The Ram Lamb.
By Adeline M, Teskey.
£ TU.-\T there thing's no use,” vaid Jake Ben-
der roughly, giving an apparently lifeless
lamb, which wax stretched on the
ground one cold April morning in a field adjoin-
ing tho barnyard, a punch with hux course boor,
nt the same time pi- “ing up clods to forcibly drive
away tho mother-sheep which wax standing pro-
tectingly near her helpless young,

This remark was addressed to his wife who was
standing near him with a shawl over her head and
around her shoulders, she was out milking.

Jane Bender stood gazing down at the still
breathing Jamb as her husband walked into the
barnyard shoving the reluctant old mother sheep
before nm.  Semething in its forlorn apprarance
touched her, and stooping she gathered it into her
arms, wrapped it warmly around with her thread-
bare shawl, and started for the house.

To a superficial observer Jane Bender was not

u beautiful sight as xhe strode across the corner of
the stubble-field, ashort cut toward home. She bent
forward as she walked, her skirt was short to “git
quit o’ the wud,” her cow-hide boots, their laces
tied in 2 large bow-knot at the top of cach boot,
were plainly visible beneath the short skirt, and
her faded shawl, which enfolded the shivering
lamb, was drawn tightly down around & thin
weather-benten face. But the fact was she was
more like an angel at that moment than most
women—if angels are ministering spirits. Hechus-
band coming cut. of the barn, seeing the lamb gone;
looked after her and said angrily, “ Thero she bo
agin, wastin' her time over that there half-dead
lamb, which aint no good fur nothin’. I oughter
know ! Sho be always a-voddlin’ over some lame
hien. or sick chicken, or—or somethin’!”  While
she, as she looked down at the lamb in her arms
with a great tenderness in her eves, said to her-
self: **Ho be gittin’ harder 'nd harder every day
. . Ii I had tuk Silas Maover he'da had &
kind heart.” And she heaved a little sigh for the
lover she hud discarded years before, when her
choico fell upon Jake Bender.

She went on with the lamb to the house, and
piaced it carcfully on an old picce of blanket
behind the stove. Then sho warmed some milk,
and put a couple of teaspoonfuls down the lamb’s
throat, and went on to strain her milk.

When Jzke came in he gave a conten: ptuous
look at the lamb behind the stove saying, “that
there thing sint good fur nothin, I oughter
kuow,” and he would have given it another punch
with his Lig boots, if his wife had not anticipated
him and protected it- with her hand.

After a few hours of
warmth and nourish-
ment the lamb was per-
suaded to open its eyes
on the warld again, by
noon it could raise its
head, and by night it
could stand on its feet.
In two or three days
Jane considered it well
enough to take back to
the old sheep. Bug,
strange to relate, the
maternal instincts of
the latter scemed to
have taken flight, and
she refused to own her
oflpring.  So the lamb
wa3 thrown completely
upon the tender mercies
of its benefactor.  Jane
carried it back to the

' &* house, and, under the

ok ocunstant  protest  and

. .~*"scorn of Jake, began a

" daily autendance upon

it. It grew in beaury,

and when it was two months old Janc christened
it Dandy.
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About this time, Juke secing he had not suc-
ceeded in stopping his wifo, and hating to be
thwarted, threatened to kill Dandy, as spring
lamb brought » high price.

June was aghast at the proposition ; for the
Jumb by this time had become a pet, and for fear
her husband would carry his threat into execu.
tion some morning before she was up, found an
old padluck und fastened the small pen in which
Dandy was kept, and carried the koy on a twino
string nround her neck.

During the smnmer, by some happy chance, a
prize-Jist of Canundw’s great industrial fair fell
intoJane’s hand. She was looking threugh it when
her eyes foll on thoe following : *“ Best Ram Lamb
fifteen dollars.”  That instant sho conceived the
jden of taking Dandy to the fair.

There could ot be a better surely than he.
Why should he not win the fifteen dollars?

She wuould tell Jake nothing about it, but
would at unee begin to save up money from her
cgus and butter, to pry expenses.

As the time drow near, Jake, one evening
when he was at a neighbor’s, heard a whisper of
what his wife intended doing. He cogitated about
it as he walked home. *'She wont do it when
the time comes,” he said aloud, after some medi-
tation, * She's oo skury. She never went any-
where alone in her life, let alone Toronto. An’
T wont o with her,” and ke chuckled triumph-
antly at the thought. < She aint a-goin’ to come
it over me that that there Jamb is good fur any-
thing. Tsaid once fur all © that there lamb aine

good _fur nothin’, an’ I oughter know.” But he
waited in vain for his wife to ask him to go.

