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BURIED.

1 wan the only mourver at the grave
Where, huried evermore trom martal aight,
The fair ideals and goldes prophecies )
Which for long yesrs had bern my sonl's delight
Were by my band, with bitterness untold,
Consigued to dust asd mould.

I did vot shed a tear, though buried there
Were ere the bigh sspiration and endeavonr
(¥f a long hopeful life, to reach the height
Which Jured me ever on, regading aver
From my upreaching eyes—till one dark day
Behald it melt away.

Above thesa reconds of hopes unfuliilled
The dust of ages undisturbed may lie .
1 do not ask of thase who iove me best
Or those 1 love, the tribute of & sigh.
The past Is buried naw-—its joy and pain
1 cannot teel agaln,

Perhaps sume hand these relics muy exbume,
When my so weary heart has gone to rest,
Some voice may speak the kind, approviog words
Which might have made my earthly life mors hieat
And lightened, it may be, the load of nure
Which wae so bard to bear,

£ this should be, I know that wheresoa'er
The realm where my ecfranchised soul shall dwell,
Rome slumbering chord of memory will wake
And thrill responsive to love's sacred spail.
Buat the aad retrospect of pain &ad care
Csannot o'ertake me thers.

One look-—the last—atid now a sad farewell,
How sad. Gl acd my secret heart aione
Can understand : no earthly friend can shaee
My grief 10 whom my hopes were never known.
Life's earpest purpoies and hixh epdeavour
Lia buriad now forever.
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A NIGHT AMONG THE NIRILISTS.

- Robinson, the boss wants yvou !

*“The dickens he does !'" thought 1; for Mr.
Dickson, Odessa agent of Bailey & Co., corn-
merchants, was 8 bit of a Tartar, as | had learn-
ed to my cost. ““ What's the rownow " 1 de-
manded of my fellow-clerk ; ‘¢ has he got scent
of our Nicolaretl escapade, or what is it

** Noides,” said Gregory : * the old boy seems
in a good enough humour ; some business matter,
probably.  But don’t keep him waiting.” So,
summoning up an air of injured innocence, to
he readv for all contingencies, | marched into
the lion’s den.

Mr. Dickson was standing beside the fire in a
Briton's time-honoured attitude, and motioned
me into a chair in front of him. ¢ Mr. Robin.
son,”’ he said, **I have greatcontidence in vour
discretion and common sense. The follies of
south will break ount, but I think you have a
sterling foundation to your charmcter under-
lyiug any superficial levity.”

I bowed.

‘| believe,” he continued, ‘“that vou can
speak Russian tluently.

1 bowed again.

**1 have, then,’” he proceeded, ‘*a mission
which 1 wish you to undertake, and on the
success of which your promotion may depend.
1 would not trust it to a subordinate, were it
not that duty ties me to my post at present.

““You may depend upon my deing my hest,
air,” I replied.

“* Right sir, quite right ©  What [ wish te do
is briefly this: The line of milway has just
been opened to Soltefl, some huudred miles up
the country. Now [ wish to get the start of
the other Odessa firmue in securing the produce
of that district, which | huve reason to believe
may e bad st very low prices. You will pro-
ceed by rail 1o Solteff, and interview a Mr.
Diridotf, whe is the largest landed proprietor
in the town. Make as favaurable terms as vou
can with him. Both Mr. DimidotTand I wi-h

-the whole thing to be done as quietly and sa-
cretly as poasible, in fact that vothinz shonid
be known about the matter until the grain
appears in Odessa. I desire it for the iutrrests
of the firm, aud Mr. Dimidoff on account of the
prejudice his peasantry entertain azainst exyor-
tation.  Yon will find yourself expected st the
+nd of your journey, and will start to-night.
Money shall be ready for your expenses. (ood-
morning, Mr. Robinson ; 1 hepe you won't fail
to realize the good opinion 1 have of your abili-
ties.”’

