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COMBATIVE CHRISTAIN. 
AN ENGLISH CLERGYMAN WHO 

WAS ALSO A SLUGGER. 

He Was a Trifle too Gay and Festive For 

His Cloth and Fell in With the Police— 

He Created a Sensation at Lunenburg by 

Whipping a Medical Man. 

LuxeNsurG, Oct. 10.—Here is a dra- 

matic sort of a story, from real life, that 

comes from New Ross, a district in this 

county not far from this town. A clergy- 

man, secured board ata private boarding 

house in New Ross. At first the clergy- 

man is meek and reticent, later on he be- 

comes bold. Then the man of the house re- 

ports that his wife was embraced by the 

clergyman. The report becomes common 

property. The preacher hears the report 

and becomes rattled. As a solacs the 
preacher gets heated and takes a stroll 

with a big cane in hand. While passing 

through most thickly settled part of com- 

munity, the preacher meets the landlord | 

who pat the report in circulation and mows 
him down with a big cane. A doc‘or of 

New Ross, goes to the rescue. The preach- 

er leaves victim number one floating in his 

gore and attacks the doctor ; the latter suc- 

ceeds in warding cff a number of well 

aimed blows and eventually persuades the 
parson to take a walk. The parson and 

the doctor dart forward arm in arm. DBe- 

fore long the parson again becomes irk- 

some, and strikes the doctor and the doctor 
retaliates in kind and does preacher up. 

Both leave the field scarred. The parson 

mounts his horse and goes abroad. Though 

the fracase took place a fortnight ago, the 
pugilietic divine has not since been seen by 

any of his New Ross parishioners. 
Word comes from Halifax in this con- 

nection, that the polica had a clergyman at 
the station some days ago. Ile was found 

drunk on the common and was taken into 

custody. It is satisfactory to learn that the 
minister was not a Halifax man. He came 
out from England sometime ago and went 

to the north-west. There the drink babit 

got the better of him and his usefulness 
was destroyed. In process of time the man 

drifted to Nova Scotia, and as stated, felt 

into the bands of the police for drunkness 

in new Scotia's model capital. It is said 

that Chiet of Police O'Sullivan and friends 
interested themselves in the poor Clergy- 

man’s cr se, for he was without money, and 

had him sent back to England, thus avoid- 

ing public disgrace to the man and his 

cloth. 

Wine In and Wit Out, 

Havirax, Oct. 10.—When a man is 
drunk he is no respector of persons, as a 

general rule. Oa Saturday night a full 

grown youth, son of a prominent citizen, 

was on one of Cleverdon’s teams. Sudden- 
ly there was a cry for help from the con- 
veyance. The passengers were in terror 
on account of the violent conduct of an in- 

toxicated man on board. It was the promi- 

nent citizen's son] making trouble. Chief 

of Police O'Sullivan saw the disturbance 
and noted that a respected resident of the 

south-western suburbs, who is a com- 

paratively well-known journalist, was 
was being set upon by the drunken man. 
It did not take the chief a moment to de- 
cide what he should do, and up into the 
team he sprang, and hustled the disorder- 
ly passenger to the street, and was tsking 
him along towards the lockur with a firm 
grip. In an evil moment the chief slightly 

relaxed his hold, as quick as 

a flash the man dealt the head 

of the police department a severe blow 
on the front of the ear,causing the blood to 

run down in a stream and inflicting a 
wound that will be visible for a month, A 
halt doz2n citizens, who were looking on, 

sprang to the chiet’s assistance and it was 

only a minute more when the man was in 
the station. Bzfore he was placed behind 

the bars, however the violent inebriate 
got his work in on a s policeman who was 
standing near, in the form of a knock out 
blow on the cop’s head. 

It was only at this stage of the proceed- 

ngs that the man’s identity was discover- 
ed. Oa Monday the court fined him for 
his assault on the] policeman and for 

_drunkness, but neither the journalist nor 

the chief preferred [ charges’ thinking his 
own conscience and the fine that could not 

be avoided would be a sufficient lesson for 

once. 

