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CHAPTER XXI.

THE NLW BRIDGE.

It was a habit of Walter’s—no doubt in”
duced by the practice of his profession—to
aote the countenances of. his fellow-creatures
marrowly, but it struck him that that of
Liliun, as she greeted him upon the lawn of
Willowbank, wore a look tvat he had not seen
gpon it before. Her eyes were always earn-
est, and her voice soft and natural, never
Breaking into those little screams of pretend-
¢d admiration or emotion, which fashionable
yeung ladies use ; but upon this occasion, her
.glance was sunnier and more encouraging that
Ro hud ever seen it, while her tone of wel-
avue had a certain demonstrativeness about
it, such as, had they been alone, would have
filled him with wild hopes, but which, since
there were spectators, he concluded meant
defianc . ¢“However you, Sir Reginald, may
ghoose to treat Mr. Litton,” it seemed to say,
4t 13 my intention to show that I am glad to
®e him.” L tty too, instead of the smile
with which she was wont to greet him when
dhe and her sister were alone together, looked
grave and timid ; which he set down to the
#hme cause—namely, the presence of her hus-
Wpud.

| feel that-I ought to apologise,” said
Walter, “for such an early visitation ; but it
apems to me there has been a little mistake.
Mr. Brown was so good as to tell me to come
@rly—to spend the aft*rnoon, as I under-
@ood him.”

“Then, how very rude you must have
&hought us, Mr, Litton I'" exclaimed Lilian.
@Neither Lotty nor I were ever told a word
af that. It is so unlike papa to be so forget-
ful.”

] am afraid it is I that am the sinner,”
gbserved Sir Reginald penitently. ‘Your
#ather did tell me this morning, Lilian, that
Lii ton would probably drop-in-seon afterlun.
¢hecn ; but I knew t at Lotty had some seri-
¢us shopping to do, in which she would re-
duire your assistance (bonnets, my dear
feliow, which with my wife are paramount)
qud so I kept at home myself—a very bad
gubstitute, I allow—to do the honors in your
stead,
you, when I saw him in his white tie and
polished boots (like a fellow who has been up
all nizht at a ball) —-there is something so ex-
qusitely ridiculous in a man 1 evening
dothes in the ‘aytime—and reflected that he
bad got himself up so early all for nothing, or
at least only for me ; but I really did it for the
sake of you ladies.”

1 beg you will leave me out of the ques-
tion, Reginald,” said Lilian coldly : ¢4if my
father himself had so behaved it would hsve
becu an act of inhospitality, but in your case
it w.s a rudeness, not only to Mr. Litton, but
to me.”

¢l really cannot admit that, Lilian.”

*“The» we must agree to differ upon that
poiut—at all events, I hope you have done
your best, in your self-assumed character of
muster of the house, to show Mr. Litton the
lioin.”

“He has heard them,” said Sir Reginald,
la ghung  His temper, which, as Walter was
well aware, was noue of the best, seemed im-

erturbable, and only by a red spot on each

gu ek, could you perceive that his sister-in-
{aw’s reproof had stunghim. ¢He came at
ghree o’clock, you know, as though he had
been asked to dine with them.”

‘“‘Reggie is incorrigible, Lilian.” said Lady
Belwyn, forcing a little laugh, “and it's no
use being angry with him. Af'er all, my
§ear, remember Mr. Litton and my husband
are old friends, and I daresay have g t on very
well without us.”

“Have you seen our new bridge; Mr. Lit-
tou ?” enquired Lilian, without taking auy
motice of this attempt at mediation.

“No,” said Walter. *““What bridge 1"

¢*Why, the one papa has thrown over the
dittle brook by the rose garden. But you

have been shown u()‘x%lgpg, of course 1”

*Ther’s ingrotitdtde !”” excliimed Sir Regi-
aald. ‘“Why, I left you to exhibit it to him
des gnedly. 1 knew he wouid have to see
it’

\'y conscience -mote me, I promise

But. Lilian was already leading the way to
this new wonder, with Walter by her side,
leaving Sir Reginald and his wife to follow
thew, or not, as they, or rather he, might
feel inclined,

““Iu 1s positively disvraceful,” muttered the
baronet, ““to see how your sister is throwing
herself at toat fellow’s head.”

