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ily and alone to n dingy lLittle office
In & grajn elevator, like old Ralph
fekleby to his garret, and was
tﬁund the next morning hanging by
© neck—dend! May wheat has
8ored one more triumph. You can
fuess the rest.’ His family was left
108 without a penny.

“What Chicagonn doer not re-
Member the sensational suicide of
hker W. F. Coolbaugh on the
8teps of the Douglass monument a
f%ﬂ Yenrs ago? He waa president
Of the Union National Bank and
Wo8 n millionaire many times over,
Ing ratedd as one of the great fin-
ancial kings of thecity. What drove
amﬂn so fortunately situated to a
h(;ed of despair? He had not lost
) B fortune by speculation, like
l.“c}_iﬂon, of Bt. Lonis. He had a
fAmily, the members of which were
Prominent in soelety, and all his
Mrroundings were to the ontward
World of the happiest character.
0 t there was a skeleton in the fam-
aly closet. It preyed on the million-
‘re banker’s mind till his reason
Was dethroned. His millions wete
‘1‘10 avail.
K He waos less happy than Omar
hayyam, who asked nothing to
wlﬂke him happy but ‘aflask of red
ue, a book of poetry, a moment of
‘wspite in_life, and half n loaf. If
ith that T might, dear one, dwell
“_'th thee in some desert place it
EBould behaﬂpiness preferable to a
tr“]tan’s in his realm.” Poor, dis-
O“Ctbd Coulbaugh turned his back
0 his home, his family, and his
g:!mlons and sought relief in self-in-
e}“"-tell death. The spot in which he
t.hme to die wns a historic one, and
br-?{g he sent the fatal bullet into his

“Lyman Blair, another wealthy
iker, was found dead in his ele-
%‘['.nt residence at Peck Court and
telch'g“n Avenuc one day in Sep-
Wmber, 1883. The top of his head
c]m'i blown off witha gun. Bome
‘:‘t'med that it was all an aceident,
£ the neccident was never clearly
fl ’lened. Blair was a  prominent
{;""‘9 in the financia) world. He

A levery luxury. Butthere was a
m“_ secret at his heart. He had
he"'e desperation than Hamlet, and
thel‘eﬁolved to quit his ills, whatever
kny Were, and fly to others that he
“’hew not of. Who ‘can imagine
d&satl? story of wretchedness and
to]J;a this rich man might have
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ha'JOhn M. Rountree was a tall,
pm“dSOme lnw yer, with a luciative
digf?uce aund apparently nothing to
Hem‘h the equanimity of his life.
ofte, ven loved outdoor sports, and
ﬂuun went for recrcation with rod
ine SUI. One bright April morn-
111?; ll:l 1886 the newsboys were ery-
the ne:, and exeiting tragedy in

::Whﬂt was it?
Awyer Rountree had gone se-
Btoy, Y into a Madison Btreet gun
“,e]“, Where he was a frequent and
mvg?tnﬂ visitor, asked to see n new
ang ) er, told the clerk to lond it,
P:t it to his temple and fired.
. word of explanation., Can
thaboly pieture hia tholghts as
ruﬁv ‘b‘t')“l‘e when he went into that
arey 0787 Wns ho silently bidding
Well to the world?
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A nd then there was Charles H.
Curtis, the prosperous and wealthy
real estate dealer.  What particular
reason had this man for shirking his
reaponsibilities and shuffling him-
self out of this world> He had n
wife and family of grown children
who necded his counsel and guar-
dianship. But he couldn’t stand
the loss of money, Bome said it
made him crazy. The Cheltenham
Beach enterprise was n losing in-
vestment for Curtig, and the only
way he could see out of his troubles
was teo throw himself Into Lake
Michigan.

1t was Jan, 3, 1886, when Curtis

uit the earthly shore. A cold day
or a man to seck after rest and com-
fort under the waves that can not be
still.

¢And think of that dramatic sul-
cide of the popular manager of the
Boston oyster-house.

¢Quth M. Murdough was his
name. He had a fine position, a

ootl salary, was popular and well
ﬁked by almost everybody; yet he
was not bappy. Bomething was
wrong around the domestie hearth-
stone. Bo one day in May, 1887,
Murdough wert up to the top ot the
tall building occupied by his em-
(pjloyers, at the southeast corner of

Intk and Madison streets, stood
near the edge of the cornice on the
roof, and shot himself in the right
temple.