Students Will be Students, 

Havrrax] Oct. 10.—Dalhousie students 

over 100 strong,"attended the academy of 
music last] Friday! night, to eee the per- 
formance] of ,‘‘Pinafore” by the Gilbert 
opera company. Before the curtain rose 
the collegians{sang a half dozen songs etc., 

in lusty tones. , ‘‘Society” was out in force 
that night, and several representatives of 
‘“‘upper temdom” so-called, were almost as 
loud as the students]in their complaints of 
the] noise. They appeared to forget that 
Halitax isa college town, and that in any 
other city whereja university is located the 
same kind of thing is seen’and heard very 
frequently, and nothing thought of it. 
The students (voices were kept in time 

by the baton of a Newcastle, N. B, boy. 

| duty from the various 

son of a minister of that towa, whose voice | RICHES IN THE RAGBAG 
and gestures were both of great assistance 

in making the choruses a success. No one 
on second thought thinks of making serious 

complaint of the joyous pranks of merry- 
hearted coilegians at Dilhousie or else- 
where, even if they go so far as to become 
very noisy b:tween the acts. 

TURKEYS AND BIBLE. 

A War Times Thanksgiving Incident of the 

Camp Near Washington, 

The Sanitary Commission and the 
Christian Commission were both grand 

institutior s in their way, but the two when 
first organized were very often slightly 

mixed in the minds of the soldier. The 

good work of the two commissions was also 

slightly mixed occasionally, and the results, 
although rather d'sippointing at times, 
were liughable in the extreme when the 
disappointment wore away. 

Along in 1862 3, when convalescent 

camp, near Alexandria, contained over 

twen'y thousand convalescents returning to 
hospitals in the 

North, the Sanitary Commission con eived 
the idea of giving a Thanksgiving dinner 

to the sick soldiers in the hospital attached 

to tne camp, and the patients in that in- 
stitution were given to understand that they 

might expect something over and above 
the ordinary hospitil tare when tie 

national turkey day came round, and re- 

membe ring the goodies which usually load- 

ed down the home table at such times, 

they commenced nursirg their appetites for 

the occasion. 

About the sime time the christian com- 
mission bethought themselves that toeir 

particular line ot business needed bracing 

up a little in a camp containing so many 
men, and had sent an agent from the head- 

quarters in Washinzton to look over the 
ground and see what was necessary in the 

way of supplying their spiritual wants. 

The agent evidently discovired a woful 

lack of religious reading matter in camp, 
for on his return to Washington a large 

box of small pocket Bibles were packed 

and sent to the depot quartermaster’s for 
forwarding to that point. 

The Sinitary Commission pur. hised a 
large number of turkeys, and they were | 

rozsted in one of the bake ovens in the 

city on the morning of the day they were 

to be eaten in Virginia, then picked in a 

large box wi'h all the various good things 

that go to make np the regulation Thanks- 
given dinner, not forgetting a goodly nam- 

ber of tat mince pies, and the box for- 

warded at once to convalescent camp, were 

the sick soldiers were all ready and anxi- 

ons to get away with a good, big dinner. 

Tha two boxes were delivered by the same 
driver just before noon—one at the hospi- 

tal dining room and the other a quarter of 
a mile away at the office of the receiving 

officer of the camp. 
The latter box was opened by the offizer 

at once, and concluding that some big- 
hearted people of Washington had taken 

this anoymous way of introducinz home 
comforts to the internal worklings of that 

portion of the army, he proceeded at once 

to distribute the contents—an undertaking 

that was an immediate and pronounced 

success, and the turkeys and pies disap- 
peared like magic. 

Tbe thought that a mistake had been 

made never entered the mind of the re- 

ceiving officer, and the soldiers—well, 
they were really too busy with the matter 

in hand—both hands—to give thought to 
anything else. 

At tae hospital the hospital steward 
opened the box just delivered, whistled a 
little, then scratched his head. Tae su-- 
geon sent down a little later to learn it the 
“Thanksgiving box” had arrived, and 
what it contained, and the answer sent 
back was: 
“Box just opened. Contents, about a 

thousand Bibles for dinner and a lot of 
tracts for dessert.” 

