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“Well, well, Mr. Henderson, I presume you '
have seen in the course of your observations, that
this is one of the houses where women rule. Yéu |
and Eva will have to settle it with her mother.” !

“Then I am to understand,” exclaimed I, “that, |
as far as you are concerned——-!" I‘

“1 submit,” said Mr. Van Arsdel. {

“The ayes have it then,” said Eva. '

“1am not so sure of that, young lady,” said |
Mr. Van Arsdel, “if I may judge by the way your |
mother lamented to me last night.”

“Oh, that’s all Aunt Maria! You see, papa, «
this is an age of revolution, and there's going to
be 2 revolution in the Aunt Maria dynasty in our |
house. She has governed mamma and all thé rest
of us long enough, and now she must go down and
I must rule. Harry and I are going to start a new
era and have things all our own way. I'm going
to crown him King, and he then will crown me
Qucen, and then we shall proceed to rule in our
own dominions,and Aunt Maria,and Mrs. Grundy,
and all the rest of them, may help themselves;
they can’t hinder us. We shall be happy in our
own way, without consulting them.” ALY

“ Well, well,” said Mr. Van Arsdel, following
with an amused eye a pirouette Eva executed at |
the conclusion of her speech, “ you young folks
are venturesome.” |

“Yes, papa, I am *The woman who dared,” ” |
said Eva, |

* ‘Nothing venture, nothing have,’” quoted I. |

*“ Eva knows no more about managing money
than a this year's robin,” said her father. |

“ Vet this year's robins know how to build re- |
spectable nests when their time comes,” said she. |
“They don't bother about investments and stocks
and all those things, but sing and have a good
time. It all comes right for them, and I don't
doubt it will for us.”

|
]
|
|
|

|

the sill ; the trees blew about ; ‘the road was wet,
and the mud was deep.

“ Come Trotty,” said Lill.

“ Yes," said Trotty,

“ Come, Trotty,” said his mother, five minutes
later.

‘, Yes 'um,” said Trotty ; but he hid not move.

* He's a watching for Mr. Hymnal,” exclaimed
Lill; “it is late for him ; I wonder where he is.”

Mr. Hymnal was going to preach that day ; he
drove over from East Bampton on an exchange ;
he was to dine with Trotty’s mother, and Trotty
felt burdened withthe entire responslbility of him.
I declare !” exclaimed his mother, at the end
of another five minutes. “There's the bell this
moment, and Trotty must have his jacket changed,
and his boots blackened, and his hair ‘brushed,
and his coat sponged. I sent him to wash his
hands just three quarters of an hour ago. Has n't
touched them ? I presume not. Nor found the
blue ribbon yet, either, have you, Trotty? The
little blue bow grandmamma, that he wears at his
throat. He sewed it all into a knot with black
linen thread yesterday, and harnessed the cat into
it the day before ; the last I saw of it, he had hung
Jerusalem by it on the banisters, and—Trotty !
Trotty ! Leave the window now, and come right
here to me "

“I s'ppose if he shouldn’t come, I'd have to
preach myself,” observed Trotty, with a thoughtful
sigh, and Lill pulled him up stairs by the curls,—
that little arrangement, by the way, was Lill’s for-
lorn hope in her management of Trotty. To com- |
mand, persuasion, and entreaty he had a dignified
habit of just paying no attention at all. Shou)d
she lead him by one hand, he was skilled in pin-
ching her with the other. Did she imprison both
his little round wrists, you may believe that he

of affalrs with calmness?
quench the ambition of a
patience of the saints? Any
point, if forwarded to the
Mr. Trotty, in my care,—or
will be thankfully recet
ated. . b
“I was a'goin’ to preach,
standing up in the pew, and
with both fists. = “ You never
round that way, you know
should like to know why you~—

“0O hush, Trotty! hush "
him down out of people’s sight,
on her with the quiet assurance of

“You said I might preach ! ¥
on ve way over! Now we haven’t
ter, and it’s just your fault "

Just then there was a noise at thg
doors, and Mr. Hymnal came walkin,
the aisle.

He could not imagine what they
ing at.

He wondered so much, that he
sionary Hymn in this way,—

y gﬂiu aloud,
nng at Max

“From Greenland's icy mounuirgf- :

From India’s coral strand, ==
Where Afric's soda fountains 5

Roll down their golden sand,”

ciy
>

L

But somebody says I should not te]
he read it, for fear that you may laugh
time you hear it in church.

