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ST. JOHN, N. B,, SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 23, 1899. 

AN ALL AROUND SCAMV. 
AFORMERN.B. MAN AND HOW HE 

MET HiS DEATH. 

His Name was Turner and He Belonged up 

the Riyer §t. John—His Wild Career and 

tte People He Fleeced—How a Vic im got 

Even With Him. 

About twenty-five years sgo a tall and 

¢tlim young man, with the most amazing 

gift of profanity, was quite familiarly 

known to people having business along the 

upper St. Jobn river, in New Brunswick. 

He wasa quick-witted fellow, made friends 

easily and developed a faculty of getting 

money readi.y. Notwithstanding his 

frightful profanity be was not unpopular, 

for his manners were easy and liberal, and 

be bad no other notable vice. He later 

went into business in the town of Wood 

stock, N. B., and for a time seemed very 

prosperous. While some people grew 

suspicious that he was not all be ought to 

be, he was able to work up what was for a 

aan mn his position a fair line of credit. 

and when one morping it was nois d abroad 

‘tbat he had left for parts unknown, there 

‘was considerable consternation, snd some 

people found themselves badly bit fiaancial- 

ly. Turmer went to Cali‘ornia, where he 

went into the resl estate business, and 

wrote back to his creditors, telling them 

that he was making money and would soon 

be mn a potition to pay them all, with in- 

terest, 8 promise which was doub:l-ss 

made to prevent bis being exposed in his 

new field, for hie indebtednes was never 

discharged. 

On August 20 last, Turner was shot dead 

in ‘Frisco Cal. by a man whom he 

had flzeced. Th: San Francisco Chron- 

icle thus tells the story: 

‘The last kiok in the infinitely crooked 

career of James F. Turner, land shark 

and balf interest swindler, was twisted yes- 

terday forenoon, when J. P’. Frenoa, one 

of bis victims. sbot him in tbe Crocker 

building. Frenna was stepping out of the 

elevator when he met turner. According 
to Frenna's story, Turner called bim a 

vile name and put bis hand en his hip 

pocket. At this, Frenna, who bas bad a 

permit to carry a revolver since March 
1896, ssys Le crew his pistol and fired five 

shots. All of the shots took « flect in Tur- 

ner’s body and he died almost instantly, 

three of the shots being fatal. He was 
found on Lis face, groaning, with a slight 

bemorrbage from the nose caused by his 
falling against the marble. No revolver 

was found on Turner's body. 
‘For several years Frenna was engaged 

with Turner in various land speculations, 

but since 1895 there has been bad blood 

between the men. S:nce then Frenna has 

been Turner's persistent Nemesis, and the 

suits fathered by Frenoa bave been the 

bardest to beat. Through Frenna, Turner 

had come nearer to the penitentiary than 

through any othyr man  Freona is a 

barber by occupatior, and he has lived in 

San Francisco 22 years. But he was born 

in Sicily, and the Sicilians do not readily 

forgive an irjury. He bas long, parily- 

closed eyes, and he bas proved himself as 

implacable as Turner was slippery. He 

was the possessor of a small fortune when 

he met Turner. 

‘Turner came here from Canada about 

1885, and undoubtedly he was one of the 

smoothert swindlers that ever came to Ssn 

Francisco—an expert in bis live. He was 

not & prepossessirg man, having an ¢x- 
tremely ugly mouth, with pretruding teeth 
which be endeavored to cover up as well 

as he could ty means of a full beard 
But he bad beguilling ways. He was a 

smooth talker, and possessed of personal 

magnetism. He preserved an attitude of 

great integrity, and was careful to deal 
scrupulously with ali his victims until he 

bad gained their corfilence. Then he took 

in every one who came bis way—bankers, 

prospereus business people, money-ienders 
. widows and working pcople. All was 

~ grist that came to his mill, and apyone 
with a hundred dollars was worthy to be 

hs victim. He matched his wits against 
the shrewdest people in San Francisco and 
proved more than a match for them all 

Judah Boas and ‘Nobby’ Clarke, the mon- 

ev lenders, and Jake Rauer, the collector 

were among his victims, and these men are 
not coanted stupid. Even Asa Fisk was 

outwitted. Several banks were let in, 
rJiong them tke old Pacific bank, tke 
Suther bank, the American Trust Com- 
pinoy and others. 