Innumberable were the blessings called 
down upon the heads of the good people 
who packed those boxes, but probably the 
most emphatic, the most soul-stirring and 
awe-inspiring, were those intended for the 
parties who sent that Thanksgiving dinner 
mn small packages—in cloth binding.— 
Washington star, 

Without Morals, 

Rev. George R. Dodson, the popular 
Unitarian minister of Alameda, tells a rather 

good story at his own expense. While 

spending a summer vacation at Spragg’s 
Springs one of his greatest friends was a 
little girl about three years old. The two 

were constant companions, and the child 

daily accompanied the clergyman on his 
excursions in the neighborhood. One even- 

ing the little girl remarked to her fellow 
diners : 

I like going out with Mr. Dodson.” 

“Why ?” queried a stranger, hoping to 
draw the child out. 

‘‘Because he has no morals,” was the 
starting reply. 
When the summer boarders had recover- 

ed their equanimity, they instituted an in- 
vestigation, the upshot of which was the 
discovery the curly-haired maiden possess- 
ed an insatiable craving for stories. This 
desire was frequently gratified by Mr. 
Dodson ; but, unlike the anecdotes in her 
books, the minister's tales were never 
np with an obtrusive moral.— San 

cisco News-Letter. 

RICHES MADE BY SNAPPERS UP 

OF UNCONSIDERED TRIFLES. 

Profits of the Business in former Days in 

New York—~Hard Times Have Hud their 

Eftect on the Industry Rewards—Uncers 

tain at All Times, 

A ragpicker who was arraignel in the 
Jefferson Market Police Court a few days 
ago for violating a city ordinance begged 
the magistrate to make a reduction in his 

fine because the business has become so 
unprofitable lately that a man could 

scarcely earn a living at it. Tais ex)lana- 
tion was made through an Italian inter- 

preter, who adled that if a change for the 

better did not com: p.etty soon, there 
would be no ragpickers in New York two 

years hence. 

A few years ago an experienced rug- 

picker could average 81) a day, and many 
of them made the business pay double that 
amount. Now it is said that the best of 
thew earn less than $1 a day, and do twice 

as much work as they did in their palmy 

days. Even old Mother Carpio cannot 

average more than 70 cents. Mother 
Carpio is reputed to be the oldest rag- 
picker in the metropolis. She has picked 

rags for nearly forty years, and during that 

time she has saved up over £100,000, which 

she has invested in real estate. But she is 
wedded to the business, and goes over her 
route daily, getting up at 2 o’clcck in the 

morning and working until late in the after- 

non. She lives in the new Ragpickers’ 

Row, which comprises three tensments in 

the rear ot 166, 168 and 170 Malberry 
s'rzet. She could afford to liv2 in style at 

any of the best hotels in the city, but she 
prefers her little uncarpeted ro>m in tha 

row, for there she has made her hom?2, and 

there she will probably en 1 ber days. There 

are forty-eight other ten nts in the row, all 

boss ragpickers, and each of the forty-eight 

has from one to five lodgers whose occupa- 
tion is picking rags. The houses are five 
stories high and are built of brick. In thz 
three it is estimatel that there are 250 rag- 

pickers. Taey have occupied the buildings 
since June last, wh'n thy were dispos- 

sessed trom Bottle alley, over on Baxter 
street, the city having purchased the 
property for the Mulbercy Bend Park. 

Mother Carpio is one of the most in- 

teresting characters of th? new seitlement. 

She is shaped like the letter F, her heal 
being bent down so that when she wa ks 
she faces the ground. Every year it seems 
that her head bends lower, and if she con- 

tinues growing in the same direction for a 

few more years, she will assumes the shipe 

ofa horseshoe. Many who hiv: knowa 
her a long time s1y sh? got that way by 

bending over ash barrels. Others attri- 
bute her dztormity to the h2avy loads car- 

ried on her back in har rag bak. Mother 

Carpio says her peculiar work has con- 
pelled her to stoop forwarl so that har 
spine finally became curved. If shs was 

straightened out she would bz about fiva 
fest in height. In her preseat condition 

she just fits over an ash barrel. DM ther 

Carpio is very regular in her habits. She 
gets up at two o'clock every moraing ani 

goes to bed at 7 every night. For halt a 

century she has only eaten two m2als a day, 

one at 10 o'clock in the morning and the 
other at 4 in the afternoon. [he first maal 

consists ot anything she can pick up in her 

route. Kor dinner she eats half a pound 

of raw beef betwzen two slices of hard 

bread. It is tha ragpickers’ jcustomary 
meal. Sometimes an onion sandwich is 

substituted for the uncooked beef. M)ther 
- Crpio has a nephew who shares her apart- 

men's. He is about 2{ years old, ani, 

like his aunt picks rags for fa living. His 

name is Antonio Bonnaccio. Like other 

ragpickers in the settlement, Bonnacciwo 
has had a great deal of gool luck. He 
reluctantly told a Sun reporter of some of 

his experiences, alter the reporter had 
oiled up his palate and tongues in the 
saloon on_th2 Mulberry street premises. 

