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Punch, Calauba squirt, cock-tail of any compo-
8ition, lemonade, or what you will—it is a
‘‘driok,” and its cost is fifteen cents. Ask for
&nything «straight’ or to be mixed by yourself
&nd no measured ration is served you; the
bottle is handed, and you pour at your own
S8weet will. At some bars where an extra succu-
ent free lunch is served up-stairs to the habi-
tués of the place, *a drink” is twenty-five cents.

efore the war the universal tariff was ten
%ents. Brandy, in any form, is extra.

The population of New Orleans is in round
figures 191,000, It supports 800 licensed bar-
Tooms and at least another 400 institutions, such
88 groceries, coffee-houses, &c., wherein liquor
May be had unknown to the city assessors.

OW put aside as nondrinkerg (such as women
c’-‘llldren, tem perance folk, sick” people, and the
like) only one half the population, and there is
One liquor shop for every eighty thirsty souls.
Of the 800 legitimate bar-rooms, I should
88y that 500 are within a half-mile circuit of
the Clay statue—the centre of business in New
Orleans. I know of one point within this zone
from which you can count fourteen bar-rooms
In 230 yards. And they all give free lunches !
8, then, the trade overcrowded ? Is bar.keep-
Plng a bad business in that sordid sense of the
8djective which would imply that it does not
Pay ? I am afraid it is one of the best, in that
Tespuct, we have; and it is appalling to think
Of the number of drinks that must be taken to
E“P it up. Such a meal as is provided as a

free lunch ” at a first-class bar-room, if had at
& restaurant, would cost at least a dollar. Take
he profits of « a drink” at five cents, and it
follows that there must be twenty drinkers for
Svery free luncheon, to make things balance on
this item, but with rent, wages, license, and
8tock-in-trade yet to be provided for. The rent
ofa well-situated bar s not less than 1000l a
Year—its outgoings about 40l a day. I know of
Ohe which, even in the bad times which followed

@ «late unpleasantness” with the United
States, made 75,000 dollars clear profit in a
Welvemonth !

But let me return to the free lunch. This is
a1 institution which could not exist out of the
%0il 11, which it has been gradually developed.

ttempts were made to transplant it in New
Y°l‘k, and, I believe, in Boston. They failed.
It Is like the British Constitution—a thing of
thecks and counter-checks, held together by
®Ompromises and regulated by unwritten laws
8% vague as they are respectable. Like Topsy
~it growed.’ Some enterprising bar-keeper,
Stung by competition, added to the universal
Crackers and cheese, by way of attracting cus-

M. Great are the powers of competition !
Once upon a time, rival coacheson the Brighton
Toad not only carried passengers for nothing,

UL gave them glasses rcund—hot with—into

e bargain. So with the free lunch. Compe-
Utors followed sult, and gradually something
8lse, and something else, and something else
Was added to the repast until we find it what it

It would be difficult to make it better. An-
Other condition in ita favour is the absence in
€W Orleans of the frough,’ as you have him
OVer the water. We have plenty of rough peo-
Ple, but no roughs such as would ren.ler a simi-

T entertainient impossible in London. Labor
of all sorts is also so well paid that the class
hat might ruin {t by abuse does not exist—or
8t any rate does not unfairly use its privilege.

am told that free lunch obtains in San Fran-
2“00; but with this exception it is not to be
a‘;‘;nd, as I have described it, out of New Orle-

When the moral philosopher has discussed
:‘15 soup, his slice of sheep.head, and his help of
Urkey, and has, let us hope, taken the custom-
Ary «drink,” he may well employ his time in
8tudying the natural history of the free luncher.

ere {s the man of business, whose work has
Called him so early from his dwelling that he
has not had time to breakfast, He has ¢ s{ruck”
:" 80.d thing (say 1n ollcake) that morning, and
% in high spirits. With a friendly nod at the
td?“-ender, whom he knows, he pitches in has-

