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much in his eslimation by his conduct
that day—and if he was a littlé giddy be-
times, there was nothing like a wife to
steady him; and if he was rather poor,
sure Jack Dwyer could mend that.

“ Then come up here,” says Jack ; and
Andy left his place at the very end of
the board, and marched up to the head,
amidst clapping of hands and thumping
of the table, and laughing and shonting.

“Silence ! eried Father Phil, “this is
no laughing maither, but a serious en-
sagement—and John Dwyer, I tell you---
and you, Andy Reoney, that girl must
not be married against her own free-will ;
but if she has no objection, well and
good.”

“My will is her pleasure, I know,”
said Jack, resolutely. .

To the surprise of every one, Maity
said, “ Oh, Tl take the boy, with all my
heart 1”

ITandy Andy threw his arms round
her neck, and gave her a most vigorous
salute which came smacking off, and
thereupon arose a hilarious shont which
made the old rafters of the barn ring
again.”

“ There’s the lase for you,” said Jack,
handing the parchment {o Andy, who
was now installed in the place of honor
beside the bride clect, at the head 01; the
table, and the punch circulated rapidly
m filling the double toast of health, happi-
ness, and prosperity, to the happy pajr;?
and after some few more circuits of the
enlivening liquor had been performed,
the woman retired io the dwelling-
house, whose sanded parlor was put in
immediate readiness for the celebration
of the nuptial knot between Matty and
the adventurous Andy.

In half an hour the ceremony was per-
formed, and the rites and blessings of
the church dispensed between two peo-
ple, who, an hour before, had never look-
ed on each other with thoughts of ma-
trimony.

Under such circumstances, it was won-
derful with what lightness of spirit Mat-
ty went through the honors consequent
on a peasant bridal in Ireland:—these, it
is needless to detail ; our limits would not
permit; but suffice it to say, that a rat-
tling country dance was led off by Andy
and Matty in the barn, intermediate jigs
wereindulged i by the “ picked dancers »
of thé parish, while' the' country daicers
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were resting and making love (if making
love cay be called rest) in the coraers,
and that the pipers and punch-makers had
quite enough to do nntil the night was
far spent, and it was considered time  for
the bride and bridegreomn to Lie escorted
by a chosen party of (riends to the little
cottare which was to e their future
honie.  Tihe pipers stood at the threshold
of Juck Dwyer, and his daughter depart-
ed from under the “raof tree™ to the
tune of « Joy be with you;” and then
the lilters heading the body-guaid of the
bride, pliad drope and chanter right mer-
rily until she had entered her new home
thanked her old triends, (who did all the
established civilities, and eracked all the
usnal jokes attendant on the occasion,)
and Andy -bolted the door of the snug
cottage of which he had so suddenly be-
come master, and placed o seat for the
bride beside the fire, requesting <« Miss
Dwyer” tosit down---for Andy could not
bring himself to cali her “atty” yet,
and found himself in an awkward posi-
tion in being “lord and master” of a
girl he considered so far above him a
few hours hefore ; Matly sat quiet and
looked at the fire.

“Ivs very quare, isn't it says Andy
with a grin, looking at her tenderly, and
twiddling his thumbs.

“What's quare 7’
very dryly.,

¢ The estate responded Andy.

“ What estate ?” asked BMatty.

“ Your estaic and my estate,” said
Andy.” :
“ Sure you didn’t call the three-corner-
ed field my father gave us an estate, you

fool 7’ answered Matty.

“Oh no,” said Andy. “Imean the
Blessed and holy estate of matrimony
the priest put us in possesion of ;7 and
Andy drew a stool near the heiress, on
the strength of the hit he thought he had
made.

“ Sit at the other side of the fire,”” said
Matty, very coldly.

“ Yes, Miss,” responded Andy, very re-
specifully ; and in shoving his seat back-
wards, the legs of the stoal caught in
the earthern floor, and .Andy tumbled
heels over head. .

Matty laughed. whle Mndy was pick-
ing himself up wuh inercased confusion
at his mishap; for even amidst rustics,
there’is nothing morg huniiliating than 2
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