“Yes, he said. I speak gool English, 

and I understand it well. I ought to 
know something about the language, tor I 
was born here. I was raised in Bottle 

alley, over on Baxter street, and for twenty 
years Ihave lived with my aunt. Some 
people think ragpickiag is a dishonorable 
business, but it's not. I'd rather pick 
rags than steal, and, aslong as I was 
brought up in the business, I stuck to it. 
We used to make a lot of monay, but we 
don’t any more. You see it's not only 

rags we pick, but we also pick for rope, 
cord and twine, because we get $1.25 tor 
every hundred pounds of cord we gather. 
Six years ago we could sell it for $2.50. 

There is scarcely anything in paper, and a 
man could not carry around enough old 
iron to pay him. Old copper and lead are 

still worth picking up, but we don’t get 
one-quarter what we used to get in days 
gone by. There are men, women, and 
children engaged in ragpicking. The rags 
are brought home, washed and assorted. 
Nearly all of those who pick get the cloth- 
ing they wear from ash barrels. The 
women find old skirts and portions of 
dresses. They make use of these at home. 
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“ Now, | call that a 
Stunning Gown.” 

Of course itis : all dresses 

interlined with the new im- 

proved stiffening, 

are remarkable for their chic. 

The skirts hang just right 

and never become limp nor sag 

in the seams, and the sect of the 

It is also much in vogue for lining flaring capes, 

gowns are packed for travelling they keep their shape 

beautifully if lined with the 
Sponge Crépon. 
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Brass buttons are saved and sold. S)me 
people who pick also gather cizar 
stum pe.” 

“What about your lucky fiads?’ asked 
the reportor. 

“Well, it's bardly worth talking about 
these tkiags. They had a story down hers 

that once picked up a roll of bills amount- 
ing to thousands ot dollars. That is not 

true. I did finda roll of $116, but that 

was three y2ars ago. It was in the centre 
of a bundle of old newspapers that had 

been stuck in a chimney hole where the 

stovepipe goes. A woman called me into 

a house and asked me to clean out the cel- 
lar. I removed apileof rubbish. Then 

she asked me to put up a stovepipe, and in 
cleaning out the hole in t'e wall [ threw 

down a buadle of old paper. The woman 
put the old paper in my bag. [ didn't 

kaow until I got home that the mon ey was 
there. Another time I found a locket filled 

with hair. I picked it trom an ash can, 
and brought it into the house where the 
owner lived. The locket was worth 50 

cents, but the owner prized the hair in it, 
and gave me a [present of $10 for being 
honest. She was an Irish servant girl, 

anl she told me the locket contamed a 
Ick of her mother’s hair. Hr wmother 

was dead. 

Just the opposite of this was when I 

found a diamond earring in front of a 
house in West Fifty-first street, 1 raked 

it from the bottom of an ash can. I re- 
turned it to the owner who had missed it that 
morning from a table in the dining room; 
the woman gave the servant a laying out 

for being careless. Tae servant denied 
having thrown it out, and said that [ must 

have stolen it from the table. She told the 
owner of 1t that she had noticed me in the 
hallway that morning. The servant wanted 
to get out of the scrape, and kept blaming 
it all on’ me. Finally the woman believed 

th2 servant's story, and abused me. The 
servant wanted to_have me arrested. Her 
mistress said no, because they couldn't 
prove that I had stolen the earring. Then 
they ordered me away from about the 
house, and I went in a hurry. That was 
the thanks I got for being honest. I 
thought [would get a big reward. That 

was why I brought the earring into the 

house. But I said to my self, *‘Tony, 
that’s a%careless servant, watch that ash 
can.” Then 1 watched it for two months. 

and was rewarded one day by finding an 
opened letter. The envelope contained 
$20 in cash and a check for £16. I sent 
back the check to the house. I mailed it. 
In a note sent with the check I wrote: 
This was swept out by a careless tervant.’, 

I guess that servant was discharged. 