“Let us hope not that, dear,” answered
Lotty mildly.

““What's the good of hoping when rhe’s
doing it, stupid !” rveturned he angrily. It
had Leguun to strike him that the somewhat
high-handed course he had taken to prevent
the young people spending the afteruoon in
each other’s company, had not had quite the
vesult he had iutended, but, indeed, rather
the contrary on -—their heads were very close
together, and by their eager talk theyscemed
to Ue making up for lost time.

‘Had we not better go to the bridge too ”
said Lotty timidly.

“No—yes ; that is, you had better go,” was
the curt reply.  ¢As for me, I can’t trusc
myself to see the girl making such a fool of
herself ; though this is the last day, thank
goodness, that she will have the opportunity
of doing it. Fellow them up at once, and
mind you keep your eyes open and your ears
too ;” and Sir Reginald turned upon his heel,
and, lighting a ‘cigar, strolled away towards
fhe entrance gate.

lu the meantime, Lilian’s tongue was not
dle. - “That is only aspecimen, Mr. Litton,”

[ they were out of earshot of their late compan-
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ions, ‘‘of Sir Reginald's officiousness, and . of
how much he takes upon himself of what

ought to be my father’s province. I am sur-
papa has no idea that you have been treated
thus ’

“] be/g, ‘Miss Lilian, that you will not dis-
tress yourself on my account. That you
should do .so, does indeed give me pain,
reas, nothing that your brother-in-law can
y, or do, can affect me in any way.”

“He has been doing. his bést, then, to annoy
you? aid Lil an quickly. *‘I guessed that
by the look of his face.”

“He does not trouble himself to be very
sgreeable to me, certainly,” answered Walter,
smiling. “And yet, I have done nothing—
voluntarily at least—to offend him.”

I t iuk he is jealous of you, Mr. Litton—
I mea as respects your position in this house,
and my father’s liking ror you.”

“But | am nobody here ; scarcely even a
guest, since i have been employed by Mr.
Brown professionally, while Sir Reginald is
his own gou-in-law,”

“Yes; but his egotism is such that he
wishes to be all in all here. As it is, I am
sorry to say that he exerts « great influenc
over my father ; this notion of our going
abroad, for instance, is certainly his own
idea.”

“You do not wish to go abroad, t: en, Miss
Lilian ?”

“Well—no ; not for so long, at all events,
or rather, not for an indefinite time, such as is
proposed. One does not wish to be sep rated
from all one’s fiiends, without some notion of
when one will see them again—does one 1’

“No, indeed. But is it really decided that
you are to winter in Italy ¥

*Yes ; we are to go to Sicily first—in Octo-
ber—in a yacht, which Sir Reginald has
secured. The sea voyage has been recom-
mended to me, it s-ems ; though I am sure I
don’t want a sea voyage.”

““Perhaps it will do you good ; you are not
looking in such good health as when I had
first the pleasure of s-eing you.”

¢‘Is that wonderful to you who knows what
ails me? It is this spectacle constantly be-
fore me of my sister's unhappiness that wears
aud worries me 80 ; and her husband, you may
depend upon it, will be no kinder at sea than
on land: Indeed, when I roflect upon his
growng ascendeucy over my father, and on
the isolation f om all our friends that awaits
us, it secms almost as though I myself were
about to be subjected to his tyranuny.”

ne,” exclaimed Walter. ¢l am glad to hear
it, however, for it shows that your father has
now forgiven everybody who had a hand in
making his dasghter Lady Selwyn.”

0 yes, he has quite forgiven her, and, in-
deed, likes her very much.”

“Then this is not the first time he has
seen her ?”

“Oh, dear no,” answered Lotty gaily ;
while Lilian leant over the Venetian bridge,
and shredded a plucked flower into the water
with impatient fingers. ¢‘She came to call—
let me sce—the very day after you were here
last, «nd she stayed to diuner, and has been
here since very often.”

“] dou’t like Mrs. Sheldon,”
Lilian quietly.

“Well, my dear, we have seen -so little of
her, that is, cowparatively,’" replied i.otty
nervously. ““Reginald, who has known her
all lus Jite, has a very high opinion of her,
you know.”

“Y¢s, 1 know that,” said Lilian.”