“Down he came, tumbling
through the air ke a bag of saw-
dust and lay sll)‘lmw}jng on the pave-
ment, dead. e fell where thous-
ands of people would pass within a
tew minutes aund:- see him. But
noneof them knew the true story
of why life was undesirable and
bitter for him. His wife was a
fine, handsome-appenring woman.
She soon found another husband
and put aside her weeds.

“\Wm. B. Hartwell, freight audi-
tor of the Chicare & Northwestern
Railroad, sat down in a bath-tub
and shot himself to the heart in
March, 1888. He was 80 thoughtful
about it that he did not want to soil
the carpet of his bed-chamber and
sought the bath-room. His wife
wept and raid to the reporters that
she knew of no reason why he
should go down to death in that
horrid way.

¢‘But the reason became apparent
the next day or two. A young
minicure in the Japanese building,
on Btaic Btrect, confessed that she
wagz in love with Hartwell and that
Hartwell was in love with her.
Then she swallowed a dose of poison
and joined him in another elime,
There ure women who will justify
the course they took.

“In January, 1886, Chuarley
Clowes, the vich younE distiller,
mmde the sensation of the hour by

spending the night at n notorious
house. The next morning two
sharp pisto] shots werc h , and
they who entered the chamber of
death found Clowes and his mis-
tress dead. A woeak, vain, and
worthless mun, he had grown weary
of the lile of a rounder and of being
a faithless husband. The news of
his end was earried to n heart-broken
young wife on the weat side.
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“John W. Miller, the large, tall,

handsome circulator of 2 morning
paper, overworked himself for a few
years, drapk llquor and ahsinthe to
steady his wasted nerves, till one
{day in July, 1888, he walked down
to the lake shore at Sixteenth Btreet
and shot himself in the head. The
waves lashing themselves into fury
so near his resting place were not
more turbulent than was his dis-
ordered mind.

“Frederick W. Bidwell,the agent
and traveler for large paper con-
cerns, only last January engaged a
room at the Hotel Grace, and with-
out 0 much as making . complaint
took a razor and severed his head
almost from his body. He took his
rrievance, whatever it might have
been, to the grave with him.

sWalter 8. Bradley at the Hotel
Portland, in February, was not

Ere red to sheoot himself until he

ad shot his wife. Jealousy promp-
ted his deed.
I “Oers Barothy,theromantic young
| Hungarian whe was found lying on
| the Like Shore drive with two bul-
let holes in his brenst in Bwhtember,
1888, was supposed to have lwen
crazed by love for his half-brother’s
wife. Butthe story afterward came
out that he had drawn a black ball
in a quarrel with an army comrade
in Europe and in accordance with
agreement preserved his howvor Ly
ending his life on a certain day.

“One day about eght YUars ago a
despondent young (erman tourist
climbed with laburious effort to the
water-tower’s top. ‘There he en-

joyed a bird’seye view of the great-
est of modern cities, haviny seen
which he was content to die. He
threw himself to the pavement, 180
feet below.

*The vices of the spendthrift and
roue might be named ag the causes
that drove John Bldney Walters,
the well-horn younlfgI En%lahmnn,
to suicide at the Hote! Richelieu
lnst Wednesday evening. H. H.
Angell, the Oak Park conl dealer,
had poor health; and found the
struggle for existence too hard to
prolong it. Mrs. Caroline Bruck-
ner had some reason for wanting to
take her daughter with her on the
long journey, so she pgenerously
divided her poisonous dose with the
malden.

“The methods of sulcide are vari-
ous; the rensons are many. Where
will it allend?”

Even the term ‘suicide’® itself is
a puzzle to philologista. Trench
gays that till the middle of the
Suventeenth century the word had
not established itself in the lan-
guages; *‘self-homicide’” was used
instead. The Abbe Desfontaines is
credited with its invention or con-
struction. [Itis traced by etymolo-
pidts to the Latin sui, genitive of se,
and caede to kill.  One writer
| nnmed Philips  maintained that
there was just as much reason in
tracing it to sus, a sow, as to &, of
oneself. One t}ling is certain—no
national homegrown appellation ex-
ists anywhere for the act usually
designated self-murder or suigide.
In no language is it a pure national
subatantive; It is always a manufac-
tured mixture, It isan outcastfrom
speech. No tongue has cared to