“It's easy to get equare with them if 
they injure you. Did you ever know that 

some ragpickers stood in with certain ser- 
vants up town? Well, that’s so. I knew 
it to besotwo years ago. The servant 
would pack shawls, clothing, and tood in 

boxes, and then put the boxes in an ash 
can and cover them with paper, then dump 
a scuttle of cosl ashes on top. The ash 
can would be rolled out and the favored 
ragpicker would be waiting. The bidden 
staff would be put away in his bag, and 
th2 next day he would call at the basement 
door, pretending he was a beggar. He 
would then stake the servant— give her 50 
cents or a dollar, according to what he 
received by way of the ash can. I suppose 
that is done yet. Many a bottle of wine 
was smuggled out that way. Then again 
there were servants who would leave 
things out in the ash can for a relative or 
lover. The ragpicker who struck those 
cans was usually lucky. He got the stuff 
and the servant's friend got left. Ain't I 
telling you too much?” 

“No,” said the reporter, ‘go ahead. 
Have another drink and go on with your 
story.” 

“Well,” continued Bonnacio, “‘Its 
strange things that the ragpicker finds in 
the ash can or barrel. One time I picked 

| up a humin leg. It had been used bya 

medical student who had taken it frcm a 

dissecting room. Mother Carpio once 
| found a human tkeleton, and another time 

| she found a skull. These came from a doc- 

| tors office. Another fiad of the regpicker 
| is legal papers and letters. I guess in my 

| time I have found fitty bunches of love lct- 

| Some had been thrown away pur- 
| posely, others have been swept up and 

thrown out without the owner knowing 
|it. Ican always tell those tbat have not 

been put mn the ash barrel purposely. 
They are generally tied together in bunch- 
es with fancy ribbons. Often when I'd find 

! those kind of lettars I would return them 

to the house and get a present of a dollar 
or two. I know one ragpicker who found 
a bundle of letters that would have queered 
certain people, and he sold them to the peo- 
ple for $25. 

| ters. 

I have found filse teeth, artificial legs, 

glass eyes, and artificial hair. We pick up 
all these sort of things. Then again I have 
found stuffed snakes and birds, dolls, me- 

chanical toys, religious articles and prayer 
books, You could start a drng store with 
the bottles of medicine that you eculd pick 
up on one Llock alone. Then there are 
photographs. Old Zsbo, the lame (agpick- 

er, has a collection of photographs picked 
up in ach barrels. He has about 11,000 of 
them, and we all save them for him. Some 
of them, we know, are of prominent New 
York people. These Z:bo has labelled. 
Then there are others, about 8,000 in all, 
that we know nothing about. Among the 
pictures there are many nude ones. Old 
papers and coins are also plentiful in #sh 
barrels. One of the funny things I found 
was & bock of sketches. They were pen- 
and-ink sketches, and all were original 
drawings. I sold the book for $14, and 
the man I sold it to said it was worth £100. 

“In the barrels in front of the threatical 
boarding houses, we find tights, prince's 
costumes, ballet girls’ pads and wigs, The 
principal pickers in New York never go on 
the east side now, because there's nothing 
to get in those barrels but stale vegetables 
and rotten meat. Some of the up-town 
barrels contain new shoes and new clothing. 
Zebo got a broken bicycle up there leaning 
against an ash can, and he reported hfs find 
to the lady of the house. She told him the 
bicycle had been out purposely to be taken 
away by the ashman. Zebo took the 
bicycle along and we had great fun with it 
out in the alley i the rear of this saloon. 
Then he sold it for $11. Another time he 
found a bunch of railroad tickets, and these 
he sold for $10. Among other things the 
ragpicker finds are scarf pins, shirt studs, 
bracelets and watch charms. But [ never 
beard of any picker finding a watch. Pretty 
nearly everything else that would fit (in an 
ash barrel has been found. There we find 
door mats, lamps, brackets, clocks, vases, 
bronzs statutes, cups, saucers, knives, 
forks, spoons, razors, scissors, clectric 
batteries, banjos, guitars, violins, tam- 
bourines, accordions, baseballs, old guns, 
pistols, swords, eyeglasses, smoking pipes, 
story books, bottles of cologne, soap, face 
powder, grease paint, umbrellas, suspen- 
ders, neckties, hats, and surgical instru- 
ments, About the only things we don’t 
find are baby carriages and coflins. I sup- 
pose it the ash barrels were made bigger 
we'd find them, too. I have dug out divorce 
papers, marriage certificates, wills, [and 
deeds of graves. Papers of this sort are 
generally brought into the house. For 
bringing them back we sometimes get a 
dollar or a quarter, but more often we get 
a setting out, It’s queer how people often 
abuse you for doing them a favor. Now I 
guess I have told you everything that I 
know about the poor ragpicker. 