* Gregory,” 1 said, as | strutted into the
office, I'in off on s mission, a secret mission, my
hoy, an affair of thoarands of pounds. Lend
me your little portmanteau, mines too imjpns.
ing, and tell Ivan to packst. A Russian mil-
lionaire expects me at the end of my jonrpey.
Don't breathe a word of it to any of Simpkins's
veaple, or the whole game will be up. Keep
it dark !”

| was so charmed at being, «y it were, hehind
the seenes, that § crept shout the office all day
in a sort of cloak.and-bloody.dagger style, with
responsibility and brooding care marked upon
every feature ; and when at night 1 stepped out
and stole down ta the station, the nnprejudicsd
abserver wonld certainly have gnrnwd’, from my
general behaviour, that 1 had emptied the con-
tents of the streng-box, before starting, into
that little valise of Grogory's, It was imprudent
of him, by the way, to leave English labels
pasted all ovar it.  However, I could only hope
that the ** Londons” and _* Birminghams"
would attract no attention, or, at least, that no
rival corn-inerchant might deduce from them
who I was and what ny errand might be.

Having paid the necessary roubles an:d get
my ticket, [ ensconced mnyself in the corner of
wanug Russian enr, and pondered over my ex.
traordinary good fortuns, Dickeou was growing
old now, sod if I could make my wark in this

matter it might be a great thing for me.
Dreams arose of a partners \iﬁ) in the fitm.  The
noisy wheels seemed 1o clank out * Bailey,
Robinson & €o.,” ** Bailey, Robinson & Co,,”
in a monotonous refrain, which gradually sank
into a huw, and finally ceased as 1 dropped into
a deep sleep. Had 1 known the oxperience
which awaited me at the end of my journey it
would hardly have been so peacenble.

I awoke with an uneasy feeling that some one
was watching me closely, wor was 1 mistaken.
A tall dark man had taken up his position on
the seat opposite, and his black sinister eyes
seemed 1o louk thoough wme and hevond e, as
if he wished to read my very soul. Then | saw
him glance down at my little trunk. :

** Geod heavens ! thought I, *‘here’s Simp-
Kins's agent, I suppose. 1t was carcless of
Gregory to leave those confounded labels on the
valise."

1 closed my eves for a time, but on re-opening
them 1 agnin canght the stranger's earnest
gaze.

* From Eagland, [ see,” he said in Russisg,
showing n row of white teeth iu what was meant
t0 he an amiable smile.

“ Yes,” 1 replied, trying to look unconcerned,
but painfully aware of my failure.

"!l'mvelling for pleasure, perhaps ¥' said he.

“Yes,"' I answered eagerly.  ** Certainly, for
pleasure ; nothing else.”

“*Of course not,” said hbe, with a shade of
irony in his voice. ** Foglishmen always travel
for pleasure, dou’t they b O no, nothing olse.”

His conduer was mysterious, to say the least
of it. It was oaly explainable upon two hypo-
theses—he was either a randwan, or he was the |
agent of some firm bound upon the same errand |
as myself, and determined to shew me that he
guessed my  littde game. They were about !
equally unpleasant, and, on the whole, 1 was!
relieved when the train pulle up in the tumble.
dewn shed which does \L):y for a station in the
rising town of Solte{f— Soltetl, whose resources
1 was about to open out, and whose commere
I was to direct into the great world chanuels. T
almost expeeted to see a trinmphal arch as [}
stepped on to the platform, :

I was to be expected at the end of my jour-
ney, so Mr. Dicksen had informed me. 1 looked
sbout among the motley crowd, but saw no Mr.
Dimodofl.  Suvddenly a slovenly, unshaved man
passed me rapidly, and glanced first at me and |
then at my trunk-—that wretchea trunk, the!
cause of all my woes. He disappeared in the
crowd : but iu 1 little time came strolling pust
me again, and contrived to whisper as he did
s0, * Follow me, but at some distence,”” imme- |
diately setting otf out of the station aud down |
the street at a rapid pace. Here was mystery .
with a vengeance ! 1 trotted along in his rear
with my valise, and turning the corner found a
rough droschky waiting for me. My unshaven
friend opened the door, and I stepped in.

““Is Mr. Dimi—"" | was beginning. 1

“Huash ! he crield.  ** No names, no names ; i
the very wallx have ears.  You will hear all to-
night ;7" and with that assurance he closad the
door, and, seiziug the reing, we drove off at a
rapid pace ; so rapid, that | saw iy blavk-eved
acquaintance of the rmilway.carrisge gazing .
after ws in surprise until we were out of sight.