Under the circumstances, Mrs. Tyrol
that Trotty had better stay at home t
noon.

Feeling quite insulted, but a little too p
say so, Trotty watched the rest walking

“An more :

“1'd send my love to Him .

That night they let Trotty sit up half an hour
later than he ever had done before, Grandmother
said $hat she thouil:t he was old enough to stay
to prayers on Sabbath nights and hear the sing-
ing.

So Trotty stayed, and when they were singing
the “ Battle Hymn of the Republic,” he joined in
a shrill tenor, with “ Hang Jeff Davis” ; when they
attempted “ Maffland,” he struck up each line just
as the rest had finished it ; when nobody was
looking, he gave himself the pleasure of a little
practice with both fists on on the bass keys, and
when they scolded him for it, he crept under the
piano and sat down on the pedals. Although he
enjom the evening very much.

““Why don’t you sing that one 'bout going to
heaven in a steamboat ?' he asked several times,

“Going to heaven in a steamboat?” Nobody
could guess what he meant.

and he sang,
“Stiddy ! O Pilot ! Stand firm at the wheel *

with his mouth very wide open, and dancing up
and down hard all the time on Max's corns.

After the singing everybody repeated a hymn
or a Bible verse. Trotty listened with bright eyes.
His turn came last. They all wondered what he
would say.

“Come Trotty,” said mamma. Trotty stood
up with his hands in his pockets, and slowly and
solemnly said : —

“
to| O, I'd let Him kiss me.” Léc Pwe : ”
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“ You have a decided talent for spending money ! t‘::;:‘ ;‘:: ;:; kl:(n‘:ic;rst::lc ::rgf:c't;;ar}:(’;whl:z ;:}l hl;‘[:
st agl Al ," said Mr. Van / W ooy . :
- I\:‘)’;ﬁ";&b‘z n!x(i;":(rf;sba(ﬂgr )_(')L t(\)m I_S;?::L his voice and weep in such an effective manner
down your own daughter | I'm not appreciated. that the united family flocked to the spot to see

I have a world of undeveloped genius for manage- | What Lill was teasing Trotty about now.” But
ment. Harry has agreed to teach me accounts, | when she once had a firm hold of those curls,—it

and as I belong to the class who always grow wiser | W35 like taking a handful of sunbeams,—Trotty
than their teachers, I'm sure betore six mgnths are “"“l 0""“”"“_”"':.‘1‘. Whenever Lill went, there he
over I shall be able to suggest improved methods (»ou‘d hot conveniently rcfusc.‘(o f’fl.lo“i Some-
to kim. When I get a house you'll all be glad to  'i™es, indeed, he preferred having his hair nearly
come and see me, I shall make it so bright and Pulled out by the roots, to yielding the field, and

sunny and funny, and give you lovely things to
eat ; and in my house everybody shall do just as
they please, and have ther own way if they can find
out what it is. I know people will like it.”

“1 believe you, Pussy,” said Mr. Van Arsdel ;
“but houses don’t grow on bushes, you know.” |

*“ Well, haven't I six thousand dollars, all my |
own, that grandma left me.”

*“ And how much of a house do you think that
would buy ?” |

“ Perhaps as big a one as you and mother be-
gan in.”

*“ You never would be satisfied with'such a house
as we began in.” |

“Why not? Are we better than you were?”

“No. But now-a-days no young folks are con-
tented to do as we did.”

“Then, papa, you are going to sec a new thing
upon the earth, for Harry and I are going to be |
pattern felks for being rational and contented. We |
are going to start out on a new tack and bring in |
the golden age. But, bless me ! there's Aunt Maria |
com:ng down the street ! Now, Harry, comes the
tug of war. I am going now to emancipate mam-
ma and proclaim the new order of things,” and out
she flitted,

“ Mr. Henderson,” said Mr. Van Arsdel, when |
she had gone, “I think it about certain that I am |
to look on you as a future member of our family. |
I'll be fair with you, that you may take steps with |
your eyes open. My daughters are supposed to
be heiresses, but, as things are tending, mn a very |
short time I may be put back to where 1 started
in life and have all to begin over. My girls will
have nothing. 1 see such a crisis impending, and
I have no power to help it.

“ My dear sir,” said I, “ while I shall be sorry |

for your trouble, and hope it may not come, I shall
be only too glad to prove my devotion to Eva.”

