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CENTENNIAL EXPOSITION OF

CENTENNIAL EXPOSITION OF
. 1878.

The Agricultural Bailding.

One of the most impressive sections
of the Centennial Exposition, in view
of the interests of the great West, and
of the class so powerfully represented
in the present day by the Grange or-
ganization, will certainly be the ‘‘Pal-
usbandry,” as
it might appropriately be designated,
but which in the nomenclature of the
Centennial Commissioners is simply

THE AGRICULTURAL BUILDING.

This fine structure, having in its imme-
diate vicinity a stock yard, with divi-
sions for horses, cattle, sheep and swine
and poultry houses, will be locate(i
north of the Conservatory and on the
east side of Belmont Avenue. The
ground plan of this department, cover-
ing an area of about ten acres, is a par-
allelogram of 540 ‘by 820 feet; con-
structed chiefly of wood and glass, it
will consist of a long nave crossed by
three transepts, both nave and tran-
septs being constituted of truss arches
of a Gothic style. This is intended for
the reception of every kind of agricul-
tural and dairy implements and uten-
sils, except of  course such as are pro-
perly included in the machinery depart-
ment. Such an exhibition aided, as it
will be, by the fraternal feeling which
now exists among the farming profes-
sion, cannot fail to inspire a lively in-
terest in the present, and be productive
of substantial, benefit in the future.
There will also be arranged in this sec-
tion imens of grain, and products
gen y, which, considering the wide
area and capabilities of the soil, should
insure a national display of vast impor-
tance, and place the Agricultural inter-
ests of th ooun::{ in a position to
compare favorably with other develop-
ments of the national progress during
the past century. The Farming frater-
nity should certainly. take a lively, ear-
nest; and liberal interest- in making
this department in particular, and the
Centennial Exposition in general, an
undoubted and proud success.
. An eminently effective method of
identifying the Agricultural interests
with the culmination of the Celebra-
tion would be a mass convention of
‘G delegates”” from every State

in the meeting in. Philadelphia
on the of July, 1876, and pro-
ceeding in a bodly to tilhlection of the
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A series of exg ts have lately | minister
e Rt "

DEACON OSGOOD’S HELP.
BY MARY M. COLBY.

The new minister was epending the
afternoon at Deacon Osgood’s. He
came to Liynton, a small town in Penn-
sylvania, in February, and now it was

une, and this was the first afternoon
he had spent with the Deacon and his
family,

Della Osgood Jooked very pretty in a
drab mohair with a tiny boquet of vio-
lets at her throat, and Mrs. Osgood
looked very motherly and pleasant in
her black alpaca and ruffled white apron
and Johnnie Osgood (age five) tried to
look as'a deacon’s son should, and the
minister ought to have passed a @ory
pleasant afternoon there, but Le did
not. : ‘

The first Sunday he preaclied in Lyn-
ton, and every Sunday since, he had
seen some one in the Deacon’s pew
whom he did not see in the Deacon’s
parlor. She was a young woman with
sad eyes and a face whereon he had

.never seen a smile. He had tried all

the afternoon to find out who she was,
without seeming curious, (he was youn

and unmarried, you know) ang lus
failed. This was why he had not en-
joyed his visit as well as he ought to

ave done, .

At five o’clock Mrs, Osgood left the
roomi and soon after called Della out
to help her get tea, and the minister
was alone with Johnnie.

“S8o you are Johnnie Osgood, are
you ?’ said the minister to him.
‘““Won’t you come here and see me?”

‘I can see yoa from here,” answered
Johnnie.

“I hope you are a_good little boy ?”
said the minister smiling. ‘‘Youwought
to be, for you have a good father and
mother. —Pon’t you think so ?”

. “Oh I den’t w. I want to run
away, but they won't let me. My Pap
talks as if he never was a little boy.
What do you think ? This

'fore you come, he told me if L said
‘bully’ while you was here he’'d fio

me. - Wag you ever a little boy ?” .

““Oh, yes,” answered the minister.

“Ain’t ' my pister Della
though ?”” was his next question.

‘“Very,” said the minister.

‘‘But she’s the dumbest thing ? The
other night I wanted her to do my sums
in division for me, and she couldn’t do
one of ’'em, do you b'lieve.” I made
Melissa do ‘em.”

