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THE MARRIAGE FAIR.!

And How an Irish Qirs Wit Undid
the Matchmaking,

It was the last Thursday in Lipiph-
any, and fair day in Gurteen.

‘I'he one and only street the village
hossted of was thronged with folke
laughing and ehattering as none but an
Irish crowd can laugh and chatter;
indeed, wo great wers their numbers
that to get along at all you had to turn
aside and scramble through theshiuygle,
where the Loats laid within shouting
distance of their owners’ doors. DBut
there was little buying and selling that
day in the tiny hamlet on the ocean's
edge, for all men knew that * match-
meking " was the real buriness of to-
day, the last fair day before Lent, and
8o the last great cbance to make s
watch.

While Blind Larry * ris jige " for
the fair a party of four people were
taking solemin counsel in a little shanty
by the beach. This wes Audy Lyne-
ham's forge, and Andy himeelf was in
the midst of the conclave. Not that
he tock any part in it ; he bad nothing
to say, as a rule—and now he liatened
aullenly while his old mother was wak-
ing & match for him with the deughter
of Terence Flaunigan, who, with his
wife, completed the number of con.
spirators.

¢ Audeed, Mrs. Lyneham, ma'am,”
Mra. Flaonigan was saying as she
threw back the great hood on her long
cloak, ‘* andeed, ma’am, ‘tisn't like asif
me dater Kattie hadn't ne'er a boy at
all afther her; thera’s whips av thim
'.i‘in) ber."

* There is that!" corroborated her
busband, empbatically.

“ But ye see, ma'sw,” she went on,
me an’ me husband wants some one
that have a thrade ; times is 80 bad
wid the Jand.”

+ Thrae fur ye, Mrs. Flaanigaa,
we’'am, *° said the other woman with
garralous politeness. *“Thim aa has
land is robbed intirely theee times.
'Tis well fer ye, Terence Flaonigan,
that ye've been puttin’ by a bit av
money thim thirty years, * she added
cunningly.

+¢ Little enough, ma’am, little enough,
«aid Terence; * but I'll give Kattie's
wman o hundbred poun’ the day afther
the marryin'-—diril & pinny more.”

4 Faix, thin, “tis no great match
afther all, ” said Mra Lynebam, gath-
ering her heavy cloak closer about her
as if it go.

+ Look at that, now ! "cried the other
woman, flaring up;* msy be ye wouldn't
get an offer like it %0 baudy again.
\Where would the likes v ye git o
hundbred poun’, or half av it1”

«“An’ where would ye git a fine,
hearty lump av a boy like wy Andy1?
The best smith that ever dhruve a nail
in a shoe ! ” cried Mra. Lyneham, fairly
danciog with rage.

+* Howld ye're whisht, mother. Yo've
a dsle too much chat out av ye,” aaid
the bone of contention, rising from the
anvil where he had been aitting, chew-
ing a long atraw in silence.  “I'll take
the gurl, Terence, " b6 went on ; ** the
owld woman wants help in the house ;
and "tiatime I tak some one, I suppose.”

+'Tig sure,*’ said Terence. *“Give
me 8 howld av ye're hand, Aandy.
There, now, " shaking the Llacksmith’s
fiat boartily, ‘I wun't break me word
to ye about the money.”

+1 believe ye, " said the blackemith,
louoging 2ut of the door.

“ Well, there, now, the match is
made,  said Mrs. Lynehaw amoothing
back ber gray hairs under her anow-
wbhite watch, * an’ divil a steadier boy
there is in Gurteen than Andy. 'Tis
the lucky gurl ye're darter is this day,
Mrs. Flannigan. ™

- Faix, ma'am,” anawered Mrs,
Fisanigan, Lridling, ** I know thim as
would give golden guineas to be match-
od with Kattie; thougb, andeed, ma’aw,”

sbe added, svitcning, ** 1 have uo word
to say ajain Audy.”

4 Deed, he minds his businees well,
an’ neter touche: asup o'dbrink, *' said
the fond wmother, proudly. * Only if
he wouldu'c spind so much tiwe foos-
thering nbout with thim little hins,
bad luck to thim, that laya an
igg no bigger than a marble, * she
added, reflectively, as the trio started
down the villago street,

The **little hins” alluded to were

the one extravagsnce, the sole form of
dissipation that the burly smith allow-
ed hiwselt, and were a thrving fa-ily
of tantama that he loved ax his life,
With bis own bande ho bad niade a
wire eucloaure for thew behind the
forge, that none but himself might
feed them. His thrifty mother had o
buge contempt for his*little owld
chickens,” as she called them, for by
their fruits she valued them, aud Julia
Brannigan at the corner shop gave
only four-pence a dozen for the dainty
eggs.
But while the plotters plotted in the
grimy forge, the victim of their mach-
inations waa out on the green demurs.
ly footing it opposite Patsey O'Rourke,
ber partoer in that * Pattern. "

