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Rufus.

BV THR HON. LADY ACLAND.

Oue bot Julv afternoon, & Victoria was welting in front
of an old country-house ; sud & few paces cff nnder the
cedar on the lawn sat two young women, each witha
baby on her lap, whi'e two nurses in white stood and
talked together at a little distance.

I must be gettipg home before it is too cool fo'
Rofus.' seid one Iady to the other, *'I am so glad to
fave seen your sweet little daughter, and I think youm
are very lucky beginuing your family with & girl.”’

“{ don’t st all agree, Katie, dear—boys are much
However, it will be great fuu for our two grow
Why do you call him Rufus,

nicer,
ing up so near each other.
when his name s James ?

«“Becanse it wonld have been so hard on Jim to become
old Jim' at five and-twenty ! Besides, Ruf+s is so
sppropriate to hie carroty halr »nd rosy cheeks. He l.n
going to be very handsdme, don't you think so, Gracie "’

: Foor monthe' superiorl y in beauty,” langhed the
other motber, I allow it is great.”

“Oh ! Ididn't mean to make comparisons!” sald
Lady Kathetine. Petronilla is lovely too. Come, Willls,
will you take baby? We must be going. Isu’t it curious
to think of these little creatures’ destinies ?’ ghe added,
as {he small burden was transferred to the nurse’s arma.

¢ It frightens me to think of brivging one.up, but
you'll do it better than I shall, at any rate,” replied
Mrs. St. John smiling—*'yod are so learned and clever.”
" ] ghall have to make my novels pay if Rufas is ever
to go to Kton ! The first letter I wrote was to put his
name down st fih's house. All his forebears were Eton-
fah .; it wonld be too bad if he were not. Just thiok !
His.grandfather would give in a minute, for a pair of
Horses he doesn't want, mor€ than it would cost to

“pay for that boy’s schooling | Well. it's no use grumb-

Jing., 1 married a poor man and Rufus will have to
work. Gnod bye Gracle, and get strong soon.”
» " P * “ * *

Petronilla St. John became the eldest of a numerous
family. while James Fitz Gerald Ormiston, commonly
called Rufos, remained an only child ; but, as he grew
older, he spent so much time in the St. John nursery
and garden that he hardly knew the meaning of loneli-
ness, and when he went to school he thought quite as
much of seeing ‘‘Aunt Gracie’” ds he called her, and
Pétronilla, ss of meeting his own parents

The respective mothers smiled at first over the ex-
treme attachment of these two young crestures, but
w en Rufus became a poblic. schoslboy, and still pre-
ferred an afternoon with Petronilla to any other amuse-
ment, they began to wonder how it would erd ‘'No
man ever does marry his firstdove,”’ said Lady Kather-
ine. ‘‘and it's a pity. to separate them while they sre
happy together.”” So matters were sllowed to drift and
the first clond on the boy-and-girl friendship came when
they were both aboot sixteen. It was (be fourthof June
at Blon, and Mrs. St. John brought Petronilla to see the
ericket match and the procession of boats. Rufus, of
course, was in attendance, His mother was too busy to
come-a frequent occurence—but, with his walstcoat ard
pale biue tie, he was radisnt, as be conducted Aunt
Gracie and Petronilla ronund the sights of Eton. He was
A ‘‘ wet bob,”’ and therefore looked down on cricket, as
indeed be did more or less on all games, perhapa because
he did not play them well, Petronilla, bowever, was
interested in the cricket, and her esthuns'asm was perti-
cularly excited by the batting of one tall boy, who made
by far the highest 'score of the eleven :

** Who is he, Rufus ¢’ she crled.

Rufus rather grudgingly gavethe required information.
“ That chap? He was my ‘fag-master once. He s at
Tutor's. His name is Hammond, Hisfather Is an Rarl
or something. Oh yes ! he can play cricket, but be’s an
awful fool. He is only two Divs shead of me, and he's
leaving this half.!”

**He is batting beantifully,” seld Petronilla ; and Rofus
raged.

The worst of it was that, at te¢"In his tutor's garden,
Mrs, 8t. John met Lady Fordyce, Hammond's mother,
whom she had known vears before, and Petronilla and
the cbjrct of her admiration were introduced to each

other, and for quite ten minutes Rufus was left out in the
coid

v . . . . . .

