
Some More of the 66,000
Our exchanges this week reported an unusual

number of deaths from alcohol. We glean a few of
these just as a reminder of the awful fact that the
annual toll of 66,000 lives (the most conservative esti-
mate given by careful investigators) is still being de-
manded by the liquor interests.

Aged Carpenter Kills Self.

Leon Mailloux, aged sixty-three, an old resident of this
village, committed suicide on Monday by hanging himself
to a bedpost in his room on Guertin avenue. Mr. Mialloux,
a carpenter by trade, had been drinking rather heavily of late
and on Saturday night went home and to bed where he re-
mained all day Sunday. On Monday morning at about 8
o’clock Mrs. Mailloux went to his room and held a con-
versation with him. At 1:30 she returned to find his lifeless
body suspended from the bedpost. Mr. Mailloux had tied a
handkerchief and fastened a cord about his neck and attached
this cord to the bedpost. He then threw his weight on the
cord and strangled to death. The verdict of the coroner’s
jury was that he died by “self strangulation at his home while
in a state of despondency.”—Kankakee Gazette

Tragedy Follows Drunken Spree.
Edward Cramer assaulted Grace Rochet, a chambermaid

in the Farmer City hotel, and believing he had killed her,
committed suicide. The tragedy occurred Tuesday morning
and followed a long spree of Cramer’s. Cramer had called
the chambermaid to his room and when she entered he hit
her over the head with a piece of lead pipe. The second blow
rendered her unconscious but not before she had screamed
and alarmed the occupants of the hotel. Cramer then shot
himself through the temple.—Bement Register.

Farmer Murdered by Rochelle Whisky.
R. M. Garnhart, a farmer residing five miles northwest of

Rochelle, was found dead in his barn at an early hour, Thurs-
day morning. Garnhart was a hard drinker and together with
his hired hand, Elmer Olson, and a young man named Joseph
Butler, had spent the day in Rochelle during which time they
imbibed freely. Late in the evening the trio returned to the
home of Garnhart and put the team in the barn. Nothing
is known of their actions from then on.

It is supposed that Garnhart was kicked in the head by
one of the horses standing in a stall. His companions found
him lying behind a horse, and somewhat sobered, summoned
aid and in their efforts laid themselves open to suspicion of
foul play, but this was removed at the inquest held in the
afternoon by Coroner Akins and they were released as no-
marks were found on the body indicating foul play, the
verdict of the jury being that death was caused by drink to
which the victim was greatly addicted.

Mr. Garnhart was about thirty-seven years of age and
leaves a wife and three children.—Mount Morris Index.

King Barleycorn Bags Momence Barber. *

Coroner L. E. Fenouille was called to Momence Saturday
to hold an inquest over “Frank Ward” alias “William
Thompson,” a tramp barber, who was found dead on the
north bank of the Kankakee river back of Walker’s black-
smith shop, Friday afternoon by M. H. Barseleau. The man
came from Danville two weeks ago to work for Mr. West.
During the time he was working there he drank heavily. Fri-
day morning he spent a good deal of time in the saloons and
in the afternoon, when he was found to be drunk, he was
taken to a grassy spot on the river bank where he could sleep
off his stupor. When men of the neighborhood went to see
how he was getting along he was found dead. The verdict
of the coroner’s jury was that he died of fatty degeneration
of the heart due from excessive use of liquor. The man had
a divorced wife and a family of children.—Kankakee Gazette.

Artist Svendsen Lays Ruin
to Drink

The Chicago Examiner of April 14 printed a news
item that emphasizes the power of alcohol to wreck
men’s lives. From the Royal Drawing School, of
Christiania, Norway, to a cell in the East Chicago
Avenue police station is a short road by the booze
routes. The examiner says:

Once idolized and lauded by some of the leading art critics
in America, but now a victim of drink, Svend Svendsen, a
graduate of the royal drawing school at Christiania, Norway,
occupied a cell in the East Chicago Avenue Police station
last night. Svendsen was arrested on a warrant sworn out
by his wife, who charged him with failure to contribute to
the support of their six children. He told a pathetic story to
Lieutenent Jacob Reich.

“Until two years ago I was well-known in the world of
art and during my career I won high honors as a painter, not
only in Chicago but in many other cities,’’ he said. “Drink
has brought me to this. I have tried to brace up many times
because I love my wife and our children, but without success.”

Among Svendsen’s paintings were “Spring Thaw,” which
was exhibited at the Chicago World’s Fair; “Mountain
Scene,” which took first honors at the Tennessee Centennial
Exhibition, and “Road to the Hill Farm,” now owned by a
former justice of the United States supreme court.

Os course every decent man ought to vote “YES”
in behalf of a mother’s right to defend her home with
her ballot.

Liquor, Not the Boy, Did the
Crime Against the Girl

In Salem, 111., on March 15, the most horrible crime
known to humanity was committed by an eighteen-year-old
boy, Sullens, against the little fourteen-year-old daughter of
a well-known judge. In court Sullens was asked: “Where
did you go after you left the girl?” He testified: “I went
over to the coal mine. I wanted to get sobered up. I had
drank about a pint of whisky and eight bottles of beer the
night before. I got the liquor at Lakin’s. I was in a car
when the deputy sheriff found me.” He was saved from
lynching only by the appeal of a minister who diverted the
attention of the crowd to the blind tigers and bootleggers
which flourish in the town. M. A. Thrasher, superintendent
of schools, joined the ministers and other citizens in the
protests against what they described as the real cause of the
crime. “That Sullens boy was in school five years ago and
was as fine a boy as there was in town,” said Mr. Thrasher.
“Booze is responsible for his present state.” Who are the
brewers and whisky makers who stimulated this crime and
made money out of it by supplying liquor to a dealer in a
Prohibition town? They are probably highly respectable
citizens of Peoria where no social odium attends the making
of money by the stimulation of vice. If the Chicago Tribune
can identify these men and print their photographs, it will
add one more to the many public services which have dis-
tinguished that paper.—Collier’s Weekly.

It is only liquor dealers who claim a vested right in
spreading disease, misery and death and in dehumanizing
their fellowman.


