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COAL AS FOOD.

| According 1o G. L. Flanders, Assistant State Commissioner of Agri-|

Culture, "the State of New York Is the dumping-ground for all sorts of |

food products that are barred from other States. The Pure-Food law
bas been practically a dead letter in New York."

The statements and argument; addréssed to the commission which

. has been sitting In the Federal Build-.

for the last wesk contain a mass

f startling information. How many

in th

| the strawberry syrup in soda water,

| the pink of the frankfurter sausage,
contain coal. The New York house-
hold table In the course of a few
meals has had on It almost as many
varleties of drugs as a small phar-
macy keeps.

Coal furnishes most of the color-
ing matter. The coal tar which is one of the residual products in the
manufacture of gas has been converted by expert chemists into over two!
hundred flavoring extracts and saveral score of colors. Since coal is a
mineral and not a food, its use Is prohibited ky the Pure.-Food law.

Also, how many housewives know that many smoked meats are not
smoked at all, but orly painted with a chemical combination called “emoke

semtract A - e advomrtE S TS Ut Y pUOE RS géniine Shioke dnd

much 2asier {o apply.”

The manufacturers who are pleading with the Pure-Food Commis-
glon to mitigate the stringency of the law ¢laim that canned green peas
WouTsr ot he @ Pright green ff @ e coppér- were not dissolved with
them, that preserved strawberries would not be red but a pale brown
without the addition of coal tar, that butter would vary with color accord- |
ing to the season of the year and the diet of the cows were it not judi-
‘Chously colored.

But what of all this> Any canner can offer for sale a mixture m|
peas and copper if he only states in large type on the outside of every can |
the nature of the contents. He can paint frankfurter causages green if |
he does not try to deceive the public thereby. The law does not prohibit |
2 man from eating red butter or drinking wood alcohol, or eating veal
and calling it boned chicken, "but the law does provide that the consumer
shall not be deceived, and that if there is coal or copper or sulphur or any-
thing else in the bottle or can or package than what purports to be there

_the consumer shall be unmistakably notified.

] &

No wonder the American people are sufferers from dyspepsia, when
they have been taking all kinds of drugs and colors to interfere’ with the |
working of their internal apparatus. No man wants a drug store and ﬂ‘
paint shop to be unwittingly establiched in his midst,
~ The arguments agdinst the Pure-Food law, that it restricts trade angd
interferes with legitimate business, have no possible foundation.. The
honest manufacturers, wholesalers and refailers whose 'sales have been
cut down and whose business has been interfered with by unfair o mpe-
“Nition will profit equally with the American public in having this law
enforced.

FLATTERY AND THE LION,

A book of the week s “The Russian Grandmother's Wonder Tals
It is a volume of very old folk-tales put into English by Louise Seymour

Houghton. The stories are simple, unless one shall choose te read he. |

tween the lines. One of them, which is very short and is called “The

it d

Sick Lion," is repripted here: 'LETTERS FROM
s THE PEOPLE.

Once upon a2 time a Lion lay sick in his den Master Petz, the Bear
calledto pay his respects; whereunon the 1 spoke i

“Dear Bru t ! { st truth—Iis it or i3 it not very close
in this de;

Yes, indeed!™ replied Petz, “it does smeil horribly here” Upon this
the Lion flew 11 3 FARe and tore t ) t 1l 15and plece

Lampe, the Hage, was standing near the of the den and observed
this mishag Tremblingly he approsched tl asked
me, dear Lampe t ¢ ’

“Oh, dear, no!™ reg | Ha Vhy On 4
contrary, the air seems to ielightfully fr

“You lie!" retorted the Lion, in high dudgeon. “It 1s not delicht
fully fresh. On the contrary, diswustingly close ™ a
Hare llmb trom limb

Isegrim, the Waolf, saw and heard all this, for he » stand

the door of the den, He stepped in and bowed N
immediately put the same Question to h
truly and honestly, is it close in my den or not
“Neither, sire,” replied the obsequ
" you good-for-nothing thar!™ roared the |
one Or the other; either it s clote or 1t is Y a
tore him to pieces
Reinecke, the Fox, was looking in from outside, and now he drew
near to pay his respects. S0 the Lion asked him: “See here, Master F
ecke, do you tell me now, is it close in my den or not

“Pardon me, august monarch” replied Reineske very humbly “but
by all 1 hold blessed | am not able to tell you, for 1 have taken such a cold
that, upon honor, | cannot smell. But 1 do hate 2 lie from the bott
of my heart”

And the Lion spared Relnecke's 1lfe becaute hie had +
Fnere is not room in this column for 1 itorial ‘

itsélf from this short story,  All those are i
safety in flattery, in trimming sails to all ‘ ‘

Together with many who think they are called i
pwn opinions' sake,

Inereating opposition to the Delancey sireet “L'
& 18 true that »~ven the facts and theorls of public accommods

sicheme, bow i anything or anvbody be for it}

Betwee { November and next spring 500 British teachers will come over
b groups t the schools of America. They will get a new Idea of what
mn be cover: v the term public education. I, however, our teachers and school

& whorities sufler ! the learning to be op the side of the visitors they will
& lrge opportunity, 177 s 5 y
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THE MEN IN THE NEWS

Not Only on t e Can, but on the Cook Wao Opens It

Straight Talks to Them —By Nixola
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Fate Still
Pursues Hlm. d{ By R. W. Tayl()r ' T e standard of .the matchless fight made by the Irish race

'Unlucky Looie.
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;and go In and wike them up
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s 1o say, '1'd like to punch you In the

o for and was only thinking of his own
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Daily Magazine, Saturday, Septe_gnbgr 22, 1906.