Who sball pletore the rage and despair of a boy, on
the varge of manhood, when he discovers that the being
whom usture herself teaches him to reverence above all
others —his mother—has descended to the level of the
wutter women from whom dve turns shuddering away !
Vet it bas come to this. Lady Katherine—brilllant,
witty. marrle? to & husband who kuew better how to
spen? money than to make it fond of society, very mer-
wvous and excitable, eraving {ncessant movement and var-
lety—took first to druge, snd then to dram-drinking, and
st length was discovered one day by her son in such o
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condition that no doubt was possible as to its canse. Ru-
fus wandered about for hours in h's misery, and at length
found his way, slmost unconsciously, to Mre. 8t. John's
house, but even Petronilla’s society was more than he
could bear. ' Aunt Gracle’' soon guesséd the caunse of
his trouhle, though he could not talk of it, and sootbed
and comforted him as much as she dared. Poor Lady
Katherine's fail'ng had long bren no secret to her, and
she nad often wondered whether the boy would fiad it
ont. Bat he was on the eve of starting for Oxford, and
it was in an evil mood that he took up his residence as
an undergraduste,

It was 8o _easy for people to tell him to be good, and
work | Why should he be good ? Even his mother wasn't.
Why shonld he work ? His father never did a stroke. He
was much cleverer than heaps of other chaps. He counld
enjoy hims:1f first, and perhapa work later it he chose.
His grandfather had paid for him at Kton and was paying
for him at Oxford ; well, his grandfather was rich and
could afford it. As for him, be meant to have a good
time.

It must be remembered he was a very handsome lad,
with bright blue eyes, a winning smile and the graciouns-
ness of & Prince. Heé conld pull a good oar, ride anything
you like to put him o, and drive a team, and he could
tell you t"e odds on any big race vou chose to name. Vet
for a while he kept straight. He loved Petronilla—loved
her as & sister, perhaps, or did wot think yet of anything
else —and her influence shielded him from harm, while
the remembrance of happy days with her took the taste
out of rodrser pleasures.

Mrs. St. John brought Petronilla to see Oxford, when
Rufus had been there about a year, during’tbe summer
term, as owing to the South African war there were no
commemoration festivities. They had various consins and
friends there besides Rufus, scattered about in different
colleges, but the boy was jealous of none of them, until
young Lord Hemmoud re-appeared ove day, claiming ac-
quaintance with Mre, St. John and her danghter.

Petronilla at sixteen had been a tall strip of a girl who
had outgrown all her frocks and did not quite know how
to manage her limbs; at nearly twenty she had grown
rounded snd graceful, and thovgh not strictly pretty, bad
the charm that is so undefinable yet u-mistakable, of
perfect purity and simplicity. Wammond was no longer
an undergraduate, he had d through how,
Rufus said, and taken his degree a vear before; but he
was back in his old haunts to look at the eights and to
take part in a cricket match. Petronilla went to see that
match, and discovered that his batting had improved,
and his bowling made immense strides, since she had
watched him play at Eton, four years before. She to'd
him s0, and he was pleased. Rufus heard; and was not
pleased. Poor Rufus ! Petronilla wes coming to the age
when maidens like something older than themselves.
Four months was not sufficient difference. Petronilla,
with all her innocence, was more mature than he. So he
struggled to be & man, ard in the effort, his in t
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* You might do the first, too,” he said “for | am
going to Bouth Africs.”

“Youare? Why? Have you left Oxford?’’

“Yea, Oxford and | have had -enough of each other.
They told me clear out | "

“ Oh, Rufus | have youn been naughty ?"’

“ Very naughty, so I am golog to exile myself, and
try and get killed, and a good riddance too.”

“ Nonsense | Jon't talk live that. “You will come
back & hero with medale and ribhons,’’ she answered

Her voloe trembled a little, but, as he thounght bitter.
ly.she did mot ask him to stav ; yet he softered as he
looked at her, and wondered if it was not worth while
to pull himeelf together. 8o that Petronilla might remain
his friend, even if she were never his wife,

- * - * * * * * . *

Before many weeks bad passed Rufus was in the
Transvaal. The need for men was urgent, and a well-
grown lad who could ride and shoot was eagerly accept-
ed. For two years he lived the hard but healthy life of
troops in the open, nnder discip'ine, with the stimulus
of possible fighting to keep them keen, ahd the oc-
casional experience of a skirmish to keep them steadv.
His correspondence with home was irregular; his father
never wrote ; his mother at first scrawled an occesiona!
somewhat incoherent letter, then ceased writing alto-
gether. Mrs. St. John and Petronilla wrote now and
then, The marriage had not come off qnite so soon as
was expected. Something, avparently, had not been
quite satisfactory, and Lord Hammond had gone off on
a voyage round the world. Meanwbile, Petroniila seem-
ed s0~ ewbat depressed, and her letters were short and
did not tell Rufus much of what was passing in ber
mind