It was with much quaking of heart th-t Jane
Bender began to make preparations to take the
lamb to the Fair herself, but she was buoyed up
all the time by the determination to lev Jake seo
that Dandy was good for something.

Dandy was a little unmanageable at times, as
all pet lambs of the male persuasion are apt to be,
and Jane was obliged to go herself, and lead him
by a cord, for not a step would ho walk for any-
one else.

On the afternoon of the last day of entry she
had the satisfaction of seeing himn proud and
haughty standing within one of the fair ground’s

ens,
d He was a beauty, and she did not see how the
judges could fail o see it. She had washed him
to almost spotless whiteness, and tied a blue rib-
bon around his neck.

He was a saucy, petted fellow, and had a man-
ner of holding up his head and lovking fearlessly
at the people, which gave him quite an air of
superiority beside the other sheep who were hud-
died in groups, looking frightened and drooping.

The sheep had to be in September 3rd, but
were not judged until September 7th,

Jane spent every intervening day on the fair-
ground, most of the time looking at Dandy; her
nights she spent with Almiry Jones, & nicce who
lived in the city. She carried her lunch with her,
and sat on some retired seat in the grounds,
titnid and scarcful, and munched the bread and
butter Almiry gave her, with some of her own
hotae-made cheese.

She was away eating her lunch when tho judges
went around, and when she came hack to see
Dandy he proudly bore the red ticket tied to his
blue ribbon.

It was trho proudest nicment of Jane's life, she
would have jumped up and down for joy, old and
all asshe was, if it hadn’t been there were so many
men sround.

As it was, as soon as their backs were turned,
she contented herself with giving I'andv » good hug
through his bars, while she whispe~od in his cars,
“T alwus knew it

The next day the vanquishod Jake received tha
following postal card, the first Jane ever wroto :—

« Mister Jacob Bender,—Dandy’s tuk the first
prixe, “JANE BrNDER.”

March, 1897,
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I’I‘ seemed at first glance us though an ebony
statue had come to life, and was moving down

the hotel pnrlor with the graceful undulating
carriage peculiar to Southern women, for the Black
Patti bad chosen on this morning of iy call to
give emphasis to he- color by robing entirely in
black clinging gown of soft dull fabric, & little
cape with silken throat rufilings; hair a heavy
dusky black with slightest touch of curl, coiled
closely about a prettily-shaped head ; lustrous
eyes, and skin deeply and frankly dark ;—it wag
certainly edective in its accentuation, and a
marked contrast to her appearance on the evening
previous. Then she stood before the footlightsin the
‘Toronto Opera House, in a modern Parisian gown
of white satin, in whose faulclessly fitting bodice
shone a few beautiful jewels; the dusky faze was
paled with stage “make-up,” and the plump arns
concealed by long silken gloves. Asfar as gowning
was concerned she might have been the real Patti
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The Black Patti.

or Albani. Yet I liked the Black Patti of the
black robe and the morning, best.

We were old friends and we chatted pleasantly
together. Madam Jones hasa modest and atirac-
tive personality.

It is over four years since tho prina donna
paid her first visit to Canada and Toronto, and
she has spent most of the long interval abroad in
Yondon, Paris, in Germany, and in Italy also.
Tn| each place her songs were rendered in the
Ianguage of the country.

She met with most cordial receptions every-
where, but her especial favor is given to Pans.
«If I wore rich,” she says, “I would go tolivein
Paris always. It is so bright, so delightful.”

Madam Jonos is & native of Virgiais, although
her present home is in Providence, R. I. Sho is
happily married, and her husband, a qaiet and
E]oasa.nt, young mulatto gentieman, travels with

er.

She is only tweaty-seven years old, although sho
has been singing over since sho was = child.

“My voico is inherited, T think,” she said.
* Both my father and mother wer? swoet singors.”

Tt is a voice clear and powerful, with extensive
rangt. Tho low notes are very sweet, although
the higher onos ring somowhat hard. The articu.
lation 1s porfoct. But greator than thess is the
dramatic temporament suggestod rather than re-
voaled beneath: & quiet, coneert exterior.

Madam Jcnos has a splendid ocolleciion of
modals and jowels given hor by ler own people,
ospocially duringa South American trip made just
beforo coming to Canada four yoars ago.