““ArLd paja is certainly pleased with her.”

¢l kunow that too,” repe ted Lilian, and
this time with even more marked sigmfi-
cance.

“Q Lilian, for shame!” exclaimed Lotty.
“What must Mr. Litton think !”

“Mr. Litton is old frieud enough, or, at all
eveuts, has shown himself friendly enough to
both of us, Loity, to be told 1f we had auy
friend of our own sex”—and here Lilian’s
voice was lost in a great sob—¢with whom
to take counsel, it would be different, but, as
you know, we have none. We see no oue,
uow, but Sir Reginald’s iriends.”

“0 Lilian, Linan !” cried Lo ty, looking
round about her apprehensively ; ¢“for my
sake, for my sake, say no more; I am sure
you will be sorry for it. It is not fair,
either to me or my husband, or to papa him-
selt.”

“Very well ; then I will say nothing.”

“l hope you have not already said too
much,” sighed Lotty.

“Nay, indeed, Lady Selwyn,” observed
Walter, ¢l have gathered nothing of this

observed

1

“Why shoyld I only marry a lord, 38
said Lilian co plainingly.n?‘Cln’t yc}:I;:ok
a little higherfor me? Why should T not be
& duche 8, for ingtance 1"

“‘Go along with you and dress for dinner,”
laughed her father)pinching her cheek ; but
when she left to his bidding his counte-
nauce grew grave.

“Lalian is far from well,” said he; I
gon't think the English climate agrees with

T

“‘She looked very well when I first:had the
pleasure of seeing her,” observed Walter., ¢
would fain hope that her indisposition is but
temporary : the heat has been exceptionally
great this summer.”

“No, no; it’s not that; but something
more serious, though we don’t know exactly
what. Dr. Agnew has prescribed change of
climate. You are doubtless aware that we
are going abroad next month ?”

‘] have heard so, si,”” said Walter quiet—
ily.  ¢‘Of course I regret it, for my own sake,
but still more for the cause that takes you
away.” !

Common politeness would almost have dic-
tated ae much as this, yet Mr., Brown was
obviously displeased with the remark, and in
his reply to it, ignored the sentence that re-
lerred to his daughter al‘ogether.

¢ Well, yee, of course it will separate you
from us completely ; but a young man like
yourself is aiways mukingnew friends ; for
my part, I shall be most pleased to forward
your interests, if it should ever lie in my
power to doso. But I hope, when we come
home, we shall hear of you as having made
your own way in the world., After all, that
18 the only satisfactory method of doing it.
Look at mé : 1 had no patrous ; I did not lay
wyself out to conciliate society,”

“That is very true,” mused Walter : his
thoughte were far away, dwelling upon the
time when the house before him, now so full
of h‘ght and life, shonld, with its shuttered
windows and tenantless rooms, strike desola-
tion to his soul. Whether Mr. Brown
fancied that his guest’s attention was wan-

forbidden fruit. I have no idea at present

a8 to what it is that Miss Lilian wishes you
to withhold from me ; and I shall make it a
point of honor not to guess at it.”

“You are very good, I am -ure,” said Lotty
nervously, and speakin like one who repeats
a lesson learned by rote. ‘I think I heard
the front gate click, and it is just the time
for papa to be home. Had we not betier go
and meet him #’

“By all means,” cried Walter, manifesting
an extraordinary interest in Mr. Brown's re-
turn from the city, but, in reality, desirous
to relieve the young ladies trom the embar-
rassment of lus presence ; and he woved
away accordingly. Lady Selwyn, however,
hastened o accompany him ; while her sistes
remained - bebiud, perh ps to remove the
traces of her tears. The former made no
alttempt at conversation with him, and Wai-
ter found it no eusy matter to Keep his

I have too good an opinio of your sense
and sput to apprehend such - su! jugation,
Miss Lilian ; and, in . fact, 1 think you have
declared your independenee pretty plainly this
very day.”

“Well, 1 was angry at his behavior to you,
Mr. Litton, and so spoke up, but I sometimes
fear that 1 affect a courage in contending with
him that I do not possess. If I was to be ill
—1 mean, really ill—for example, I often
shudder to think what puppets Lotty and my-
self would be in his hands, now that he has
once gained my father’s ear.”

