
The Leopard Cannot Change 
His Spots 

In a recent number of the Issue we printed a small 
editorial taken from the Granville Echo in which it was 

stated that one F. H. Kunkel, a saloon-keeper of that citv, 
had issued a most remarkable statement in regard to the 
purity of his intentions and purposes and really appeared 
as an angel of light in the saloon business. We reprint 
this statement of KunkcTs in order that the reader may 
have it directly before him while he reads the following 
letter from the pastor of the First Congregational Church 
of his city: 

KNOW ALL MEN BY THESE PRESENTS: 
I wish to notify the wife who has a drunkard for a 

husband, or a friend who is unfortunately dissipated, 
to give me notice in writing of such cases as you are 

interested in, and all such shall be excluded from my place. 
Let fathers, mothers, sisters and brothers do likewise and 
their request shall be complied with. I pay a heavy tax 

for the privilege of retailing liquors, etc., and want it dis- 
tinctly understood that I have no desire to sell to minors 
or drunkards, nor to the destitute. I much prefer that 
they save their money and put it where it will do the most 

good to their families. There are gentlemen of honor 
and workingmen who can afford it, and it is with them 
I desire to trade. I will say to those who trade with me, 

and can afford it, that I will treat you gentlemanly and 
courteously. Loafers are not welcome. 

—Granville Echo. F. H. Kunkel. 
At that time we had this to say in regard to Mr. 

KunkcTs statement. “Whoever heard of a saloon-keeper 
urging his patrons to stay out of his place and give their 

money to their families? We will wait and see if he 
means what he says.” We have since received the follow- 

ing communication from Rev. W. A. Hutchinson, pastor 
of the First Congregational Church, who tells another 

story and shows Kunkel up in his true light. Read it. 
Then remember the old query “Can the Leopard change 
his spots?” 

Granville, 111., Sept. 27, 1907. 
Rev. James K. Shields, 

Sup. Anti-Saloon League, 
Chicago, 111. 

Dear l>ro.: 
I want to give you “The Truth About F. H. Kunkel.” 

In your Issue of Aug. 30, 1907, you published the enclosed 
“card” by Kunkel, with comment thereon by Granville 
Echo. 

In this “card” Mr. Kunkle says: “I pay a heavy tax 

for the privilege of retailing liquors, etc., and want it dis- 

tinctly understood that I have no desire to sell to minors 
or drunkards, nor to the destitute.” To this the Editor 
of the Echo says: “More than likely some people will 
not give him credit for sincerity in the matter, but that 
is because they do not know the man.” Now, Mr. Editor, 
we know the man, and we know the facts, and we think 
the public, especially in this community, ought to know 
the facts. As a proof that Mr. Kunkel is not sincere in 

the matter we give the following facts: The same week 
that the above “card” and comment appeared in the Gran- 
ville Echo, this same Mr. Kunkel paid a fine of $50 and 

costs for selling to an habitual drunkard, Martin Thompson, 
and that too when lie was beastly intoxicated, and who 
died in the back room of his saloon. If we mistake not, 
the Editor of the Echo was chairman of the jury at the 
inquest, and told us that the consensus of opinion held by 
the jury was that Martin Thompson's death was caused 
by drink. Thompson left a window and several children 
with little or no means of support. It would be a serious 
reflection on Kunkel’s intelligence to say that he did not 

know that Thompson was an habitual drunkard; every- 
body who knew him at all knew him to be such. 

Another fact: At the same court in which Kunkel 
paid his fine for selling to Thompson he paid another fine 
of $50 and costs for “running a raffle" in his saloon. 

Another fact: At the same court in which Kunkel 
was brought into the magistrate's court for selling to 

minors. Ten of our bright young men were brought into 
court to testify against him. Rut Kunkel had “seen them,” 
and they “could not remember" having bought anything 
in his saloon. As a proof that the boys were “bought off,” 
we have this to offer: The Sunday following the trial 
it is reported that Mr. Kunkel took the boys to a neigh- 
boring city and gave them “an all-round day” in the saloons 
and theater, and on their return home at a restaurant 
in Spring Valley, the boys boasted of how they had “fooled 
the State’s Attorney.” The reader need not look between 
the lines for the point in this. 

We have other facts, but because of cases pending, we 

forbear giving them at this time. The fact is that this 
man, “Senator Kunkel,” is a saloon-keeper, a genuine 
saloon-keeper. lie is in it for the money, and all the 
money he can get. 

He runs the most dangerous and damaging place in 
our town. The “card” is a blind, a trap. The object is 
to make a bad business popular. No “honest,” “sincere,” 
“good man,” in these days, can stay in the saloon busi- 
ness a single day. “Woe unto them that call evil good, 
and good evil; that put darkness for light, and light for 
darkness; that put bitter for sweet, and sweet for bitter.’'’ 

W. A. Hutchinson. 

Don't Drink Either Alone or 
in Company 

“Don’t drink alone!” exclaims a local clergyman. Don’t 
drink at all, say we. This is a thing that cannot be com- 

promised. It is either drink or let it alone. There is no 

way station on the road to safety. 
The clergyman’s idea is that the man who drinks 

alone loves whisky for its own sake and is in danger of 
becoming a drunkard, while he who drinks in company 
drinks for sociability’s sake. Thus far true. 

But there never was a drunkard who did not start 
in by drinking for sociability’s sake. He who begins thus 
ends by drinking for drink’s sake. The only safety lies 
in drinking neither for the one sake nor for the other. 
Drink not at all. 

You can’t cure a cancer by cutting off half of it. The 
root will still remain. You can’t deal with drunkenness 

by palliative measures because the root will remain there, 
too. Complete extirpation, which means total abstinence, 
is the only remedy.—Editorial in Chicago Examiner. 