*‘But some of them are wealthy,” sug- 
gested the reporter. 

“Very few,” answered Bonnaccio. *“The 
majority are poor. The boss ragpickers 
are better off, of course, than the hired 
ones, because the boss gets a profit on the 

other fellow’s laber. Still, there are a few 

bosses who also go out themselves. Mother 

Carpio is a boss, still; she works every 

day. Blind Giuseppe—he's only got one 

eye, and he can scarcely see out of that— 
that is why they call him blind—he is worth 

considerable money. He made it mostly 
on spoons. For years he has bought up 
all the spoons the other pickers gathered. 
Many eof the spoons were of sclid silver, 

and Giuseppe can see a silver spoon with 
his one eye closed. I have also dealt in 
spoons, but we don’t get enough of them 
now. But let me tell you a seerct. I 

wouldn't be picking now, only I've got %o 

do it on account of the old lady—Mother 
Carpio. I muet stand in with her, so I got 

to work. If she was dead you can bet 
your life that I'd never use a hock again. 

It was all right years ago. but the business 

is run down to nothing. There's too many 
Hebrews in it, and then again, the city has 

got too many new rules that work against 
ue. But say—if you put something in the 

paper about the ragpickers, just say they're 
as good as city laborers end work bard for 

their living. Pat it down that they are 
honest, and have done many good things 

for the peoyle by finding and returning 
| lost articles.”—N. Y. Sun. 

How Dead Snakes ‘Come to Life,” 

| In nearly every country in the world 
| there is a superstition to the effect thata 
| serpent’s head must be smashed to a jelly 
| or else its companion will seek out its dead 
| comrade and restore it to lite by means of 
{ certain grasses, leaves, or herbs. This 
| fancy eppears to come to us from remote 
| antiquity. In the mytLologieal story of 
| Polyidos we find it related in a curious 
| form. Glaucus, the son of Minos, the 
Cretan King, was smothered in a cask of 

| honey. With the help of Apollc, Polyidos 
located the body (the whereabouts ot which 

| was previously unknown), and the stern old 
| King then shut him up with the corpse, tell- 
| ing him that if he could discover that whic 
| wes hidden he was  scothsayer enough to 
| bring his son to life. Wtile in the dun- 
| geon with the corpse a dragon approached 
| the body. Polyidos killed the reptile, but 
| within the hour was surprised to see a 
second dragon creep forward and place a 
blade from a certain species of grass on the 
back of its dead companion. Polyidos took 
a hint from the wise serpent, and with the 
same blade of gras resuscitated the honey- 
smothered youth. The same story appears 
In different forms in the folk-lore of all 
nations. You can findit in “Ths Three 
Snake Leaves” in Grimm's ‘Tales ;” in the 

Breton legend of “‘Sir E'idoc;” in the 
Hindoo story of *‘Pane Paul Ranee,” and 
also in the Chinese and Japaneses fairy 
stories.—St. Lows Republic. 

PERHAPS 

YOU'RE THINKING 
of Autumn clothes. Your Spring 

ones if cleaned or dyed will be just 

the thing. Of course they must 

be done up well, and that's the 

reason you should send them to 

UNGARS. Nothing is slighted 

there, but everything receives the 

care and attention necessary [to 

satisfying the public. 

UNGAR'S LAUNDRY and DYE WORKS 
48.84 Waterloo S.., 

St. John,|N. B. 

63-T0|Barcingio 

Halifax, N.S. 
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