Y. Here is the gentleman whose fishy eyes
anq trembling hand denote that he has earned
tls lunch over-night, but who lacks the appe-
lte to enjoy it. He is well known, and the
Choicest morsels are piled on his plate, from
Which he picks half a mouthful or so, and then
Tetires to the bar for a brandy-squirt. Loafing
8bout the doors and In corners are individuals

ho are waiting on Providence; i.e. for the
SUtrance of some one who will st 'nd treat of a

Tnk, and so entitle them to a place at the table
Which they are shy of taking. The delight of

ese people to see you about midday, the in-
y Test they take in your affairs, and the health

0d welfare « f your family, is only appeased by
““Iil:,qulry on your part as to what it shall be.

h t 11y a drink. Very different from these is
1€ “jolly dog” who, without a cent in his
he I‘:et, takes his lunch with the confidence that

a8 paid for it over and over again in the
:’::t; and the hope that he will put it all back,
more, in the future, Many a ciampagne
%ocktall has he *stood ” at that bar, and will
nﬁ_‘“n Wwhen luck comes round. The chances are

4l the bar-keeper himself will treat him
to N0 one else does, but he scorns the
is Ut for drinks. Not so great a favorite

the regular free luncher; a temperate
m:ﬁ’“' who eats his dollar's worth, takes
\de fteen cents of liquor, and departs with the

® that he bas patronized the establishment.
weui: a8 difficult to please a8 those supporters
this ; drama who go in with orders. Who is
Stang ungry.looking man in seedy black, who
hapg 8 apart eyelng the smoking viands ? Per-
ara clerk, or schoolmaster, or artist, emi-
ed from Europe, whom somebody (who

Knows nothing whatever about what he recom-
mends) has told that he is sure to find employ.
ment in the Crescent City; and who has been
wandering about for days in search of it, in vain.
If he could roll colton bales on the levee he
might earn his three gollars a day ; but he has
not strength for this. By the sweat of his brains
alone he can live, and there is no brain work to
be got. Some one has told him of free lunches,
and hunger has so far got the better of pride as
to drive him past the doors, He has plenty of
stomach, but no heart to avail himself of the
hint. Now we see the free lunch in its noblest
aspect. The carver catches his eye, and with
a wave of his long glittering blade beckons him
to the table. No questions; no « Well you can
have some this time ;” no dole flung at him in
charity (7). The carver calls him ¢ sir,” and is
as attentive a8 though he were a millionaire.
Our poor friend not only lunches, but break-
fasts, dines, and sups that day like & lord.