“‘He seews to have gained it very quickly,”
said Walter musingly.

“Yes ; it is very strange, but so it is. I am
ashawed to say tbat I think bis possessing a
title has giveu him a sort of stand-poinr ; for
wy part, however, he not only seems no bet-
ter as Sir Regivald than he was as plain Copt.
Selwyn, but twenty times worse ! O indeed,
ndeed, it is no laughing matter”—for Walier
could not forbear a smile at her womanly
vehemruce—‘‘and wheu weare far from home
and—and—friends, I shall feel so lonely and
s0 helpless to resist his will {”

¢I1 your apprehensions carry you so far as
that, M ss i ilian,” said Walter grevely, 1
would positively decline to leave England.
There is Torquay or the Isle of Wight.”

She shook ber head. ¢I have tried all
that ; but, for the first time in my life, my
father has over-ruled my wishes. Isometimes
think that there is a plot between them ; for
my own benefit, of course, as respects papa ;
but in Regiuald’s case, as certaiuly for his own
advantage.”

¢ I wish to Heaven I could help you, Miss
Lilian! There is nothing I would : ot 00.”

‘I know 1t, Mr. Littou,” said she earnestly.
“You are a true f*iend to all of us ; so ditfer-
ent from that smooth-tongned man yond-r,
who can also be 8o rough and tyrannous. But
Lush ! here comes poor Lotty; and I had so
mucl} to say to you, whioh I must not speak of
now.”

“Well, Mr- Litton. and what do you think
of the new bridge ¥’ asked Lady elwyn, with
that aruificial sprightliness which a woman
wust be crushed indeed not to be able to
assume upon occasion. “‘Papa was his own
architect, aud is imme sely proud of it, so I
hope you have been going into raptures.”

Walter had been standing by the new bridge |
for the iast five minutes, and not even noticed
1ts existence, but uow he hastened to express
his approval,

“lu is Venetian,” she went on, “‘in its |
style, as papa avers; but Reginald, who, as
you know, 1s so abswid, will cull it the Wil-
low Pattern Plate. o the question has been
left by cousent for us to decide, when we |
shall huve seen Venice with our own eves.” |

“You are looking forward with great de-
light, 1 suppose, ro your first visit to Italy #”

“Well, yes, I suppose | am ; but what we
all look forward to most is that the charge
will do Lalian good. We think her looking
so pale and out of sorts ”

“Oh, I am well enough,” said Lilian
wearily.,

“Nay, you can scarcely say that, darling,
when papa feels so curious about you ; and’
even Reginald”—— i

““Have you told Mr. Litton who is coming
to dine to-night?’ interrupted Lilian sud-
denly. |

“0 mno, dear; I thought it was to be a
secret. Indeed Reginald particularly told e |
not to mention it, so that it might be a plea- !
surable surprise to Mr. Litton
““Well, Reg nald has not told me, nor, if he
had, should I be bound to obey him.—Mrs,
Sheldon is coming to_dinner.”

saidshe indignantly, and scarce waiting till

“Mrs, Sheldon! Well, that does astonish

thoughts trom speculating upon the cause of
the strange sceue he uad just wituessed.
That sumething had occurred with respe © to
Mrs. Sheldon, which had roused Linau’s ex-
treme 1udignation agatust her, was evident ;
aud also that sue saspected Sir Reguuaid ol
desigus of which Waiter bhiwself, who had
such good reason 1o distrust bum, cowd hard-
ly benieve him capavle i really seemed that
tue 1econciiation of the little housenold at
Willowbauk nad brought with 1t, av 1asi, as
much of evil as of good.

As they left the shoubbery for the lawn, he
8aw his host walking rapiuly towards thein,
having apparentiy just iett his sou-lu-iaw,
Who was stauding vu tue carriage-sWeep ; Lls
brow was kuit, and lus face wore an augry
flush ; but as he drew ucurer, these s.wp-
tuws of wrath seemed to tVaporale, wl.och
Walter shiewdly set down to the cucuw-
stauce that Lauy Selwyu was Dis cowpauiou,
instead of Liuan, for wuow tue old geuuse-
m u had probably taken her.