I thouglit over the whole matter as we joggeld
along in that abominable springless convey-
AniCe, 3

“They say the nobles are tyrante in Hussia,”
[oyosed 5 ¢ but it seeins ta me to be the other
way about, for here’s this poor Mr. Diwmidotf,
who evidently thinks his ex.serfs will rise and
murder him i he raises the price of grain in the
dirtnet by exporting seme ont of 1. Fanpey
betng abliged 19 have recourse to all this mys-
stery and decsption in arder to sel one's own
property 1 Why, it's wors than an Irish land.
lord.  Itis monstrons T Well, he doesn’t seein
to Live lne a very adstoemativ quarter sither,” |
solilequised, as [ pazed onr at the narrow
cronked streets and the nnkempt dirty Mackao-
vites whoni we passed. 1 wish Gregory or
some one was with me, for it's n eut-threat look.
ing shop ' By Jove, he's pulling up ;. we must
be there '™

We were thene, to all appearance ; for the
droschhy stopped, widd my drivers shagey head
appearad throngh the aperture.

“Ieix here, st honwured waster,” he said,
as he helped me 1o alight,

s Mr. Dinde-" 1 coneneed ; but e in-
terrupted me again,

“Anything bnt nanies,” e whispered ; ¢ rny-
thing but that.  You are too ised tu 4 land
thut ix free.  Cantion, O sacred ane ' and he
ushered we down a stone-lagued pi-sage, and
up a stair at the end of it ** Sit for a few min-
utes in this joom,” he =aid, opening a door,
“utid a repust will be cerved for you ;" and
with that he 1eft e to my own reflections.

AWl thought |, ** whatever Mr. Dimi.
doff’s house may be like, his servants are un.
doubtedly well trained. 0 <iered rmaster '
and *revered master 17 1 wonder what  he'd
call obl Dickson himeelr, if he jx co polite to the
elerk U | anppose it wouldnt e the thing to
smoke in this dittde eoih s bat 1 conld do a pipe
nicely. By the way, how confonudedly like a
cell it looks 1 ’

It certainly did look like w ecell, The dnor
was an iroa ane, wnd enormously strong, while
the single window wasx clm ely barred.  The
flont wax of word, and scunded hollow and in.
weeure an | strode acroas it. Both floor and walls
were thickly splushed with colfee or same other
durk liquid. On the whole it ws far from being
s place whers ane would be likely 10 begoms
uarsssonably feutive, ’
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. that Alexander noticed them.

:in the business bimself, whoever he s

! the best advantageous terms.

1 had hardly conclnded my survey when 1
heard steps approaching down the corridor, and
the door was opened by my old friend of the
droschky. He aunouuced that my dinner was
ready,and, with many bows a nd npolngim fur lm.n'.:
ing me in what he called the * diswissal room,
he led me down the passage, and into a large
and beautifully fumia‘wd apartment. A tablo
was spread for two in the centre of it, and by
the fire was standing a man very little older than
myself. He turned as 1 eame in, and stepped
forward to meet me with every symptom of pro-
found respect.

“Sa youug and yet so honoured ! he ex-
cluited ; and then secing to recollect himself,
he continued: * Py «it at the head of the
table.  You must be fatigued by yvour long and
arduous journey. We dine ttr.a-téte ; but the
others nssemble afterwands,”

“ Mr. Dimidofl, 1 presume I said L

“ No, sir,” said he, turning his keen eyes
upon me.  ** My name is Petrokine ; vou wmis-
take me pethaps for one of the others. But now,
not & word of business until the council meets.
Try our ches"« soup ; you will 8ad it execllent,
I think.”

Who Mr. Petrokine or the others might he |
conld not conceive. Land stewards of Dimi-
doil’s, perhaps ; though the name dild not sesm
familiar to my companion.  However, as he ap-
peared to shun any bhusiness questions at pre-
sent, 1 gave in to his humour, and we conversed
ot social life in England--a nubioct in which
he displaved considersble knowledge and acute-
ness. His returks, too, on Malthus and the
laws of populstion were wonderfully good,
though savouring somewhat of Radicalinm.,

“ By the way," he remarked, as we smoked
a2 cigur over vur wine, ** we should never have
known you but for the English labels on your
Juggage : it was the luckiest thing in the world
We had had no
personal description of you; indeed we were
prepared to expect a somewhat older man. You
are voung indeed, sir, to be intrusted with such
s mission.’’