It is part of the lex mon scripta of the free
lunch that the luncher who is first #through”
(to use the vernacular) should go and order
drinks for his companion. Everybody knows
everybody, and so few lunch alone: indeed, it
is almost an offence against propriety to do so.
It is amusing to note how slow some are over
their last piece of celery or salad; to observe with
what earethey pick upthe lastcrumbsof their re-
past, though they might be rehelped, or help
themselves to a fresh supply. And this, not
through what we call meanness (American mean
and English mean are different qualities); but out
of that love for getting the better of your neigh-
bor in small matters which is common to both
sides of the Atlantic. Meanness is not a South-
ern vice. The man who is scraping his plate
over yonder to gain time and eseéape paying for
drinks will stand bottles by and by with pleas.
ure, only he likes to do the ¢«“smart” thing just
now. There are, of course, exceptions., ¢ Dead
beats,” who liquor, and smoke, and chew all
day at other folks’ expense, are to be found;
but a lavish liberality in ¢ standing,” an ea-
gerness to be the first to say ¢ Will you join
me?” is the rule. ¢ Will you join me?” does
not mean paying half. A stranger never pays
for drinks in America.
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ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME.
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The fifteenth century, especially, was cele.
brated for its great feasts, at which the con-
sumption of provisions was enormous, The bills
of expenses of some of them have been preser-
ved. In the sixth year of the reign of Edward
IV. (A D. 1488), George Neville was made Arch.
bishop of York, and the account of the expendi.
ture for the feast on that occasion contains the
following articles :—Three hundred quarters of
wheat, three hundred tuns of ale, one hundred
tuns of wine, one pint of hypocras, a hundred
and four oxen, six wild bulls, a thousand sheep,
three hundred and four calves, the same num-.
ber of swine, four hundred swans, two thousand
geese, a thousand capons, two thousand pigs,
four hundred plovers, a hundred dozen of quatls,
two hundred dozen of the birds called « rees,”
a hundred and four peacocks, four thousand
mallards and teals, two hundred and four cra-
nes, two hundred and four kids, two thousand
chickens, four thousand pigeons, four thousand
crays, two hundred and four bitterns, four hun.
dred herons, two hundred pheasants, five hun-
dred partridges, four hundred woodcocks, one
hundred curlews, a thousand egrettes, more than
five hundred stags, bucks, and roes, four thou-
sand cold venison pasties, a thousand ¢ parted”
dishes of jelly, three thousand plain dishes of
Jelly, four thousand cold baked tarts, fifteen
hundred hot venison pastics, two thousand hot
custards, six hundred and eight pikes and
breams, twelve porpoises and seals, with a pro-
portionate quanmy]of spices, sugared delicacies
and wafers or cakes, On the enthronation of
Willlam Warham as Archbishop of Canterbury
in 1504, the twentieth year of the reign of Hen-
ry VIL, a feast was given for which the follow-
ing provisions were purchased:— Fifty-four
quarters of wheat, twenty shillings’ worth of
fine flour for making wafers, six tuns or pipes of
red wine, four of claret wine, one of choice white
wine, and one of white wine for the kitchen,
one butt of malmsey, one pipe of wine of Osey,
two tierces of Rhenish wine, four tuns of Lon-
don ale, six of Kentish ale, and twenty of
English beer, thirty-three pounds’ worth of
spices, three hundred lings, six hundred codfish,
gseven barrels of salted salmon, forty fresh sal-
mon, fourteen barrels of white herrings, twenty
cades of red herrings (each cade contalning six
hundred herrings, which would make a total of
twelve thousand), five barrels of salted sturgeons,
two barrels of salted eels, six hundred fresh eels,
eight thousand whelks, ive hundred pikes, four
hundred tenches, & hundred carps, eight hun.
dred breams, two barrels of salted lampreys,
eighty fresh lampreys, fourteen hundred fresh
Jamperns, & hundred and twenty-four salted
congers, two hundred great roaches, a quantity
of seals and porpoises, with a considerable
quantity of other fish, It will be understood at
once that this feast took place on a fish day.
This habit of profuse and luxurious living seems
to have gradually declined during the sixteenth
and first part of the seventeenth century, until
it was extinguished in the great convulsion
which produced the Interregnum. After the
Restoration, we find that the table, among all
classes, Was furnished more soberly and with
plainer and more substantial dishes,—Owr own

Fireside.

SONG OF THE PEN.,

Hurrahs and bravos for the Pen!

And let the chorus ring again,

The gods ne’er gave to thinking men
A prize of higher worth.

Its monuments adorn the land,

Immortal are its trophies grand ;

Come smiles and tears at its command—
Its sceptre rules the earth.

And oh, how dazzling is the dower .
Of Gentus in that triumph-hour,
‘When inspiration’s magic power
Inflames his heart and brain!
On Fancy’s wings he soars sublime,
And conquers death, despair, and time;
Etherealized by dulcet rhyme,
He half forgets his pain,

With eyes deep sunk and visage long,
He coins his health and strength in song,
And what for him will care the throng
Whose pralses he adores ?
Ambrosial seems his feast on alr,
Hae glories in a garret bare,
He dines on sorrow, sups on care,
And drecams on barren floors.

And yet thou art a glorious thing,
World-moving Pen, and wonder’s spring.
Czar, kaiser, emperor, nor king
Like thee an army ownas.
First in the vangunard of the fight, !
Where streams the banner of the right,
Thy hosts advance in phalanx bright,
That shame the blaze of thrones.,

The soldier girds his battle-blade,
In gorgeous panoply arrayed,
But thine shall be a humbler trade—
To bless the homes of men.
Thine is the grandeur of the mind,
In heavenly melodies enshrined,
Sun-robed, radiant, unconfined,
The all-victorious Pen !

