STROEFER, 859 Broath:

el which

Hm

HUMORS OF THE DAY.
A moony Jow paing partcular ttention to  ham
‘what e wwas ayin leroplied, 't
. Famost thou pareiadest e 16 bea

s nl.

%

gard, and dresse ‘peasant, stood | AN A
poor George Edgar Mai
e came over 1o us and took one hand of each

in his, and for a second or two said not & word.
The first words he spoke w
 Are you afraid of fever?"
e T least,” we both replied.
“Then come with

We followed him without a word down the
village street until we reached a poor little cot-
tage with a patch of vines and some mulberry-
trees near it. oned to us to enter, and
we followed him into a small, miserably appe
cd room. There was a bed in it, on which lay a
dark-haired young woman, who had evidently
been handsoms in her days of heaihy bt now

s prostrate in what secmed the last stage of
axhausuon from fover.

<My wife!” said George.
wife!”

We did not eare the villgs tha day, nor for
several days after. We t leave it until
the poar alian girl had o ek b
the village gra

Gradually wo Toamed ro George the whole
of His steunge story. Whtlsliving in Tuly ore
e had come to spend this

“My poor dying

poor little ignorant peasant girl, but she had
native grace, simplicity, and beaaty which natu-
rally ol an_impulsive, enger, poetic boy.
The gil was thion living with her father. Geori
and she exchanged some foolish vows of love and
constancy, and his father sammoned l\)m Imme
and in London society the imay r little.
Lombard love was soon in a fair way to hsmho\ly
effaced.  But it was only when he came to know
Anmio Bathurst—to know that be loved ber, 1o
belneve that she loved him—it was n that
o bogan in sober carest fo repont s folly
and I uneon ent. ~ The thought
of that bond pressed cmel.ly on him.
when he and I walked home together decided

His fte. The Lombard orgun-boy with whom
he talked very village in which
Hia possant love was lving | oad from the boy he

heabd thet her futher had been some time dead,
and that she was living a lonely, poor, and mis-
crable life. ‘Then George made up his mind.

Ho had pledged himself to her, and he would
redeem his ledgo at the cost of ll the happ

ness, the purpose, the prospects of his life, So

o et . i brian, boonless thoughtless
young fellow, whom we all regarded as lttlo bet-
Tt 150 scapograce, and kngwing that So ey
he i eas 0 promoines upon imself » sen-
tence of banishment from all h

earth. He married her, I:roughn her the httl:
‘money he had, and setled down to live the lifo
of a Lombard peasa

Al“"c Bathurst—he said to himself that he had

drss b, o ight t sy ons word

her pity or induce her to

gard. him with sadulgescs or with azy memory
f 1¢

ve.

A wheat corner.

Were yon in the fight #* eaid an ofticer to an.elderl
nogmo s l;enmcr aher taking a ort - “Had a litle
eori

vould
comin’"

thi by th
o1 comider youtifo worth more
than other pwple‘: " 105 worth more to me, sah.”

1 ovor i n singy Quaker, make up to bim;
3ot Wi close riond: 2

Venn and Minard bada alight misunderstanding

gne' sy and Vora, e wnﬁ Iudh!ul\lun s
e i brother, Kien
Vena

A Baxo or Horz—The Weddlug Ring.

Alitle boy ranning,stubbed i toe and el o0 the
t. 4 Never mind, my little fellow," said 8
tander ; “yo won't el the pain to-morrow.
f'men." answored the litlo boy, T WOt cry to-
morrow.”

Joe King was ick in « boarting-honee, and maie
s mind up forsomo chicken broth, ho'order wont
0w nto th emcncn. and the broin ak
o had Tatoid. he
it ot A

Jost et chicken wado hrough i
&aid Joe, faintly, 1t had on st

Povnixa ron Lawvzns—Suet.

“You don't do work enough to earn your ealars, "
said the head of a department in the New York Cue-
fom-ouse o onc of hisclorke.
the young man, 1 worke

Lo ork” excined
o get
it T to wosk sy Yonge

here; surely.

A gentleman sent & lad with n letter to the post-of-

i money topay the ving roturned.

i o mionay, bk i, G T've Aome the S
i1 oen 4§ good many folks puiting ldfers 1
thepost-ofico titough & hole, tnd 80 1 i
Chance and ot mine In for nothing

Haxvs Voruass—Posket-books.

Goon Anvior. —Askno woman her age, Neverjoke

priz, Awayssit
cip Youe own sorets,
T o hiaman being you |lye your whiskers. Wind
up your conduct Iike your watch, once

‘amining minately whether you are * fust

ol s i

there’s no knowing how 8001 you may be i his pow
e Wrie o opelefor mors than you can el the
man o keeps 1 3 lrge comspondenc i a ar-
T od, ot o the stakesbut £ tho

An Tndiana husband adverticed be vifo s lving
i bed and board,%and thew applied fo ber
D e o oy ot T v rscman

ntleman was recently asked to tal

g
someliing. S35 kit B wha nok ey, s he o
ke th sixpence, which he accordingly pocketed,
nd waiked o

“An exchango which wishesto avoid slang, delcate-
1y aiies fubellgerat nulo
o tho ivulG b ne o - Arought