“Who.is Melissa ?”

“Why, she’s our help. Youn've seen
her. Bhe sits in our seat in church,
next to Pap. There’s the bell, I'm

pretty

' _lgo;x‘ to get,” and Johnnie disap-

through the open door, and was

not seen again until after the blessing
was asked at the well filled table.

After tea the Deacon turned to'the
i and said : :
“Mr. Ridgely, it is our custom to
have worship immediately after
tea. I be glad to have you eon-
duet it to-night, .

The minister assented, and the Dea-
oon raised-his voice and called :
. “Melissa ?” ; .

, staid with her until the minister went

Just then Johnnie was seen going]

slyly to the window. . [
‘‘Jobnnie !" said his mother, reprov-

ingly. o el

~4John,” said his ihher, sternly,

‘‘whére are you going sir ?” f
“I'm agoing to get,” answered John-

nie, as he slid quickly out of the window

and rolled over on the fresh, green

RS s

from the Deacon’s, He boarded with
an aged widow, and he knew by the
dimlfigbt burning in the parlor when
he reached there, that she had retired.
He was 100 restless to study or to sleep
so he walked up and down the little
garden in the starlight, with his hands
clasped behind him in the style peculiar
to ministers in thought. There were a

Then Melissa entered, and the
gewon introduced her to the minjster.
“Mr. Ridgely,” he said, ‘‘this s our
—ahem !—this is Miss Melissa Perry,
Mellissa, this is Mr.’ Ridgely.”

The minister held the little/ hard
blown hand in his a moment and looked
at the sweet, pale face, meek, like the
master’s, and as clearly pale as a' white
moming-glo? and into the sad blue
eyes. - Then he motioned her to s chair
next to him, and opened the Bible. He
read a few verses of one of the !‘sweet
old chapters,” and then they dang a
hymn. Melissa did not sing. f3he sat
very still and listened, but shé only
heard two lines : !

“Breathe, oh, breathe thy living spisit
Into every troubled breast.” |

Then the minister prayed, andl when
they rose from their kneés, the room
was dusky with shadows, but” ’he was
certain that there were tears on Melis-
sa’s cheeks, and somehow his heart
ached for her.

‘“Surely they treat her kindly ?” he
thought as they went from the dining-
roont to the parlor ; ‘‘they are a Chris-
tian family.” He was puzzled, and
when a few moments later he heard the
rattling of china and glass in the next
room, he involuntarily glanced at De-
lia’s hands ; they were too white, too
soft, to be pretty, he thought.

Melissa cleared the table in the dark
and wept quietly all the ‘while. Poor
child | she was so disappointed. She
had been in a little tremor of happiness;
all the morning, for she thought Mrs.
Osgood would certainly inyite her into
the.parlor a few moments fo get ac-
guninted with the minister, and after

inner she went to her room and tKu'
on a delicate lilac muslin dress, with a
tiny lace frill, in the neck and sleeves ;

but at three o’clock Mrs, Osgood cafne | ¢

into the kitchén and told her to go and
gut on a dark calico, for she must mix

iscuits for supper, and the would
spoil the muslin” Of course there was
no parlor for her after that, and she
was rather surprised when they called
her in to prayers.

While she was washing the dishes
Johnnie came stealing into the kitchen
K tApto& hrough ) Melissa ?

‘‘Are through praying, Melissa
What youeo’rying ’bout ? w you break
s dish ?”

“No, Johnnie,” she answered. )

“Di(:((on burn. your finger, then 2"
he asked anxiously, with his fat little
face upturned to hers. “Ifyou did I'll
wash the dishes, ever{ oneé of 'em, and
you can wipe 'em, Melissa.”

Bhe declined his offer of help, but he

away and by steady coaxing found out
the reason why she wept.
Mr. Ridgely walked slowly home

great many roses blooming in the
widow’s garden. The soft night air
was laden with theirhferlnme, and they
made him think of Melissa, Of course
there was no resemblance between the
flowers and Deacon Osgood’s “‘help,”
for she was white and drooping like a
lilly, and they were in full, rich bloom ;
but she was pure like them, and sweet,
like their breath, &nd they made him
think of her. With the thought of her
came a memory of what his old Annt
said to him the night before he came to
Lynton.