*Turner lived at 1524 Calilornia street, 

and leaves two daughters, young women 

just out of their "teens. His age was given 

as 48 and hie nativity as New Brunswick. 
‘Dr. Zibala, the autopsy physician at 

the morgue, performed th: autopsy, and 

found that all five shots took effect, ome 

making a deep hole in the shoulder and 
lodging in the “clothing, two entering the 

back, one over cach kidney, another bullet 
entering the pilm of tha right hand and 

l»dgiog in the wrist, and the filth entering 

the chest just to the right of the left breas’. 
Dr. Zabal. raid that the shooting mu:t 

bave been doce at a dist: nce cf over three 

feet, as there were no powder burns ’ 

The coroner’s jary returned a verdict of 

manslaughter. His slayer held a regular 
reception in gaol, many people calling to 

congratulate him upon having rid San 
Francisco of such a thorough-paced 

scoundrel. i 

At one time Turner affected to be very 
religiously inclined, and in an old pocket- 

book which he carried were found many 

scriptural texts. He also bad nice, con- 

cise definitions cf fraud, forgery, perjury 

and other crimes of that nature in the 
same book. He evidently was deter- 
mined to steer as close to crime as the law 
would allow, and it is difficult to tell to 
what lengths be might lave gome, if 

Frenna bad not brought his career toa 
sudden end.’ 

VOTING CORRAL S 

An Acjaoct of a Canvas in Texas in Towns 

ou the Rio Grande. 

In more than balf the Mexican towns 
along tbe great, uncertainly thitting stream 

that marks the southern boundary of the 

republic are plenty of curious institu'ions 

growing out of the customs ot border life, 
and especially out ot the babits and pre- 

jadices of border Mex can lite. It is doubt- 

ful if apy of these will more forcibly im- 
press the stranger than the votirg corrals, 

two of which are certain to bea part ol 
the political machinery of every town on 
the Texas side ot the Rio Grande. 
The corral is a large epproximately cir- 

cular enclosure built of boards or posts 
from ten to twelve feet high, on top of 
which tre stretched barbed wire, making 

ingress or egress except through the wide 

doorway at its front a very uncomfortable 

performance, if not quite impossible. Part 

of the corral’s interior is devoted to a series 

of long, narrow trenches across which at 

intervals ot a few inches are small mes 
quite sticks, making a rude approximation 

to a gridiron. These are the barbecue pits. 

The rest of the space is filled with tables 

and rough, wooden benches. 

For several days and nights before an 

elec ion is to be held the corrals are lively 

places. The candidates of each party bold 

forth at their respective corral, fires are 

kindled in the barbecue pits; kegs of beer 

stand in rows on the tables, and there is a 

continuous feast. At night a band plays, 
and stould the campaign be warm, there 

will be fireworks. 
Before the institution of the corral system 

it was exceedingly difficult to get the 

Mexican voter to the polls. In his own 

country, across tbe Rio Grande, ot which 

he speaks as ‘Oira el agus,’ be knew very 

little of elections or the ways of them, and 

cared less. The governm:nt’s election 
cfficers saved him the trouble ot distract- 

irg his mind over governmental problems 

and issues by both casting and counting 

his ballot for him weeks before the time 

proclaimed for holding an election. When 

he became a citiz:n of the United States 

he naturally felt and took as little interest 

in the aflairs of government. To him 

civic duty was a meaningless combination 

of foreign words. But the greaseris a 

gregarious animal in his hours of ease, and 

he loves music and oratory, while fireworks, 

barbecued meats and a good carouse are 

things for which his soul longs. As soon 

as the border politicians aiscovered this 

the corral came. 

But to see the corral right it must be 

seen the night before the election. Every 

Mexican voter for miles around will have 

come to town, for, in the sparely populat- 

ed counties of Southwest Texas all the 

county votes for the county eite. He will 

bave been captured by the heelers otf one 

or other corral, and effectually guard. d. 

At this stage of the game the doors are 

carefully guarded, and who enters ths big 

board enclosure leaves all hope of getting 

out behind uatil ha bas been voted. At 

the entrance the band plays for all its 

worth, while on the inside beer fl.ws in a 

steady stream ; the carcastes smoke over 

the pits ; an occasianal rocket hisses eky- 

ward, and firecrackers add additional 

noise to the babel of voices speaking the 
bastard border Spanish. 