She was a tall, slim naid, with the
jet-black heir and exquisite gray eyes
seen 3o often in the south; he was an
imwense young fellow, red baired and
freckled like a wren's egg, with eyes
that looked as innocent avd simple as
a child’s. When at length the tripp-
ings to and fro, the ‘linking partners ”
and mad whirls in the middle of the
floor, and the stately courtseys came to
an end, Kattie whispered to ber big
partner as he handed her cloak to her:
‘« Come here, beyant, a minnit.”
Pataey’s eyes danced with joy as the
prospect, and seeing an air of myatery
in the girl's watter, he assumed such a
knowiug expression on his gaileless
counteneuce that made h m look more
like & very wicked baby than anything
tlee. Soon the pair had wandered
away up the hill Lebind the gray old
chupel, and stood by the wishing well,
where & thousand little rags of all
colors and texture fluttered from the
boughs of the hawthorn bush, each the
record of some wish accomplished by
the good St. Bridget for one who drank
from bher holy well in perfect faith.
Toen they halted; the girl sitting on
the low wall that went half way round
the cdge of the water, whils her com-
pavion sood awkwardly by, with a
dumb adoration written in every line
of his simple, manly face.

“ Tueeday is Shrove,” said Kattie
suddenly, intently watching the fall of
a pebble into the clear water.

“Eb1" said Patay, wyatitiod, and
he bent over to watch the rings that
formed where the stone had fallen,
looking from them to Kattie's faco in
a vain endeavor to see how her speech
applied.

Kattie gave a short sigh and tried
again.

. 130 are the chapel below I look-
ing down herself to whers it leaned
against the hiil.

*1 do that,” answered Patsy, with
relief, feeling that he had failed wmiger-
ably before.

Then there was a pauze.

C* Well T said Kattie, a little crossly,
flinging a whole handful of pebbles
into the water.

. Patsey's fuce fellagain, e thought
it easy to look down at the chapel, but
be evidently had not done all that was
exprated of him.

*“Tin & mortal nate roof,” he
hulrda"i. looking inquiringly at big
companion: ** Twas Paddy Cullough's
father-iv-law put the slates on it.”
Kattie blushed to the tips of her
pretty cars, and her lips trembled,
while I'atay, who, dense as he wan,
wmw hec distress, looked piteously
sround him for inspiration, Gnally
blurting oat :

** I'm almost sure

be waa hix father.

inlaw.”

Anothor silence, and then Kattis,
bending her head very low, said, hardly
above & whisper:

“I'll be there—in the chapel—a’
Tuceday mornin’ **

“ Will yo now 1" cried the unfortu.
nate I'ateey, his bonest face lighting
up. “Goin' to seo the weddinet
Sure, I'll be there, too.”

*“'Tis to be married meeelf 1'] be
goin'," cried the girl, looking up with
burning cheeks.

“Yo--yo to be warried " gesped
the man, so white that the freckles
sscied to increaso and multiply to an
alarming extent.

** Yes, me,” cried Kattie, beginning
to grow cool as soon ss he lost bis
head.

**Be the holy -—" burst cut
[’atsoy.

*“Whisht! Ye mustn’t curee,!’ aaid
she, quickly.

‘*An’ who to " he asked in & chok-
ing voice,

* Andy, the smith.”

“I bave no word sgainst Andy,”
said be, slowly ;. “only—oh) Kattie,
asthore ! stretching out a great, brown
hand.

*Why dida't ye say that loag sgo 1"
said Kattie, stealing a glance with
eyes full of tears as she luid her hands
in his,

“ Kattie, dear, why would ye marry
him 1" said Patsey, looking the picture
of abjoct misery.

*Maybe nobody else would bhave
we,” said she, with a mischievous
aaile.

‘ Nobody else !” almost shouted he.
' Sure, wouldn't I —3

** Be aisy, will yo, * warned Kattie,
with the common sense that rarely
deserts her sex on these ooccasions,
*“Be aisy ; yo needn't tell the whole
parish. Listen to me,” she went on
quickly ; «’tis only to.day the match
is making, but well I know that Andy's
owld mother won't let the chance
Aund Andy himself, dacint boy, don't
care who he gets to redd up the house
for him. So yo'll see me married to
him 's Tuesday if ye don't ——*'

**Don't what 1"

‘“1f ye don’t be said by me.”

“Sure, 1 will. Only tell mc what
to do.”

**Faith, ye wan't some one badly to
mind ye; 'tis littls ginse av ye're own
ye have,” said Kattie, looking with
love in her cyes at the eager face that
confronted her.

“Well, I'll be eaid by ye," aaid
Pateey firmly, Only spake the
word.”

* Well, thin,” said the gir), looking
dowp, “be nixt to me over right the
sitar a' Tuesday, an'—an’ bring—a
ring wid ye."”