My employer trusts me,” [ repliea ; *‘snd
we have learned in our trude that youth and
shrewdness are not incompatible.”

‘“Your remark is true, sir,” remarkad my
newly-made friend ; “but 1 am <urprised to
hear you call our glorious association s trade !
Such a term is gross indeed to apply to a bady
of men banded together to supply the world
with that which it is yearning for, but which,
without our exertions, it can never hope to at-
tain. A spiritusl brotherhood woubd be a2 more
fitting term."”

“ By Jove!™ thought I, * how pleased the
boss would be to hear him ! He must haveboen

‘“ Now, sir,” said Mr. Petrokine, ‘“ the clock
peints to eight, and the conncil must be already
sitting. Let uws go up together, and I will in-
troduce you. 1 need handly say that the great-
est secrecy is observed, and that your appear.
ance is anxiously awaited.”

I turned over in wy mind as I followed him
now 1 might best fulfil wy mission and secure
They seemed as
anxious as | was in the watter, aud there ap-
peared 1o be no oppositivn, so perhaps the beat

i thing would be to wait and sce what they would

propose.
I had hardly vome to this concluxion when

Dy guide vwung open a large door at the end of

a pasaage, and | found my=elf in a room larger

“and even more gorgeously fittad up than the

one in which I had dined. A long table coversd
with green baize and strewn with papers, ran
down the middie, and round it wepe aitting
fourteen or fifteen men converving earnestly.
The whole seene reminded me forcibly of a
gambling hell 1 had visited some time agn.

Upon our entrapee the company roce and
towed. 1 could not but remark that my com-
panion attractesd no attention, while every cye
was turned upon e with a strange mixtare of
sarpriw and almost servile raspect. A man at
the head of the table, who was remarkable for
the extreme pallor of his face as contrasted with
his blue-black hair and wmoustache, waved hix
hand to a reat heside him, and sat down,

1 need hanlly way,” said Mr. Petrokine,
*“that Gustave Derger, the English azent, ia
now honouring us with his presence. He is
yvouny, indeed, Alexis,” he continued to my
pala-faced neighbour, *“*and yat ba ix of Enre-
pean reputation.”

¢ Come, draw it mild " thenght 1, adding
aloud, *If you reter to we, vir, though 1 am
indeed acting as Fuglish agent, myv name is not
Serger, but Kobinsen -~ Mr. Tomn Robinuson, at
your serviee.”

A lnugh ran round the table,

' So be it, 8o be it said the man they called
Alexis. 1 eommend your direretion, maost
honwured xir.  9ne cannot be too careful,  Pre.
serve your English cobrigust by all means, |
regret that any ypainful duty should be perform.
el upon this anspicious evening : hut the roles
of our nkynciation must be preserved at any cost
to our feelings, and a dismisaal is inevitable to-
night.”

** What the deuce ix the fellow driving a1
thought 1. ** What is it to me if he does give
his servant thesack ' Thix Dimidoff, wherever
hie i, xeenun to keep n private Junatic asylum,”

“Take out the gng ™ I'he words fairly shot
through me, and 1 started in my chair. Tt was
Petrokine who spoke.  For the first time 1 no-

ticed that s barly stout man, sitting at the other
el of the table, had his arms tied behind his
chair and a handkerchief round his wouth, A
horrible suspicion begau to creop intq my haart,
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Where was 11 -Was 1 in Mr. Dimidoff'nt Wy,
wore these men with their strange words ?

*“"Take out the gag 1" repeated Potrokine ; ang
the hrudkerchief was removed. '

“ Now, [aul Ivanoviteh,” wrid he, *“uhy
huve vou to say belore you go 1

* Not a dismissal, sir,* fm ploaded, *“ not
disniissal ; anything but that 1 I will go jute
some distant land, and'my mouth shall he elosead
for ever. 1 will do snything that the sosiaty
asks ; but pry, pray do not dismiss me.” :

“You know our laws, and you know your
critme,’” waid Alexis, in a cold hamh voica
“* Who drove us from Odessa by his falye mnm,,;
and hin double face? Who wrote the anony.
mous letter to the Governor?! Who cut the
wire that wonld have destroyed the arch-tyrany 1
You did, P'aul lvanoviteh ; and you must dje."

I leaned back in my chair and fairly gasged.