Late in the night, when the enclosure is 

packed to its full capacity, a supply of 

fiery mescal is added to tha beer, and the 

door is locked. And when the potent dis- 

tillation of the maguey bas had time to get 
in ite work, stupor comes to the temporsry 

popu'aticn of the corral, and its votes are 

tolerably sc cure. 
On «lection day the Mexicans are taken 

to the polis in bunches of from five to ten 

and voted. They go willingly as soon as 
the stupor induced by the mixture o! beer 

and mescal bas worn off, for there is an- 

other drink tor them as toon as the ballot 
is cat. 
Oa the way from the co'ral to the vot- 

ing place acts of piracy used sometimes to 

be committed. Opposing party heelers 
would swoop suddenly down on a party of 
Mexicans as they were being led to tle 
ballot box, overpower their guards, and for 
the price ot two drinks, secure their votes. 
But euch acts often led to bloodshed, and 
neither public sen.iment nor politics] ethics 
on the border sanction them any longer; 
and once the mexican is corralled these 
days his vote is practically assured the 
party tbat corrals him. 

KIPLING 48 A BuY EDITOR. 

The Paper he Conducted While a Pupil 

at the United Service College. 

The recent sale in London of a set of 
United Service College Chronicles, the 

pesper which Rudyard Kipling edited as a 
boy, for the remarkable price of $5 00 is 

another illustration of the eminence to 

which the author has risen in a compara- 
tively short period. The little paper in 

question, about twelve by ten inches in 

size, was printed oa four sheets of medium 

weight, generally white, but something of 

a pale yellow tint, and was issued three 

times a year, at the end ot each school 

term. 

Headed by the college arms, a Bible and 
crown between crossed sworcs, surround- 

ed by the motto: ‘Fear God, Honor the 

King,’ the front page was devoted to ed- 

itorial matter, the rest of the paper being 
made up of the accounts of cricket and 
f otballi matches, echool notices and the 
« flusions of thote very jew who aspire to 

that goal of fame. 

Rudyard Kipling was called to the edi- 
torship about the year 1880, and occupied 

that place until be left the college, the 

first number under his charge being 

marked by an almost pathetic appeal for 

contributions, which were to receive his, 

the editor’s, careful sitention—the boys 

for some unknown reason, having prev- 

iouely scldom offered matter for publica- 

tion in the college piper. Overruling the 

boy edi‘or, there was, of course, the cen- 

sorship of the head master, and on many 

an occasion Kipling was heard to anathe- 

matise ‘Bates’ tor his upspering, though 

doubtless judicious, use of the blue pencil 

over the former's edi'orial work, Kipling, 

however, gaining his revenge in the mem- 

orable pen duel mm the columns of the 

Bridetord G:zette, files of which paper, of 

that peiird, should also be valuatle in the 

eyes of the literary curio ccllector. 

While previous to Kipling’s editorship 

the college paper was regarded with little 

interest by the boys, being mainly com- 

posed by the masters, subecquently it wes 

eagerly looked for, ‘gigs,’ clever sayings 

and verses being duly wppreciated. The 

issue at no time baving exceeded three or 

four bundred, each boy beirg only entitled 

to cne copy, some numbers must be e€x- 

ceedingly rare, those of from 1378 to 1882 

being these mainly in which Kipling’s con- 

tributions are likely to be found. 

As the majority ot Kipling's school 

fellows eventually fouud their ways to 

foreign lands—to Incia, where the lives of 

many, io his own words, have become the 
seed of empire ; to the British colonies,and 
the Far West ot America—some of these 
now valuable little papers may be discov- 
ered in most unexpected places, there be- 
ing probably not a few lurking on the 
Pacific coast, a number of Kipling’s former 
companions baving settled there as 
ranchers. 

How Insects Make Soil. 

Mr. Darwin once wrote a book, which 

many readers pronounced as interesting 

as a novel, on earthworms and the won- 

derful way in which they plow up, turn 

over and invigorate the soil. In a recent 

address Dr. L. G. Howard, of Washing- 

ton, showed that many species of insects 

are also important agents 1n soil making. 

They are tound beneath the ground, he 

says, in incredible numbers, and they 
penetrate to a surprising depth. ‘The 
minute insects of the fammly Po uride— 

which are wingless—have been found 
swarming literally by the million ata 
depth of six to eight feet in a stuff clad 
subscil.’ 

EVER TRY MALAJUANAY 

A POTENT MFXiCAN DRUG WITH A 

TWO-FOLD AUTION. 