Proud Sclence boasts its wizard skill;

The telegraphic harpstrings thrill,

And courier engines ‘whistle shrill
Through startled grove and glen,

The Press, the fulcrum of the free,

Hath raised from dust the toil-bent knee ;

But these would only useless be
Without the mighty Pen.

Jove's daughters own the regal sway,

And Painting, Sculpture, Music lay

Before thy throne their garlands gay—
Thy fame is blown afar.

By thee those precious boons of heaven

To crown our mother-isle are glven—

Stern Justice, with her balance even,
And Freedom's holy star,

Hall, poet’s pen ! Thou may’st aspire
To kindle souls with living fire,
And flash like the electric wire

Thy burning sparks along.
Apollo’s chaplet brighter glows
Than beaming sun or blooming rose,
And, oh, I would be one of those

In fellowship with song. <y

AN OLD MAN'S DARLING.

IN TWO CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER 1.
ETHEL'S FIRST CONQUKST,

The churchyard at Hawkshaw, in Kent, is
one of the prettiest in England. Thirty years
ago, the then vicar made a regular®garden of it,
taking advantage of certain abrupt tnequalities
of ground ; planting shrubs of cheerful cbaracter,
to the exclusion of yews and weeping.willows ;
causing the gravel-paths to wind about, instead
of Intersecting the lawns at right angles ; and
encouraging the practice of converting graves
into flower-beds. To be buried there does not
seemed like belng buried s0o much as being
pla'uged out, and the grave is robbed of much
that extrinsic terror for which we English seém
to entertain a gloomy predilection.

I speak of the beauty of this churchyard in
the present tense, because it is tended with as

uch care now as when the late vicar was the
proprietor, not a tenant of it ; but it was only
recently laid out, and the roots of the young
trees had hardly got fairly hold of the soil on
the fine October afternoon when Dr. Antrobus
entered it for the first time. Dr, Antrobus was
very learned, very ingenious, very clear-headed,
and very young ; a8 youog as a man well could
be to have taken the degree of doctor of med!.
clne. His student friends called him Faust,
averring solemnly that he was well on in his
second ceatury, but had drunk a rejuvenating
potion, some witch’s put-me-back ; and it was
certainly difficult for the ordinary learmer to
imagine how he could bave acquired so much
knowledge in 80 few years. The secret of his
success was, that he loved sclence for its own
sake, without any thought of self-interest or
fame. Possessed of a small property, which
rendered him independent of profession, private
practice was not the all-important matter to
him which it is to most medical men, and he
Wwas quite -content to settle down in a quiet

Ialive.”
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country town, with a small, poor, and healt.\y
popuiation, where he had plenty of leisure tc
devote to the ologies.

Had he, however, been ever so desirous of
professional success, it is doubtful whether An.
trobus could have attained it. He was thou:ht
very highly of at hospitals; more than (jne
learned soclety courted him ; high-class medj-
cal and philosophical journals considered his
manuscripts as valuable as bank-notes. But Le
was modest, diffident, hesitating ; and he was
not a ladjes’ man.

It was on the third day of his arrival that he
entered the pretty ch'.rchyard, hammer im
hand ; for when he 80ind himselfin a new part
of the earth, he was like a schoolboy alone witn
a pie, he could not keep his fingers off the orust;
and in cutting a pathway on the side of a hi. .
the workmen had exposed a rock of interestin s
character, there being room for argument as v;
how it got there.