“Goud-day, Mr. Littou, goud-day,” said
he ; *“d am alraiu 1 wust p.ead guilty 1o hav-
| ing forgotten that | hatasked you to look 1
[ upon us early, unul 1t was oo late to aiter

the ladies plans; but 1 hope Sir Regluala made
| himselt agreeable.—Lotiy, my dear, 1t you
wul go aud dress for diuner, aud then cowme
uown and do the hounors to Mr. Latton, 1 will
do my best 10 amuse hun o the meaniime, —
{ By Jove ! what a lucky feliow you are to be
dressed, man. It’s not often they g t we 1o
! do it ; but we have got anuvther guest to din-
! ner 10-day, and, niortudately, 1its & ludy.”
“] am sure the lady would teel herself
! greatly comp imented, it she heard \ou say
80, papa.’ :

«['ush, tush ! 1 was ounly speaking gener-
ally. Itis deuced hard on a man tiy tiwe
of lifé to have to change his clothes because
a woman is asked to diue. With you young
feillows, it is doubtless dafferenc; though,
when I was your age, Mr. Liwon, 1 had never
had a pair of polished leather shoes on my
feet, nor so much as a tad-coul on my back.
The ouly eveniug-parties L ever attended Were
those at the Mecunanics’ Institute.”

“Indeed,” sard Walter, not kuowing what
else to say, though' e was well aware that a
more rapt.rous uppreciation of the uifference
between Mr. Browu’s Now and Then was ex-
pecied of him.  ¢Such a wode of life wust
have been very uuconvenuional and wdepen- |
dent.”

“Gad, I dou’t know about the indepen-

dering, or, on the other hand, deemed his
reply too apposite, he was manifestly au-
noyed. ¢‘Come,” said he; ‘“though you are
TR T

dremsed fine enough, you will like to wash
your hands before dinner, 1 daresay ; let’s
step inside.” Aud they went in accordingly,

(70 be C’ontinugd.)

Real Moose Mocca-
sins, reduced to $1.50
per pair, worth $2.50.
Albert Demers, 338 St,
James street.

How to Buy Young Geese.

A gen leman who paid the best prices tor
his provisicns, and who liked to live as
well as did his npeighbors, was once’ de-
ceived by his poulterer in the age of some
poultry he bought. Meeting him a few
days afteiwa ds, he walked up to his wag-
gon aud s ammered out (for he was affected,
like poor Charles Lamb) in his speech—

G gu-gu-got any geese, to-day ?

Oh, yes, said the poulterer. A fine lot,

How ma-ma ny have you got ?

A dozen—uice ones,

The customer turned them over, and then
added—

N-now, you see, I've got a pe-pe-Lesky
set 0’ fellows at my house, an’ they eat s

-

great deal of poultry. Hain't you gu.gu-
got any tu-tu tough ones?
Wal—yaas, said the poulterer, picking

them over.
five of 'em.

Is them all the tough ones you’ve got ?

Yes—yes; that’s all, said the seller,
separating them

We-we-well, then, I reck reck’n, on the
whole, concluded the buyer, with a leer,
I’ll ta ta-take the other lot !

The feelings of the poulterer, at this uns
expected reply, may be more easily ima.-
gined than described.

There’s one—two—here ! four,

No. 1--3 Cents.
#pare that Old Mud Cabin
-inly & Picture of Her Boy
Slavery’s Passed Away
The Mottoes that are f'ramed Upon the Wall
\8 | Sat Upon My Dear Old Mother's Knee *
If the Waters C .uld speak as They Flow
Paddy and His Sweet Potteen
As We Wander in the Uranga Grove
My Moully is Waiting for Me
1he Soug Ull Ne'er Forges
D:wn Where We Roamed Together
A Mother's Ap eal to Her Boy
Don’t Kun Down the [rish
Paddy shay
Mr. McAa lly and His Ould High Hat
Jack Won't Forget You
Where tnd You et that Hat ?
Moiher’'s Lart Letter to Me
I Liove You Best of 11l

No. 2--3 Cents.
The Same Old Walk
Ask a Puliceman
I'll Jomg sacx, My Darling, to Thee.
Peep Our of the Window
My Mother's De r 0ld Face
I Believe It For My Morher Told Me So
How I Got Even With O*Grady
I shall Have ‘Em
Rafferty‘s Tin Wedding
Is that Mr Reilly ?
Mc ‘loskey‘s Grand Soiree
Hello, Reily !
we ve Both Beeo There Before Many a Time