Indesctibable Ilra.ure snd Dreadful Tor- 

tures Felt by a American Who Was In- 

duced t» Try It=Sensation of a Double 

Perronali'y=In a Mexic n Pi on, 

It was during the fi stas. The party 

bad done the bull fizhts in the afternoon 

and w s dining at the International club, 

in Ciudad Poifirio Diez. When the heavy 

native cigars and little Mc xi an cigarettes 

wrapped in corn shu ks were brought in 

with the coffee the talk turned to narcotics 

and in more or less interceting narrative, 

ran all the way from perique tobacco to 

cocaine. Nearly everybody spcke on the 

subject at more or less lergth, except 

Slayden, who listened attentively, but said 

notbing. That is bis way when he is sure 

of a story. Finally, when the subject was 

about tslked out, he said: 

* Did any of you ever bear of malajuanaP’ 

but without waiting for an answer he con- 

tinued, ‘Well, I was a malsjoana fiend 

once. It's the biggest drug devil of them 

all. The stuff comes from the dried 

leaves and bark of native hemp that grows 

wild all over southerm Mexico. Its vic- 

tims usually smoke it mix=d with tobacco 

in a cigarette. 

‘Soon after our road began to boom 

Durango and I got mixed up in a law suit 

involving the title to some Duraugo lots. 

Just before the case was to be tried I was 

arrested on some pretext or another and 

locked up in jail, incommunicado. The 

second day of my enforced isolation ex- 

hausted my supply of cigarettes, and smok- 

ing being about my only resource, 1 was 

glad to avail myself of the small, unpre- 

possessing package of ciff:retics that came 

along with my daily supply ot food and 

water. I noticed sometbing peculiar about 

the first one that I lighted. The taste and 

odor were both new to me, but my recol- 

lections upon these qualities were of the 

briefest dur:tion. 

‘Most of you know bow it feels to turn 

into a big, downy comfortable bed when 

you are dog tired, and drift off with a clear 

couscierce into deep untroubled restful 

sleep. Well before I finished halt that 

cigarette that's the way I telt, with the sen- 

sation multipled about ten times, I felt as 

though I was being gently hited from the 

fluor of my cell, cn which 1 was reclining 

when I began to smoke, and wafted in the 
air. I felt as if semething soft and de- 

lightfully soothing touched me all over, the 

sound of distant music wes in my ears; 

charming vistas peopled with exquisitely 

gracelul forme opened to wy eyes; and in 

midst of the comfort and resttulness and 

beauty of it all 1 went beautifully to sleep. 

*It must have been the afternoon of the 

following day when I waked, for there, in 

its usual place, was my daily allowance of 

food, a full jug of water and—another 

package of cigarettes. 1 was refreshed 

and bungry, and I ate all tke food that bad 

been brought me. It was the first time I 

bad been able to relith the coarse fae. 

Ot course I lit a cigarette as soon as I fin- 

ished my meal. I experienced only the 

usual mildly narcotic eflect of tobacco, the 

only thing abcut my smoke that was at all 

out of the ordinary being a pungent, aro- 

matic fragrance totaly unlike anything I 

bad ¢ver before expericnced which I found 

most pleasirg. It was not until I lighted 

my third cigarette that there was a repeti- 

tion of anything like my previous experi 

ence. Upon the sppearanc: of its first 

symptom I stopped smoking. I was con- 

vinced that tbe cigarettes were drugged, 

and I determined thereupon to smoke no 

more of them. 
‘Some hours afterward I began to be 

oppressed with nausea and o:her distress- 

ing sensations. Later my bead seemed 

ready to split; every bone and muscle in 

my body ached ; my flash {:1t dead, as if it 

was dropping off my bones; my throat 

was parched. I knew that another 

cigarette would bring me relief, but I felt 

certain it would be purchased at the price 

of greater sufferirg later on. For hours I 

lay on the hard prison flior and tried to 

bear my choice collection of tortures, but 

with the passing of each minute the pangs 

multiplied. At length I could bear them 

no longer. In sheer desperation I lita 

cigarette, resolved to smoke until my 

suffering should become bearable. 

‘With almost the first inlalation I was 

conscious of a dual personality. All my 

sense impressions were Couble. Gradual 

ly, one of these personalities seemed to be 

litted out of my body, which continued to 

suff:r agonies, and to be poised above it. 