“‘Judeon,” she said) in her broad
English, ‘‘you're going away with the
grace of God in your heart ; you've got
the old Ridgely muscle, and the marrow
of the spirit is in your bones, and your
feet are well shod, but you lack one
thing, you need a helpmate. Aye, my
boy, you're not.complete.. You'll find
it ont some day, and when you do, fol-
low the lemding}s‘ of your heart. Yon’ve
got an honest Ridgely heart, my boy,
and it’ll not lead you amiss,”

Why did the roses make him think of
Melissa ? Why did the thought of her
bring his Aunt’s words to his mind?
He certainly could not have loved her
when he hid only spoken to her once,
did- you say? No, I suppose not. I
believe it isn’t called love in the begin-

ning.

Johnnie and the minister became
very intimate after that night. Johnnie
liked him because he had once been a
little boy, and he often went to the
widow’s to visit him. He told him
about Melissa’s crying the night he was
at their housé to tea, and he also told
him that she had s 1ot of books in her
bedroom that used to belong to her
father—he tfmaued there was as many
as five hundred, altogether.

One day the minister plucked two or
hree posies, a rose and a few geranium
leaves from the widow's flower-bed and
sent the wee bouguetto Melissa by John-
nie. Johnmnie told him the next day
that she kissed it after she thought he
was out of the room, but he peeped
through a crack in the door, and saw
her do it. He went to the Deacon’s
often after that, but he never could get
a chanoce to talk to her alone.

One night when none of the family were
at prayer-meeting but herself send the
Deacon, he nndertook to go home with
her alone, but before they h:é‘ono two
squares the Deacon came puffing up* to
them, and talked ‘‘new pulpit” until
they reached the gate.

By the last of September the minister,
like everything else, had ceased to be
new, artha Jamson had tried . to get
him, but failed ; Amarantha Peabody
had tried, and failed ;- Fannie Gausse
had mﬁd‘nd l_Aﬂoa; n‘n& hoohw- looked |
u as g to ‘‘the church.”

plg:t he vm the church’s. He was

1.876.——THE AGRICULTURAL BUILDING.

not his own. Next to the Master he
loved and served, he belonged to Me-
lissa Perry. But he did not kmow it
then.

One bright October day the knowl.
edge came to him with its burden of
sweet hopes and trembling fears. Would
Melissa take what bel to her, he
wondered. How could he ever find
out? The Lord through the mouth of
Johnnie Osgood told him how.

One morning he went to the widow’s
and stayed with the minister until the
clock struck twelve, when he caught up
his hat and started for home,

“Stay and eat dlnner with me, John-
nie,” said the minister.

“I can’t,” said Johnnie ; *I have to

et, I have to wipe the dinner dishes
for Melissa, she’s goin’ to the butter-
woman's this afternoon. 'Why don’t
you go and see her?” '

“I will,” said the minister.

Johnnie meant the butter-woman, but
the minister meant Melissa, 1

He went to the butter-woman’s (she
was a member of his church), and
been there an.hour when came.
She wore a dark calico dress and carried
a bright tin on her arm. On her
way out to the house (it was more than
a mile from the town,) she saw a little
bunch of scarlet berries lying in the
road. There was no bush near them ;
they were alome in their warm, bright
beauty, and she picked them up and
fastened them in her dress at the neck,
wondering where oame from—just
us the minister had often wondered
where she came from. The minister

; *“Why not leave them ? You are not
| ob to sta

she answered sadly.
‘‘Come to me,” said the minister,
She looked at him wond
ment, then she understood and went to

When she lifted her head from its
nest in his gray coat, her eyes were
glowmg, and the sweet, pale face was
beautified, transfigured.

