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"The Storytelier

A CHRISTMAS PROPOSAL

I first met Miss Agatha Jocelyn in rather a singn-
lar way. It was on a cold November morning—one of
those cloudy, sharp, unpleasant days which remind one
of a man with a disagreeable femper; so uncertaln,
so disconcerling, »o apl to blow islo und's face, or trip
up his heels when he lcasl expcetsit.

The streets were covered with a thin, smooth sheet
of ice, the result of a rain and freeze the night before,
which made walking, o say the least, dangerous. Butl
1 ran recklessly down the steps and started- up  the
street, with the luck of fools, safely. And all wenl well
until I came to the second corner. ‘That corner, you
must know, is a irap especially laid by the fiend to
supply him  amuscment in winter when business may
chance 1o be dull. 1t slopes, an insinuating slope, clear
down to the gutter, and once upon 1t on a shippery day
there 15 no salvation—you must go down. On  any
other mornming when I was in my sane nmund I would
have taken i{he stireel, but that day 1 must needs cssay
ihe walk, and I received my deserts.

Have you cver experienced the hopeless, helpless
sensation of walking on a slippery shde ? The frantic
siruggles, tevitably tending towalds defeat, the odd
gyrations which bring the sweal of fear {o your fore-
head, but make the orleoher roar with laughter 2 All
this I felt for what seemed an age as I wrniggled on
that insidious slope. But, horror! how were my
anxious gricls redoubled when I saw cowing around the
corner, on the duplicale of my tormenior—for  hoth
sireeis sloped equally towards the crossing—a charming
young lady who was 1n preciscly the same predicament
as I, perlornung ihe same swif{ and hopeless gyrations,
and fending to the same 1nevitable goal—the slushy gut-
ter of the sireet. For an instant the chunvalrous wdea
darted through my unnnd  of casting mysell at  length
upon the sidewalk, and so eluding the fair onc; but the
pcture of my sprawling and ignominious discomfiture
arose before my nund’s cye and deterred me. So with
a hopeless hope we shid swiltly forward, and, though we
had never met, fell nstinctively into each other's arms!
Then [ stepped gracefully mto the slush, gamed a frmer
footing, helped Ler past they  deadly  space 1o saler
rround, and with a few blushing apelogies hurried aw ay.

This trifitng 1ncident, which should have samshed at
once from twy thoughts, did not, but hngered there and
worrted me. Ml thal day B osaw the blushimg face of
my far cermirade 1 misforiune and ihe pieture of  the
awkward part that I bad played on that blessed slope,

That attertnoon my friend Billy Jocelyn, who 15 as
sociable ag 1 am  relinng, and who can talh  pleasant
inconscequences fo a gl by the hour, when [ would
grow  sleepy  and stupid, and think longmgly of my
study-lable and 1ts comfortable JTamp—my iriend Billy, 1
say, bustled wio my ofice and sad @ Confound  you,
you old sleepy head, why don’t yvou cver come  around
and sce u~” My cousin, Miss Agatha Jocelyn, a char-
sning girt from New  York, has just arpived to pay us
a visit It T don’t see yon around at the house to-
morrow  night I'l come and brealk vyour anfernal  old
siudy to pieces, lamp and all v’ And the  cnergetie
Billy disappeared as suddenly as he had eome.

Although a book and a quict <smohe had mdefinitely
more attractions for me than Miss Agatba Jocelyn,
and mdeed the whole Jocelvn galaxy, stll I was al-
ways a mariyr 1o duly «nd 1o iriendship.  Therefore
on the ensuing maht [ clad mysell n the sombre garh
ni{ ceremony, bultoned my ulsler close around my ecars,
cast a sad, tonring glance at the Litile lamp 1n {he
study, and fazed forth o the hiting wind  lowards
Billy's  Wnew, but 1t was ¢old ! T remember yet with
what timehne cheehs and c¢chilly fineers 1 enfered the
warm and pleacant atmosphere of  the Jocelvn dwelhing
Bul, yve gods, how uncomfortabiy hot I oswdldealy erew
as Billy led me nto the partor and sant ° Cousin Ve
atha, my friend, NMr Maithew Reade ' "—for Billy's
Cousin Agatha was my pauiner in misfortune of {he day
hefore. T Unnk,’ sle said, her eyes sparhling charim-
ingly, ‘tkhat Mr Reade and I have met before’; and
she proceeded to {ell the ~lory of our encounler Very
prefiily, too, and giving me far more credit than T
deserved Tor the ' dexterity and courlesy with which T
delivered her [rom that dracon of a shde ' Acfually, as
I hstened T began to helieve that T hiad played quite o
beroie part, and when she fioshed by thanhmg me T
biushed with pride—T who had alwavs esteemed  mysell
«o far superior tn flatiery ' But alas ' Tlow is a man
to distingumich oftentimes  bhetween fattery and o qust
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estimation of his merits ? Alfter all, one may be too
modest ' So that I did not fecl at all offended, hut
sat down and talked to Miss Agatha Jocelgn with an
cquanimity which soon grew to interest, which rapidiy
1tipened inlo real pleasure; for she, with due .respect
be it said, was not an ordinary girl. She did not talk
incessantly of persons, as some of the gentler sex
will do, until one 1s s0 wearied of hearing of Willie
this and Bobbie that and Grace the other, that one's
mental facuities droop, She did not ask me if I knew
a thousand inconsequeni individnals, who were at best
mere names to me and devoud of all manner of inter-
esl.  She did nul talk of fasluon nor of tlhe giddy
swarm who swing in the 1nazes of the haut ton—the
aristocracy of tolly of our republican nation. She did
not rave over aclLors or authors, or heroes—toys of
ithe shifting conceits of the hour. She did not—but a
truce to her negative virtues.