‘“Ay, faith, will ] 7
phatically ;
thin t

. I.—cve that to we, ye omadbaun,”
suid Kattie, giving his band the tiniest
*queesse as she turned to go. But
Pataey laid bis band on ber arm, aund,
with hie bovest face full of Joy, asked
in an incredalous toge :

‘* An’is it ine yo want, Kattie dear I’
. Divil another,” said Kattie, Jook-
ing up fondly.

“Look at that now ! exclaimed
Pateey delightedly ; v an’ yelove mel’
—asif it were too good to be true—
“mol Au’the red head av wn an’
—ali?" he repeated,

Ay, do 11 Have condauct, now.
will ot '

Bat it was too late, and there was
tothing to do but to smooth her hair
a8 she walked on by his side.

A bright March san shone on the
Nttle Rray chapel on the moening of
Shrove Tueeday. Everybody waa on
tke green. Little Tirosey Dwyer bad
cowe all the way from Berebaven
woariog the whole of his wardrobe_.
four waistconts and three coats—which
was bis conception of a gela constume,
Ho wes tho mserricat sowl o the
countyside, as ready for fun ag many a

suid Pateey em-
“an’ what will happen

man at bhalf his age, aud now he wagy

come, by rpecial invitation of the g

elect to ere  Terenco Flanrigyy
daughter married.

He came to meet Kattie wuy,
serice of curveta like a rathir . o) vy

h“h" M‘d M. at t'lt‘ LY IO
waviag his hat round his heait, <o
soon put an end to this duwy . 9
turcing bim sharply around, 4 jy
away aroug the people. \Wher thay
appoared again the girl's eyes wer £i]
of eager expectation, while Timu,y's
comical old face was scrowed vp 15 4
expression of intense er)yuent.
Thep there was a goneral move gt
toward the Chl”l, for the all illllmr'.nt
hour had come,

With jokes mud laughter the vrawd
slowly crushed itaelf in through the
open door until the building wm
dense y packed—but with a dil. rest
cougregation from that which a fiw
minutes before had chattered outuids,
for in his church the Irish peasint 1
the most devout and reverent of wor
shippers. Av sho entered, Kattiv hud
called Patsey to her side with a laok,
and now be stood close behind her at
the altar steps, while behind bim Tor
ence Fiann and bis wife were
helping Mes. Lyneham to lead ber son
forward.

Timsey Dwyer had disappeared.

Presently the coremeny began, and
the pricst, » strangee doing duty for
Father Murphy —who was in Macriou,
marrying his sister's daughter t> a
policeman —began at one end of the
row of coaples before him. Katte
sood trembling, and cating glances of
agonized expectation over ber shoulder
toward the door ; Pateey still kept Lus
position bebind ber, watching ther
intently, and by her atood Andy, tut
be seemed to listen to somothing
vataide. Father Gallagber had comws
within two couples of her, and was
patting allimportant questions to the
wan in bis rich Kerry brogue. In
another minuts it would be for him
who was to marry Kattie Flannigan w0
express his willinguess to receivo her
o5 his * lawful wife according to ke
rite of the holy mother Charch.

Oae Jast despairing glanc over ber
shoulder. Ah! her face Lrightens at
last, and her pale cheeks glow on.e
wore, for there is a movement in the
crowd that packs the aisle, and littls
Timaey Dwyer forces his way to where
Andy Lynebam is standing; be givrs
a tremendous wink, that completely
obliterates Lalf his face, at Kattir,
then, standing on tiptoe, whispers in
Andy’s ear. Asbe did, the lagy hlack
smith seemed roused from his lethargy
st last, and, muttering, * Sure, |
tpought I heard thim, " turned incon
tivently from the altar and fairly pluny
od throogh the prople down the aie'r,
follewed by Tercnce and Mra, Flanu-
gan, who besought bim in loud whigpe m
to come back, and pulling his mcther
after him, who, with great Ppresence of
mind, had firmly grasped the caile of
bis coat. Meanwhile Father (iallagher
bad reached the spot where the troant
had stood, and while be paused for the
little tumalt to rubside, Kattio quietly
motioned her Patsey to the vacant
place next her; 50 when the crowd
clozad bebind the struggling quartet he
found a dcmumlooking maidea ard =
man of 6 feet 2, with red hair aud
face like & child in surprise, awaitis.
bis services.

** Yo'ro name, me good man?

** Pateey O'Rourke, yeo’re riverence,
answered the brid , who bad
darted a look at the bride, for direc-
tions. Then the ceremony proceeded.

‘ Ave yo, Patrick O'Rourke, willing
to receive Kathleen Fiauni here
proscnt, as your lawful wife, accoeding
to therite of the Hoiy Mother Oharch?”

1 beg ye're riverence’s int”
uidll'.uoy. pard

“1will, I will, " whispered Kattie,
jogging him with her elbow.

** Iwill, I will, ” echoed Patsey, Joud-
ly, and tarned to her again for forther

instractions; but sha was listoning whilo

the priest put the question 1o her, and