Dr. Antrobus was of middle height, diminished
by a slight stoop, the result of studious habits,
which had likewlise compelled him to wear
spectacles; he had a benevolent expressinu .f
countenance, and a broad massive forehe:d,
His dress was always the same, summer and
winter, grubbing in the fields, dredging at sea,
or at a patient’s bedside; and consisted of shep.
herd’s plaid trousers; black tail-coat and
walstcoat ; spotted silk handkerchief, twisted
several times round his neck, and tied in a little
bow, which was sometimes under one ear
sometimes under the other, never straight ; hlgh’
shirt collars, intended to stick up, but not gue.
ceeding very well ; and a chimney.pot hat in
need of brushing, and worn too far back on his
head. But he was as clean, though not 80 sleek.
as a cat. ’

He was in geological luck that afternoon, for
Mattock the sexton was digging a grave, and 80
revealing secrets of subsoll. Mattock misinter.
preted the interest taken by the stranger in his
operations,

« It will be a dry unp, sir,” said he, pausing {n
his work, and looking up to the top of the pit in
which he stood.

¢ 8o I preceive—chalk,” replied the doctor,

« You knowed her, may be, sir?” oontinued
the sexton, leaning on his spade in a ghat.in-
viting manner. Experience had taught him
that promiscuous conversation often led to
beer.

« I'Tan’t say till I hear her name ; moat pro-
bably not.”

¢« Cane, hername was—Miss Cane, as is to be .
buried to.morrow.”

¢ No, I never heard of her.”

¢« Ah, then you haven't been to Hawkshaw
before ; that’s certain. No offense ; I thought
you might have been a relative. O lor, what a
wunner she were 1”7

Doubtful whether this was. praise or
Dr. Antrobus uttered & neutral « Ah|”

‘“She were,” continued Mattock, “reg'lar
Nghtning and vinegar; a reg'lar lady too, but,
such a tongue ! The children used to cutand
run when they saw her, and she oould never
keep but one servant, who was stone deaf, But
she meant no harm, bless you ; she had a kinq
heart."

This last sentence was a tribute to death, net

the result of experience. Mattock remembered
the proverb, de mortuds, etc., just then, and felt
that 1t applied with extra force when the de-
parted was a customer. He would gladly have
mentioned her virtues, but they did not chanoce
to oecur to him ; 80 he shook hig head, and went
on digging.
“ Papa !"” orled a silvery volce behind Dr,
Auntrobus, who turned round, and saw a ralry.
who, finding a stranger instead of a tathor'
opened her small mouth and large eyea very’
wide, and took stock of him. Approving, she
remained where she was, and smiled, ’

“ Well, my dleia:'” sald the doctor, « you see I
am not papa. ve you lost him ¢
look for him ?” Rball we

“ No. Who are you ?”

¢« I am Gregory Powder.”

¢ Where are the flowers ?»

“ The tlowers ; well, I do not see any. There
are no autumn flowers planted, and the summer
flowers are all dead.”

“ What a pity!”

¢ Never mind, dear; the
In the spring 17 @ o7 Will all come again

¢ All come in the spring ? Sure 2?7

“ Yes; their roots are in the ground, and

blame,

“ Why is Mattock digging the hole ?
the child, peeping in,

« They are going to bury Miss Cane.”

“ Oh ! Do you know I did not like Miss Cane
—rmuch.” Then, after a pause : « I hope Miss
Cane won't come up again in the spring ! »

¢ Oh, you nice child!” gried the doctor,
catcgmg her up, I have a good mind to kls;
you.

“ You may kiss me if you won’t sc’ub,”
the little mald composedly. * Papa :cc':s'd'::ld(i
ful sometimes. Oh, there he ig | »

ghe docw'x;) t:‘xmed ln‘the direction indicated,
and saw a stout man with
o, czlled porsl a green net, who im.

“ What, Antrobus! I am glad (o havi
you In this lucky way. I c:lled on ;03 2;‘:1%?1.;
ago, but you were out. I was pleased to see
yeur oard, yesterday, I can tell you. Is it true
that you are coming to settle here ?*

The speaker was none other than the famous
Scaraby, whose researches in natural history
once earned for him the title of the English
Buffon, though of late years he had confined his
personal investigations very much to moths and
beetles. His worshipof science, however, was
catholic, and he was the president of a ph'iloso-

asked