“ It'is evident,” said Mr. Van Arsdel, “ that her
heart is set on you, and, after all, the only true
comfort is in having the one you want. 1 myself
never cared for fashion, Mr. Henderson, nor par
ties, nor any of this kind of fuss and show the
women think so much of ; and I believe that Eva
is a little like me. I like to go back to the old
place in summer and eat huckicberries and milk,
and see the cows come home from pasture, and sit
in father’s old arm-chair. It wouldn't take so much
runuing and scheming and hard thinking and care
to live, if folks were all of my mind. Why, up in

Newhampshire where 1 came from, there’s scarcely

an estate administered upon that figures upon
more than five thousand dollars, and yet they all
live well—have nice houses, nice tables, give

money in chaggy, and make a good thing of
life |

There was something really quite pathetic in this
burst of confidence from the worthy man. Perhaps
I was the first one to whom he had confessed the |

case was hopeless.
some time before she found out that he wasn't be-

tied and buttoned an
| the bell tolled, but Mr. Hymal did not come.

delayed him,” said mamma.

mother.
preach 7"

thought was some of “ Trotty’s fun.”
preach,"—and thought no more of what she
said.

Hymnal was not in the pulpit. Trotty sat' down
| in the small box-pew and thought about it.

and Max, to please him, lifted him into the corner.
The church was nearly full ; the yeople began to
graw still ; the pulpit was yet empty.
opened somewhere ; Trotty kneeled on top of
some hymn-books, and turning round, looked at-
tentively over the house,
just come into the gallery and was groping his way
along with his cane, which made little taps on the

other door opened, and a pew door flapped.

then, Lill being too gentle really to hurt him, the
On one occasion he contrived
to make a timely use of the scissors, and clip offa
large front curl, and Lill walked off with it for

hind it.
Trotty was brushed an hed and dusted and
pinned at last ; mamma

was ready, and Lill, and Max ; the bell rang and

‘It must be the mud and hard driving that have
“ Very likely he will
stop at the church before coming to the house ; we
won't wait any longer I think.”

Trotty began to look sober. When they came
in sight of the church, he bobbed out from under
Lill's umbrella and ran through the rain to his

*“ Mamma, if the minister does'nt come, may I

“O yes,” said Mrs. Tyrol, laughing at what she
“Yon may

Mr. Hymnal’s horse was not in the sheds ; Mr.
1 want a coraer,” said he to Max mysteriously,
A door
The blind organist had

In a minute an-
Up
went Trotty’s curls and eyes again, where all the
audience could see. It was old Mrs. Holt that
time,—Mrs. Holt who was always late, and who|
wore the three-cornered grecen glasses, and walked
like a horse going up hill. She tripped over a
cricket as she went into ber pew, and Trotty’s
curls and eyes laughed out; he never comid help
laughing at Mrs. Holt,—the people saw him turn
as pink as a rosebud, and disappear under Max’s
arm. He felt so ashamed?  Presently a door|
opened again, and some very new boots creaked |
very loudly up the whole length of the broad aisle. |
Up jumped Trotty in a hurry now. Everybody |
thought that they were the minister’s boots, and so
did he.

floor. Trotty sat down again.

mory only, so that I fear a

music of the ringing bells, and then sat do
Jerusalem to watch the rain. He amused
for awhile by counting the little dreary dro|
rolled down the glass and melted away in
wet sill, but by and by that began to be dull

BOUGHT WITH A PRICE. By Mrs. Ann Stephens.
“1 had a little -hobby-horse, - A WIFE."YET NOT A WIFE, By the author of * The
His name was Dapple Gray, Seaemi L.

His head was made of peel-straw,

His tail was made of hay.”

THE ISLAND OF DIAMONDS, By Harry Danforth,
ONCE TOO OFTEN. By Frank Lee Benedict.
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In the number and beauty of its [llustrations, also, ** PETER-

and he told Jerusalem that they had better
church ; he had a very good sermon, whic
should have preached this morning if it hadn’s’

cry for candy, he might hear it now. Jerusalem

bowed his empty head,—nothing came more na- his mother, trying t> be sober.

turally to Jerusalem than making bows,—so Trot

ty tied him into his high-chair, and himself moun. ' see how well you know it.”

ted the dining-room table, with a sofa-cushion, a
Bible, and Mother Goose, to preach.