No. 3—3 Cents.
Down Went M.Ginty,
N., Thank You, 'om.
Magee's Back Yard
My Listle ir sh Quven.
I Wongler if ~he’s I'rue to Me,
Up Comes McGinty
ike King of the Swells
Three Leaves of ~hamrock,
Michael Sl.ith r's Spree.
1 Losned My Sunday Coat to Maloney.
My Sailor Jack
Dreaming at the Windew.
God Bless Our Home.
Save My Mother's Picture From the Sale.
The Freed: m ( ry of Erin.
A Link From the Past.
Dreaming A« S+ e Sleeps.
Ouly 0 See the Dear Uld Place Again.

No. 4-3 Cents.

The Griffintown Election.—Topical.
Globe-Tiotting Nellie Bly.

I Went With Him

There Goes McManus.

When Mother Puts the Little Ones to Bed.
MeGinty's Wake

Uasey's Wife.

Reca'l That Sad Good-bye.

Horoo for Casey.

No. 53 Cents.

Excuse M+, Excure Me!

M>Giuty, the Swell of the Day. .

Explain It If You Can,

I'll Paralyze the Man That Says McGinty,

Tne World Will Be Coming to an End,

Down on the Farm,

L eave That O d Cradle to Me,

My Fa her’s Song to Me.

Ballyho ley*

(3 ildhood’s Happy Days.

If Our Daughters Could Seck as They Go. Parody
on : If the Waters Could Speak as They Flow.

No. 6-3 Cents.
Killaloe,

The [ri>h Spree.
Sgepping Siones of Time,

Topieal

dence, sir ; 1 had but a pouud a week, eacept |
a few shillings that 1 wade by workiug atier |
hours, and which I laid by 10 warry upon. |
People suid 1t wus rash in me to thiuk of a
wife ; but 1t 18 my opinion, that wheu u,l

| youn fellow gets to be three-aud-tweuty 1t 13
{high tiwe for liim to thuiuk ef such things— |

that is,” addod Mr. Brown, with sudden [
graviy, ‘at he euooses, as 1 did; one wuo is |
accustomed, like hunsell, to e¢c nomiziug and |
simple fare ; for to drag a girl dowu frowm |
cotx(”vclencc and opulence to what scems to |
her Like beggary by coutrast to 1it, is a very |
shametul activu.—Holio! Lilian, my dear,
where did you spring from ¥’

““l have ouly beeu as far as the new bridge |
and back, apa.”

“Well, you d better go in and dress for |
dinuner, my dear. Your sister has been gone |
these five minutes.”

‘‘But my toilet does not take quite so long
as her ladyship’s,” returned Lilian, smiling,

“Well, well ; rauk has its duties, no doubt,
as well as its privileges,” observed Mr Brown
complacently. <“Perhaps you will marry a|
barouet, or maybe a lord, yourself, Lilian, !
some day, and then, I datesay, you will take |
as long to dress as Lotty.” !

Dan O'Brien’s Raffle.
Enniscorthy,

He Never Deserted a Friend,
The sentch Rrigade.

Up Went MoGinty.—New.
My Dear Old Iri-h Home,

No. 7—3 Cents-
The Whistling oon.
He's On the Police Force N w,
The Old White Caubeen.
Don’t Trifle With MoGinnis,
01d Oaken Bucket,
You Will Never Knnw a Mother's Love Again.
Where the Pretty Shamrock Grows.
Little Annie Rooney.
The Three-Leaved Shamrock,
Brannigan, I Think You're Stnck.

No 8-3 Cents.

| Now I Come to Think Of 1t,

I've a Little Yaller Watch,
These Words No Shakespeare Wrote.
Fair Columbia.
Wh re the Sparrow and Chippies Parade,
When the Robins Nest Again, New Parody,
1 8ay, Mike!
W hat Will They Spring On Us Next?
No. 9-3 Cents.
These Words No Shakespea e Wrote,
Rvmember Your Father and Mother.
Days Gone By.
Murphy Touched Me For Ten,
Major Casey, of Tammany Hall,
The Irish Sporting Man,
Chump ; or, They Done Me Up.
Wishing I Was Home To. night.
Call Me Back Again, Parody.