It was awful. In yet greater desperation, 
I inhaled the potent smoke rapidly and vio- 
lently. Soon the pain ceased. My body 

slcp*, while the part of me that was con- 
scious floated out of the prison. It was 
alike independent of matter, time and dis- 

tance. It sought or seemed to seek 

throughout the universe for beauty and 
grandeur, and found them. It revisited 

the scenes of my childhood, of my youth, 

of my early manhood. I lived over, to 
the minutest detail, every pleasurable sen- 

sation I bad erer known. And then I 

came back to my bcdy and drifted into a 
land of dreams filled with new fancies and 

sensations too strange and beautiful for 

any words that I know to describe. 

*Thenceforth the drug was my master 

Two or three times afierwards I made 
weak and incfl.ctual struggles against it, 

but each time it seemed to lie in wait for 
me with a new seductiveness. My confine- 

ment lasted but ten days. I was released 

without trial or explanation. Upon re- 
gaining my liberty, my ficst care was to 

secure a supply of he drugged cigarettes. 
I had carefully saved several packages, 
enough to last a week, perhaps, but you 
can scarcely imagine my dismay when I 

could find nothing like them, though I 

searched every cigar store in the town. I 

did not then know the name of the drug to 
which I had become a slave. 

“The third day of my release I was 

lounging about the front of my hotel, par- 

tielly under the irfluence, when the strange 

conduct of a man across the street caught 

my wandering attention. His back was 

sgainst a long, doorless and windowless 

adobe wall, such as common in Mexican 

towns, and his whole attitude conveyed the 

idea that he was trying to sink himself into 

it bodily. Soon he was surrounded by 

quite a crowd of men, women and children, 

all of whom were very careful, however, to 

keep their distance. I walked over and 
joined the crowd. A nearer approach 
showed me that with one hand he wae 
fighting cff some horrible demon, which he 
described most graphically, while with the 
other he was caressing a little child, apply- 
ing to her from time to time the endearing; 
epithets in which the Spanish language 
so rich. Both the demon and the child 
were creatures of his own imagination. 
Halt his face, the side toward the imagin- 
ary monster, was horribly distorted with 
fear. The other half was smiling and full 
of tenderness. The eflect was indescrib- 
ably weird and awlul. 

‘The evidence of dual consciousness im- 
pressed me at once, and, under its inspira- 
tion, 1 crowded my way closer to the man 
and beld out one of my cigarettes. He 
spatched it from my hand as a famished 
beast would food. Trembling with eager- 
ness, be lighted it. ard laughed ard sang 
as he inhaled its smoke, finally sinking in- 
to a deathlike stupor. Belore leaving the 
plice I asked one of the bystanders what 
ailed the man. The reply was, ‘To be sure 
the Senor should know, it is malsjuawa.’ 

“The condition of my brother unfortunate 
roused me to a tente of my own danger as 
nothing less than such a horrible example 
could have done. 1 hurried to the City of 
Mexico and placed myself in the care of 
the best pbysician I coull find. How I 
was cured and what I suffered before I 
was a man agsin isa long story. Some 
years afterward 1 found out that the mala- 
juswa cigarettes were supplied me by or- 
der of my friend of the land suit with de- 
liberate intent to deprive me of my reason. 
That is what would bave followed in a very 
short time, bad I conticued to take the 
drug, or bad I left ¢ff smokin it too sud- 
denly as he probably intended me to do. 
In any event, my one experience with 
malajuawa has left me with no desire for 
its repetition.’ 

“Earthquake Echoes.” 

Mr. Jobn Milce gives his name to 
certain vibrations, whi:h his delicate 

instruments bave revealed, running through 

the crust of the earth after the occurance 

of distant earthquakes. The apparent 
symmetry of these pu'sations, resembling 

the rhythm of musscal sounds, leads him to 

auggest that an earttquike may be ‘a 

blow or blows, which come to an end with 
musical vibrations insmde the world.” The 

blows probable come from the slipping, or 
falling, of rock within the earth. Mr, 
Milne, at his observatory on the Isle of 
Wight, pbotographs vibrations of his 
seismograpbic pendulums, induced by 
earthquakes many thousands of miles a- 
way, and in a recent letter he speaks of ‘a 
magnificent set of waves which arrived 
from Mexico on the might ot January 24- 
th. 

Large Tires Versus Smull Ones. 

Experiments made in the engineering 
department at Cornell University have 

shown that, other things being equal, a 

bicycle runs more easily with a large tire 
than with a small one. A twe-inch tire, 
for instance, was decidedly easier to rum 

| than a tire of an inch and a halt diameter 