‘“Where did you get that bumch of
berries ?” he asked, touching it caress-
ingly, as a little gleam of sunlight
looked through an opening in the trees
and feasted a moment on its warmth
l and brightness. . "
| ‘Efound it lying alone in the road
.m I took it' ip—as you have taken
me,"”. shé answered-softly. :
. The bright tints that were gathering
in the west warned her that supper time
| was approaching, and the minister took
the pail of butter from its resting place
at the end of the log, and they were
soon at the Deacon’s gate. 'The Deacon
was in the barn-yard feeding the. fowls
and the mipister went out ‘there,
liu:hwmﬁa‘. kitcil:::. Johnnie sat
on the ) of apple pie
in’his hand-and she bent d(l),sn gd
s80ftly kissed his brown cheeks,

‘“Have yot been a eourtin’ Melissa ?”
he asked, looking at her wonderingly.
I bet you héve;" ‘sause your eyes look
' just hte Della’s when'Tom Higgs comes

to see her,”

| Melissa' ldfighad ahd went in the
| house, ' i H :

| ‘“‘How are you, ‘M. Ridgely,” said
the Deacon as the.minister entered the
| barn-yard. ‘It has been a fine day,
sir, a very fine day. How is the new
pulpit gesting o #"

I have not been in the church to-
day,” answered the :minister almost

con—that 18 to
Miss Perry.”
‘“‘About Melises," asked the Deacon

with surprise. )

speak with you about

ister.

“Mr. Ridgely,” s#id the Deacon with
a lengthening face, **I’have tried to do
my duty by that girl,, I pray for her
mormng and night st family worship,
and 1 haye several times prayed wi
her alone for more than three quarters
of an hour at a time. I never let s

] . ! P

“‘Bat, sir, what will the church ssy ?”

“I really do not know,” answered the
minister in s tone that meant ‘I really
do not care,” i ut

“She is from a good: ,” oom-
tinued the Deacon, *‘buf she is nots
church mcn.’b&, and T féar the congre-

gation —" ..,
“I have thought of sapepting. s call
to the Bl:lolln;qm chuxph,” said the
“Oh, o, 1ib ™ “drled’ the alarmed
Descon, “‘you must not think of leaving

been in so us & conditi
tually ‘ad tmﬂl Don’r'x
of your leaving, Mr. ium As to
'ﬂun._ ly t— there
the supper bolm up to the
house.

‘Words fail to describe the amazement
of the when knew for

saw the berries, and he forgot whether | gand dollars,

her dress was a calico one or not.

After she purchased the butter she
took the tin pail on her arm .?bh and
went ont at the kitchen door. e min-
ister saw her go and he went out at the
fasiated sa. cosizibg bee poil. Thay

on

falked in a “gen way until th:z
reached a bit of & woods t{mgh whi
they had to go, and then he persuaded
her to sit down him on an old log
and rest. = 8o ing—perhaps it was
the bright day or the independent au-
tumn air—made her for’onhst she was
Deacon Osgood’s “‘help” and she talked
unrestrainedly and with an

that surp
cate tact he led her to talk about herself
and she told him how her parents were
both buried in one day leaviug her rn
niless and friendless, and how she had
been bound to.Deacon Osgood until
she was eighteen years old.

““They are kind to you are they not ?”’
he asked. -

“Yes, they are kind, but—" and she

sbruptly.
“Bat what? Tell me all abont it,”
he said encouragingly. ‘

{ “They do not euq’for mé,” she an-
swered with great tears in her violet
iy 4 Tve it carg sl Sver”
n can live ou ve,”
lm ; 4

under hﬁeo-t b:t h calm.
)
“‘How old are you ?” he uks quietly.
“] am- nineteen.”

him. At last with deli- | ;

heart. nx -;dling'

ths Peabody that he
to e b:: the
keep their ves.
more sensible ones, who w, lh‘:’yn-
covered from shock, went to work
to find . ax o
uj -oothgoomdb
w they paid sum of two .
o
The w took Shristmas
morning in the church. The minister

h ion
Mrs. J 7 was once a bound
uht:nednd her “with arms,
ve never regréited minis-
hr'.l’ohotoq. : war 7

|  “Ihave no {1.01?0, no place to go to,” ‘

ly a mo-

Me- -

impatiently, ‘I came to ask you Dea-.

‘““About Melissa,”  answered the min-

R s e i

) 1 L 2

ished Deacon. * . Ridgely, she

is my Aelp m oirl,” .

“lh ﬁ .&odﬁw of the late

Mazwell Perry,”. d:f the !
quietly.

us, Mr. Ridgely, : The church hasnever -
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