Topical.

KELLY'S MONTREAL SONGSTER
A HIT EVERYWHRERFE.

R RS

!
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No. 10-3 Cents.
The Montreal basebul) C.ub.
They 8ay They Do not Like I,
If I Catch the Man that Taught
Don't Liev It Happen Again.
Hogarty's auetion.
Some Day 1I'll Wander Back Again.
Her Tears Drifred Out With tue Tide.
Snuff on the Floor,
Maguinnes’ Birthday Party.
Since keilly Took an Oath He'd Have My Lifs.

No. 11-3 Cents.
The Burning Asylum, "
No, 4, Becond Floor,
That's 1 he Reason Why.
I'li Tell You How 1t Was,
M:Cariy's buggy Ric e,
Tha'’s he Reason Why.
The Lateh of An Irishman’s Door.
Dou’t Leave Me, Laddie |

No. 12-5 Cents.
Jawes Riilly’s Sinte r Song.
All Paddy Wants is Ineland
You Spoke Unkindly to Your Mother Jaok, !

The .li'.a d]"lag ed Anvie Laurie, or To Hear Thee
lell 1t,

My suniay Breeches.

The kattle of the Latch Key in the Door.

The Girls of To-« ay.

Say, Have You Seen O'Houlihan.

bus They Do,
Her to Danoe.

There Were Your of Us. |

“Jaek,” A Rollicking Sea Song,
Little Fanny M Intyre.
Arnie Ronney’s Sister,

Give Me Back My Lo ed One.
Ouly Her Blessing, No More.
Denny Grady’s Hack.

Neona.

Safe in Her Gentle Arms.

No. I13-5 Cents.

How Sweet the Name of Mother.

MeGinty's Remains,

The Springtime and Robins Have Come.
TheH eart That’s Tiue,

We Mest No More As Strangers,

Things I Would Like to Find Out.

She Framed That Loving Picture of Her Boy.
The Bhip that Carries Me Home,
I Love You.

The Irishwen of To-day.

Hello | John Maloney.

J ust a Little,

I'm & Co sin to Parnell.

Bay, Won't You ‘ome Out and Play.
At It Every Minute iu the Day,

Lit I« Annie Kelly.

Now You're Talking,

I Loved You Kate in Ireland,
MecNally’s First Day on the Foroce,
Sweet Summer Roses.

No. 14-3 Cents.
Measure Your Wants Ky Your Means.
That Ought to Fetch 'Em,
Siuce My Daughter Plays on the Typewriten
Playmates.
My Mother's Mottoe.
Throw Him Down McClosky.
1 Whistle ar.d Wait for Katie,
Twelve Months Ago T -night.
It Used to Be Propesr, but it Don't Go Now.
I Never Liked O'Ragen.

No. I5-3 Cents,
One of the Finest.
We Were Shipmates, Jack and I,
Get On to That Bouguet.
They've All Got 'Km,
Oh, What Has ‘hangsd You.
Lasrnivg Mel. dden to Waltz,
The Convics and the Rird.
Little Ani ic Rooney Parody,
The Soug that Breaks My FHeart.
The Song My Sister Tried to Sing o Me.

No 18 5 Cents.
The Irish Jubilee, (Lawlor and Thornton's g
song.)
Upp r Ten and | ower Five.
He Was a Pal of Mine.
They're After Me
The 01d-Red (radle,
The Old Sunday Dinner.
He Ain't In It. °
The Night Maloney Landed in New York.

No. 178 Cents.

'

‘““Faces,”

Sailing. Parody.

Autumn Teaves,

Little Annie Kooney. Parody.

Always Sh w Respect, Joe

Oh! Mamma ; Buy Me That !

Our Girls.

Parcdy on Night Maloney Landed in New York.
Brown Kept Oné and Cave Me the Othex.
They Ought to Have a Medal.

He Got It Agair.

The Complete List of Sorgs mailed on reeeip
25 Cents. Don't fail to cecure this offer.
Words and Music of any of above Bongs mailed
receipt «f 40 Cents each.

P. KELLY, Publishe

164 St. Antoine 8treet, Montre