That table made an excellent pulpit,—when
mamma wasn't there to take you down !—and Je
rusalem was as quiet and attentive an audience as
a clergyman. could ask for. Biddy wasin the
kitchen, and would have been glad of an invita-
tion, but Biddy had a way of laughing in church
which was very di ble. Trotty thought that
she could not have been taught, when she was a
lictle girl, to pay good attention to the sermon.

So Trotty preachedto Jerusalem, and Jerusalem
listened to Trotty, half through the dark, wet,
windy afternoon. I am sorry not to have a pho- |
nographic report of that sermon, but Jerusalem, |
who gave me the account of it, gaveit from me-

hrfe part of the min-

ister's valuable thoughts are lost. A few have
been in s as follows : —

“ will be of |
A : 'Y love vom vt Ied Ve et vone |

vat seek me early shan't find me,"—sit still, Jeru- |
salem !—Moses was a very good man.
up in a shariot of fire.
time last summer when there was a thunder-storm. |
—Jerusalem ! don't drum on ’e hym

"Lijah went

meeting time.

to heaven, 'cause she was so white, and she never |
scratched me but once.
black one’s. They bark.
Now I lay me—you can't say, Now Ilay me, Jeru-
salem ! —Schildren, obey your parents, and unite
in singing the "leventh psalm : John Brown’s Body,
old metre : Amen.”

Before the singing was over, the little minister
espied a saucer o parched corn on the sideboard,
and the idea struck, him what a nice stuffiing it
would make for Jerusalem's head. So, after tell
ing the choir to keep right on, he climbed down
from the pulpit, and began to drop the corns, one
by one into the doll's silk skull. s was great
fun. When it was filled to the top, Jerusalem
found that he could bold his head up as straight
and stiff as other people. In fact, he might to this
day have been able to look the world in the eye, if
it had not been for the little circumstance, that,

been for that old Max ; if Jerusalem would be @ Trotty, almost ready to cry. ’ 1
good boy and not knock the hymn-books down, nor knew how ugly she looks a laughin’ she’d stop.”

0, how they all lafighed !
“I don't see what's the matter with me,” said
“ Besides, if Lill
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“ That wasn't exactly a hymn, you know,” said
“You come and

stand by me, and say ‘Dear Jesus,’ and let Lill

And it was so pretty to hear him that I think | colord wood cuts for their d&“::‘_"';;d"::
I mnst copy the words just at he pronounced | contains from four to six figures. addition, wood cuts of
them he newest bonnets, bats, caps, head-dresses, cloaks, jackets,
k ball dresses, walking dresses, dresses, etc., etc., will ap-
“ Dear Zhesus ever at my side, S:;:"‘A:"“"" ﬁ"“:; dm-:':m
How loving vou must be, ete., ete. 'l‘hu.:: feature peculiar to na--."-a makes
By - : . 2 it in Also ad -
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A little shild like me. a mantua-maker, 5o that each , in this way alose, will
save a year's subscription. Loadon,
and New York fashions described in full, each month.

“1 cannot feel ve touch my hand
Wiv pwessure light and mild,
To sheck me as my mover does
Her little wayward shild

“ But I have felt ve in my foughts
Bebukin' sin for me,
And when my heart loves God 1 know
Ve sweetness is from ve.

“And when, dear Saviour, I kneel down
Mornin’ night to prayer,
Sumfin ‘:!4 is wivin my be‘;t.
Vat tells me Vou art vere.”

70 be continued.

some thought of performing what they engage to ‘
do, but when the time of performing comes, the
sanguine and benevolent fit being gone off, the
trouble or expense appears in another light ; the
promiser cools and the expectant is painfully dis
appointed. Never promise without consideration,
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In the former case nature is busily occupied in de
veloping the frame-work and faculty of the future
man or woman ; in the latter, the process of nou
rishment and development are much less required,

| and as the powers and energies of mental and cor- |
But it was only an old deacon in a satin | 90¢, by one, those corns mysteriously disappeared, | poreal vitality are diminished there is less to re-

g g v > o \| > - N !
stock ; he sat down slowly, slowly buttoned his| Vhere they went to Jerusalem has never revealed; | cruit.  As a general rule applicable to persons in |

pew door, slowly sunk his chin into his stock,
and slowly and severely coughed ; a sort of slow
astonishment that everybody should be looking at
him crept into his wrinkles and his eyebrows. He
concluded that he must have put his wig on
crookedly, and in feeling around to find out he

but the truth remains unquestioned, that before
Mr. Trotty’s sermon was over, the poor head hung
despondent and empty. As for the saucer on the
sideboard that was empty too.