“ Remave him ! said Patrokine ; ln(ll the
man of the droschky with two others foreed him
out. )

I heand the footsteps vass dawn the pansage
and then a door open and shut.  Then camn o
sound as of a atruggle, ended by & heavy crunch.
ing blow and a dull thud.

**So perish all who are false to their oath,
said Alexis solemnly ; and a boarss ** ey
went up from his companions.

* Death alone cau disuriss un from our order,”
said another man further down ; “hut Mp
Berg- -Mr. Robinson is pale. The scens has
been too much for him alter his loug jouryey
from England,” . :

0 Tow, Tom,” thought I, ““if ever yuu ot
out of this scrape you'll turn over & new leaf
You're not fit to die, and that's o fact.” 1t was
only too evideut to me now that by some strangs
miscouception I had got in among a gnng of
cold-blooded Nililists, who mistook me for ane
of their order. 1 felt, after what [ had witneas.
ed, that my only chance of life was to try to
play th e réle thus foreed npon. mo until an op
portunity for eseape should present itself ; w |
tried hard 10 regain my air of solf-posseasian,
which had been so rudely shaken.

“am indeed fatigued,” 1 replied, ** but 1
feel stronger uwow.  Excuse wmy momentary
weakness.” '

“It was bat vatural,” said 2 man with o
thick beard at iy right hand. ** And now, mnat
hogoured sir, how goes the cause in England

“ Remarkably well,”' | answered.

* Has the great comnmissioner condescanided 1n
wetsd a missive to the Solteff branch I askad
Petrokine,

** Nothing in writing, " I replied.

* Bus he has spoken of 212 17

* Yes : hie said be had satched it with fael.
inges of the liveliest satinfaction,” { raturned,

SOTIe well i well ™ mn round
table,

I felt giddy and sick from the eritical nature
of my position.  Any moment a question migh:
he asked which would show me in my trua
eolours. 1 row and helped myseif from a do.
eantur of brandy which steod on & side tak]e
The potest Hguor lew to my sxcited brain, and
as I sat down 1 felt reckirss enough to be half
amased at wy position, and inclined to piay
with my tormenters. 1 xatill, however, had il
my wits atvint me,

* You have been to Birmingham I asked tha
man with the beard,

“ Many times,” waid 1.

** Then you have of course seen the prizats
workshop and arsepsl 7

**1 have been aver them
anrs,”

“Itisetall, T suppose, entirely unsuspectsd
Ly the police ' continued my intarrogator.

‘Ertieely,” 1 replied.

“Can you tell us how 1t in that so large o
conrern is kept uo completely sacrue 1™

Here was a poser, but miy native impadencs
and the brandy seered to come to my sid.

* That is information,” 1 replied, * which 1
do not feel jostified in divulging even hern.
In withholding it | am acting under tao dire-
tinn of the chirl commissioner,”

* You are right-—perfectly right,” aaid my
original friend Petrokine,  *“Yon will no doubt
make your tepiort to the central offios nt Moneow
before enteriug into suh details.”

*Exactly ao,” I replied, anly too happy to
get a lift out of my diffieulty.

*We have heand,” said Alexin, *“ that yon
wers sent Lo inspect the Livadia.  Can yon give
un any particnlars abons it 1°

“Auything you ssk T will endeavonr to an-
wwer," 1 peplied, in desperation.

* Have any ovders been made 1n Birmingham
concerning it 17

“ None when | leoft England.””

* Well, well, there’s plenty of time yot,” and
the man with the beard—** many months, Will
the hottom be of wood or iron 1

“Of wond,** | anawered at random.

*'Tis well ' said another voice. ** And
what is the breadth of the Clyde below Green-
ack 1"

“ Tt variexmueh,”" 1 replied ; **on an average
about eighty yards.” '

“ How mnny mnen doex ahe carry 7 asked an
anwmic-lonking youth st the foot of the table,
who secined wore it for w public achool than
this den of murder, .

* About three hundred,” said 1. :

¢ A floating coffin I said the young Nihilist,
in a sepulchral voice, .

** Are the store-rooms on a level with or un-
dernenth the state cabing 1’ asked Patrokine.

“ Underneath,” wid 1 dacisively, though |
u{wd haedly say | had not the wualleal couceps
tion, .

the

both more than