As for Rufue, the change, the hard work and hard
fare, was jost what he needed. He learnt to think of
others instead of himeelf; his old boyish spirite revived
and he was soon the idol of his comrades. He escaped
fever, and the end of the war was in sight before he re-
celved even a scratch, but histurn came at last ; a ballet,
fired at short range from behind a kopje which his com-
pany was just about to occupy, sha'tered his ankle and
left him helpless on the veldt, and while he was lying
there another shot caught him and passed through his
jung. The lung healed with wonderful rapiditv, but the
ankle was more troublesome ; more than once the doc-
tors feared it wounld be necessary to amputate, and at last
he was sent home, in order that the London surgeons
might see what conld be done

By this time, be was very ill, ard when he was landed
at Southampton he was ouly half-consclous. and quite
incapable of ssking any questions Lsdy Katherine—
though he did not know it-%had died two or three
montha before, and Mr. Ormiston had been forced to
exert himself and correspond w'th the War Office
atuthorities, and now went down to meet the transport
and see bis son taken toa Louwdon hospital, It was

boyhood passed away.
L4 * * - - * * * * *
Rufus did not pass his Moderations. He hardly pre-
tended to try. The college authorities remonstrated
with bim, his tutor reasoned with him, but all to no pur-
pose, If Petronilla had cared, be said to hi 1f it

there decided that the removal of the lhjured foot was
indispensable, and Mrs. St. John, who wes in London

with her danghter, received permission to see him = day
or two after the op*ration had - been
performed. She coud hardly keep back her
tears when she recognized in the sunburnt, nol-

1 heakad

would be different, but she was always about in London
with that fellow Hammond—he supposed she was going
to be married to him soon, and then he (Rufus) did
not care what became of him. His home was nvhappy,
and with his second home bereft of its chief charm, he
might as well go straight to the dogs atonce, So ke
missed his chapels, was out late at night, went to race
meetings, jolned the rowdlest set in the university, and
after one or two warnings was finally requested to de-
part, and mnot to reappear, Formerly, excuses rose
glibly to his tongue ; now he swallowed his disgrace in
sil and apparent indiff , packed his traps and
went straight up to his grandfather’s in London, The
old gentleman was very indignant, and after a stormy
interview Rufus strolled into the park, very pale, and
with dark lines under his eves and dark thoughts in his
heart, He was walking alorg, lookivg at no one, his
hat pressed down over his eyes, when Petronilla’s volce
arrested him, She was crossing the road with her
mother and passed close to Kufus, who raised his head
and met her eyes.

*“Ob Rufus!"” she cried, gladly, '* where have you
been? "

E'u did not avewer at first, but turned and walked be-
side her ; then hesaid: * Is it true sbout yon? Am I
to congratulate you?'"

She lifted « radiant face. * Who told you? Jt was
only seitled lest night. And isn'’t it funny? Don't you
remember when we were children, 1 used always to say
I wonld either be av army sister and nurse you when
you were wounded, or I wounld marry an Earl with an
historic castle? Well, I am doing the nearest I can to
the second,” and she langhed gaily, -

Bl hid !

low man who lle sllently gezing at
her, with a smile in his blue eyes, but too weak to spesk,
the fair, ruddy, talkative lad who had Jeft England two
short years before ; but she sat by his bed, and spoke
cheerily to him for a féw moments, and as she rose to go
he laid his thin bhand on hers, and whispered *' Pet-
ronilla.” :

*¢ Petronilla shall come tomorrow,’” she said, and the
plue eyes dilated.

Rufus did not sleep that night, and his fever was so
high that the nurse was inclined to forbid visitors, but the
piteous contraction of the eyes and mouth at the sugges-
tion made her relent, and Petronilla was admitted for five
minutes,

Petronilla, too, had suffered. The radiant freshness of
her early youth was gone, but she seemed lovelier than
ever in Rufus’ eyes as she came and stood by his pillow.
There was one question he dared not ask. *‘ Take off
your gloves,"” he whispered. She obeyed, wondering, -
and stroked his hot forehead with her right hand, while
he stared at her left, She wore no wedding ring. ‘* Where

is Hammond?'’ he gaspad. Now she understood.

“ Married to a girl in Australia,” she sald, between
smiles and tears,

*“Thank God,"” eeid Rufus. ** Kiss me, Petronilla,”’and
he tarned and went to sleep.—Sel,
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Dog Stories.

The following stories are all from & wonderfully lnter-
esting book called ** My doge in the Northland.” This is
certainly o volume that every boy will want to read, de-
scribing, s it does, the vealcos coge of Ciflalig taeds