She made a display neither of ignorance nor affec-
{ed erudition. She was extreme neither in wisdom nor

in {elly. She punctuated her speech—O rare and ad-
mirable  accomplishment in woman '—with eloquent
pauses.

After that evenmmg  DBitly had no further cause +to
complain of my lach of sociability.

A monih alterwards—you see that I omit, out of
pure consideration, all the delightful events which inter-
vened—I was—er—enchanted with Wiss Agatha Jocelyn.,
In fact matters had goifen 1o such a pass that Billie
grinned meaningly cveiy lime we mel, and said, ¢ She's
very well, thanh you,” with a humwrously labored air,
which, 1o say the least, was tantalising. My study-
lamp was so unused fo being it that it spluttered in-
dignantly when I occasionally sat down for a night's
comfortable writing or reading. Assurediy such  en-
chantments as mine are decidedly prejudicial to solid
productive work. My velume on ' The Causes of Deca-
denec in Natwons, Aneient and Modern ' suflered  woe-
fully. I found myself wandering off into dissertations
en the aflections 1n the chapter on patriotism, and
treating of platonic love under the head of ' Civie Vir-
tues.” In shoit, I was geiting into such a desperate
state that 1 had to destroy reams of manuscript, and
unconsclously scrawled * Agatha Keade ' over the mar-
gins of nearly every page that I wrofe. And down
at the office—for 1n the day-time, vou must know, T am
a lawyer of 1he gravest and most respectable sort—I
actually came very near losmng ihe business of one of
my most valuable clients hy delivening a leclure, when
he adiselosed his mmtention of swing for a divorce, on
tthe  necessity of mutual  fiiness 1 {he marital rela-
tien.'  In short, <emething had 1o be done, and done
guichly, to reslore my mental equibbrium.

But what 7 Alter gomg to see Miss Jocelyn  on
thiree suceessive  mgehis, and  spending four subsequent
evenings an staring mto my  sludy fite, I resolved to
propose.  Tlaving {aken which resolution, I arose, cov-
cred the e with ashes, as s vy wont, and going to
hed, slept soundly tor the first tune o four weeks,

The next mormng as I walbed down {own I ¢yed the
lieacherous conper with afection and mwardly reproa-
ched myself [or having presented a memortal 1o the
stteet commissioner, which had ehieited fiom that pru-
dent man an mmwmediate promise 1o raise the grade pro-
portionately.  For was 1t not because of that blessed
slope that she had fallen, as 1t were, into my arms at
onr first  encounter ? IHappy omen! I walked more
buishly at the very thought. DBut as I chuckled inward-
Iy, wopndering al the acuteness with which I had slain
all my difficulties  al one fcil stroke by resolving #o
propose {o Miss Apgatha Jocelyn, a thought occurred to
me which made me winre and groan. From the loity
pedestal of superiorily I had always, publicly and  in
privale, sneered at the moony and humiliating charac-
ter of lover. llow I had derided the timid, sentimen-
tal 1oie ol hin who proposes for a lady’s hand. How L
bad jested, ah ' how cruelly, T now reahised, with cer-
tam good fellows of my acvquamtance who had proposed,
with, alas ' no favorable consequences.  In fact, shock-
me 1o think, my st real succtess inoa literary way
vas A hnmorous essay whieh the edifor of © The ,Weekly
Tades ” had inabsertently  aceeplted (in a moment,  of
absent-nmndedness, T was sute, because my former arl-
1cles had reseithled  nothimg so much as well-trained
homme mgeons—ihey mevitablv returned 1o their birth-
place 'y, which had Tor ils subject, 1 remcembered it
with remorse, * ITow {o Propose 1?7

In my desperation T ran over its various heads in
memory. 1 recalled that T had commenced by {ireatling
of the methods of prinvtive man ; the offering of the
frurts of  the ehase, the ficree war to the death  with
rival braves, the fimal victory, the joy of the dusky bride
at bemg the wile of such a wartior.

Uiterly mapproprizle, though, to our ultra-civilised,
Liopeless, vonventional times ' Then I had described the

— A

GOLD MEDAL ST. LOI}IS EXHIBITION.
Bottled in Aunckland,