When the real people came home from the real
church, they found the Reverend Mr. Trptty draw-

maturity, the number of hours necessary for sleep |
varies from six to eight hours. Many people in |
vigorous health find six hours sufficient, while those |
who are weak or invalids generally require eight
hours, I

uire more than nine hours of sleep ; a longer in-
julgcnre is invariably injurious,
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Even those who are weak very rarely re- | the advancing thwihl social progress, a

A Magazine in whic
the vehicle of
Half-past ten iS | magazine, the

A Magazine always up to
spirit of the times
the lighter literature of the period is made
ure and noble sentiment. While, as a story
ADY'S HOME claims to rank with the best in

pulled it off.

But .nobody else came in after that ; the empty
pulpit stared down at the people; the people stared
up at the empty pulpit.  Silence fell, deepened,
painful, grew awful, grew funny. Two small
boys in the gallery smiled audibly. ~ Thé old ladies

- 3 Gl ¥ v ol et [put their handkerchiefs to their mouths. The
TER GOwR SRC Copreciate—and when they St Il | heoosn 12 the wig looked at onother Deacon ; an-
ning you can't draw out, you see. Now I advanced | other Deacon looked at them both ; a fourth Dea-
capital for the new 4Lightning Line Railroad to | con beckoned to the third l)ca(-on., then all the
the amount of two hundred thousand, .1'nd pledged | oo cons whispered solemnly.
my Guatemalia stock for the monc).‘and then ‘ What was going to happen next ?
arose this combination against the Guatemalia | Trotty had been sittting very still

i its value in | : prans. By A

stock, and it has fallen to a fourth of its va | His mother, as it chanced, had her hand over
six months, and it takes heavy rowing- heavy. | her eyes just then. Max was—well, to tell the
I'd a great deal rather be in father's old place, | ¥ \e S5 0 t00 busy in wishing that the veil
with an estate of five thousand dollars, and read ‘l on Nat's pretty sister’s pretty hat did not fall so
my newspaper in peace, than to have all I have | o " oot her face to notice much of anything
with the misery of managing it. I may work out, olse.
and I may not. ) Suddenly they heard a stir. A choked laugh

(70 be Continued.) | ran from slip to slip. Everybody was looking into
the broad aisle, and— Dear me! where was
Trotty ?

Out in the middle of the great empty aisle, with
one hand stuck in the pocket of his little Zouave
trousers, and a hugc hymn-book in the other, with
The Story of a Little Mischief. his cap on back side in front, ribbons and curls

. e g tossed into his eyes, dimple smoothed severely
CHAPTER 1V, i‘away. and a ministerial gravity on his pink chin,

THE REVEREND DR. TROTTY. | stood Trotty.

NE Bunday it rained. Not that it never| Before they knew what he was about, he was on
rained on any other of Trotty’s Sundays, | the platform. hcforc they could reach him, he
but that it did rain that especial Sunday. had begun to climb the pulpit stairs.

Trotty sat on the window-sill,—it was a narrow ‘ Just at that point he felt Max's hand upgn his
window-sill, and he kept slipping off with a little | collar, and the next he knew he was secure but- |
jerk, and climbing up and slipping off,—fecling | toned into the pew again, at a safe distance from
of the sash with his eye-lashes, and flattening his | the door.

secret apprehensions with which he was struggl- |

ing
“You see, Mr. Henderson, you never can tell

about investments. Stocks that seem to stand as | _*
. y o | BrEw
firm as the foundations of the earth, that the very |

oldest and shrewdest and long-headed put into, |

- - -

TROTTY:

OR,

O

ing his audience moisily over the house in a tip-
cart.

“0, I'm sorry,” said mamma, laying hep le
hand on his shoulder. “We don't play wi tip-
carts on God's Sunday.” “.‘

“Well,” said Trotty, after some tho: B
see I'm a little boy, and don't know any better ™

““I think we'llhave a little catechism after that,”
thought mamma.

So when she had put away her things she took
him up in her lap, and began the only catechism
that Trotty knew,—it was one of his own mak.
1

“ Trotty, what did the wicked men do to Presi.
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Keer Goon Compaxy.—Intercourse with per-

ful companion.

During the coming year (1872) it will be unusually rich in all
sons of decided virtue and excellence is of great :‘:’:"";’l‘""’b:‘ well as pictoriai departments.  Among its attrac-
importance in the formation of a good character. A A 2 5 o

: 4 An Original Serial Story. By Virginia F. Town-
the forre_of_ ck_mraﬂcr is powerful. “t_il'f crea- send, 30 long a favorite with n.’-_ mr«}?n of The Home
tures of imitation, and, by a necessary inference, Magazine.
our habits and tempers are very much formed on | 5p Original Serial Story. By S. Jennie Jones,
the model of those with whom we familiarly
associate.

Truk friendship increases as life’s end approach-

author of ** Towards the Heights
A New Series of “ Other People’s Windows.” By
es, just as the shadow lengthens with every degree G

Pipsissiway Potts. It is a ume since anything so

dent Lincoln >
* Shooted him.” |
“ What did we do when we heard about it > ‘
“Cried.” l
“ Where did President Lincoln go?
“Up to heaven.”
“:‘)’lll Trotty go, if he is a good boy »"
“ What did the wicked mendo to
people?”
“Shut 'em up.”
““What did President Lincoln do »”
“Let 'em out.”
“Trotty,” rather softly, «
heaven
“ Papa.”
“What will he do when he sees this
“Come runnin’ right out to me.”
“What else?”
“Kiss me.” !

the poor black

who else has gone to

Nittle boy ?” |

heaven ?”
“ The Lord Jesus Christ, mamma

nose on the glass. Great drops splashed and Cowid a young minister on the occasion of prea
. ) g A
spattered down the panes ; little puddles stood on | ching his first sermon, bear such a surprising turn
(
\
\
)

“What would my little boy say to the Lord
Jesus Christ ?” ‘.

| wable,

“ Who is building a little home for Trotty in  °

A Series of Social Life Stories. By T. S. Arthur,
the sun declines towards its sitting.

fresh, spicy, sensible, and taking as this series of
has appeared in our periodical Iiterature. r;mm
charmed with * Pipsissiway.”
Poems of the Heart. By Mrs. Hester A. Bene-
dict
| Original Tales, Sketches of Life and Character,
Poetry, and various Literary Papers, from the author of
** Watching and Waiting," Mary E. Comstock, Mrs. E

Duffey, Clio Stanley, Ella Rodman, Mary Hartwell,
and other writers of talent well known to out readers.

TWENTYSEVENTH YEAR.

THE

HOME JOURNAL,

1872, lS;:.l

In its enlarged form, begins its twenty-seventh volume with the TERMS,
beginning of the new year. With the e and multi- | 1 Copy - H N & -« $2 00
plied resources of past successes, it is enabled to promise its C J
readers a large increase of aitractions in the present yoar, ren 3 Copies . » o - 5§ oo
dering it more than ever worthy of the encomium, 4 ok - - - - . 6 oo
» » . o g - -
“The Best Literary and Sociely Paper in America.” | g & and“ung extra 1o oo
¢ - 1

No pains will be spared to make Tug HoME JoumrxaL in | 1 “« “ “« .

the future, as it has been in the past, the leading ongan of cul- | 4 Iy o0

8% Specimen numbers, fiteen cents.
8#" Every getteraup of a club for 872 will receive a of
our new and charming Chromo, ** The Church Mouse All
[ who have seen this Chremo pronounce it one of the sWeetest
| and most attractive pictures recently published. It L]
| two dear little girls in a church pew surprised in the midst o f
| the service by the sudden appearance of a mouse on the
The startled look on their faces as they glance side-
long over their book at the tiny intruder is very quaint and
amusing
&8 Send ten cents to pay cost of m riling premium,
Address, T. S. ARTHUR & SON,

809 and 811 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa,

tivated American society, as well as a handsome sheet, to be |
regarded as “the best ornament any man place upon his library |

HOME JOURNAL CLUBS.

Subscribers (both new and old) forming clubs for Twe Home
JOURNAL alone, will receive it at the following rates

Ihere copies, one year, or one copy, three years, $7 50; six
Single subscriptions, §3 a year

| cushions
copies, ong year, §12
84" Subscriptions will take date immediately, or at any time

the subscribers prefer Address

|
|
MORRIS PHILLIPS & CO., l
No. 3 Purk Place, New-York City l