———— e e —

NEW YORK THROUGH _

-l o
.1-4",1:1_'“ s 2 . e

A

U~ “FUNNY GLASSES

| By Irvin S, Cobb
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The Vendor of Mental Hot Waf fles,
! GAIN referring to the various hranchen of the Insect,

famly to be found on our island we readily dis

cover one of our worst pests to be the dealer In
rendy-to-gerve repartee. Wherever as many s el kin-
dred souls get togeiher for the purpose of testing the
respective merits of the beat products of Bt Louls and
Milwankee this ear-wig Ie bound to rise over the Immo-
diate horlzon He dawns upon you in a great burst of
comiec supploment brilliancy, plercing you with his curd-
ling rays of pilfered wit and Instantly turning all the
wllk of human kindness in your being to the steely-

blue, palesgreen clabber of hopeless hate
Alack! that you eannot strike him down whare he
stands a-spouting! HBut the law says No. which s undoubtedly a great
mistake; and, besides, he's usually the sort of perssn who would be a mussy,
messy remains if suddenly siein, and hard to clean off the earpet. 80 you
are compelled to grind your bleuspids in helpless rage while he churns oul
of his system a lot of moth-eaten humor. [t's worse than mere humor,
Call 1t vocal eczema .
He 1s particularly numerous In that part of towu where the bright
Ughts shine like the gold teeth in a coryphee's smile—where Broadway
makes an acute double turn, whith by some has been [Tkened to the crook

| of a lobster's ¢law and by others to the expiring i 1p of R HBucker's tall, It's

a good stamping ground for him because he can grab off his original flashes
of wit just as soon use they come over the footlights, Any time the courts

——
SHATTUCK,
Y | oR WARNER?

'
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presecuted people for stealing Ideas, the same as stealing overcoats, he'd go
up for grand larceny in the first degree.

But by the way he slaps 'em off the griddie, so criep and siyziing, yo |
think, If you didn’t know any better, that he was full of Intellectual batter
cakes. Often some one in a cartless moment has told him that he looks

| like Frunk Daniels, and after that he always fries to force his sysbrows

over the top of his head when he's fiipping the hot walfles of wit. Some-
thing bright that was ¢ timne exposure job with the creator this pirate siamg

| out as his own Instantaneous snapshot

He's so modest, too, and retiring! He's a8 ghrinking In public as the
bass tubas In a Waguerian orchestra and as unostengations as a wite agent
openirg a few quarts o»f his own brand for a gqueen dowager ol-ghe chorus

Distingnished company and gsave subjects don’t feaze him. He'd etop
a funeral and tell {1 to the driver of the hearse any time something snappy
regarding the deceasncd came Into his mind.  And he'd interrupt a serious
conference on the ethler of statesmanship between the I'resident and Prof,
Mike Donovan to relate some purely sponfaneous and lmpromgpiu bonmot
that he got from Lew Flelds when ieaw wasn't watching

T:uly.” \:u say, “truly I think the scasom is opening up nice on Broad-
Nay.”

“Which Truly,” he chortles gladly Warner or Shattuck? They're
both on Broadway this season'”

Aud you have to stand for it

THE FUNNY PART

We all go on standing for it when we might be forming a few vigilance
cemmitices
| - -
o -—
| My Mother’s S
y Mother’s Song.
By Jamen Conner Roach,
‘LY. sing the song my mother sang so Many years ago
| I 8 pang it at my adlen side, it i of Ireland’'s woe
And has taught me why she sang; in ol sad minor key
Of a w we t r nd, the Emerald of the sea
CHORUS
Love her. my son. as your father 4id, wear her in ‘-;r heart,
.
TLe Baxon st to steal her Iife e only stola part
Her faith, bher bralr o could not chaln, her causs outilved his sright
T g . the years of blood and tears she battied for the right
| | Bhe stands unchanged by fire and sword, undaunted as of yore;
Heor foe's decay now marks the way of freedom to her shore
Kl pre Wit tan? agrin. hee salbaial fag e place
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TWO-MINUTE TALKS
WITH NEW YORKERS.

By T. O. McGill.

‘i E O P L E|ranks of widows and orphans
P don't think = “It's  the easlest thing in the world
ofyour end | to got a full full from the sudden stary
of the game in the ) of the trdin If vou'se trying to wplly
My's work Every | the difference between the. laws of
man is rooting | #Tavity bgng worked out by the earth's
abhd grunting for &ctlon and a bunch yzjmntbu coing
his own sausage At oross-purposes with it
covers without| “And the good nature of the guards
any thoughti” «of ond a dealre to oblige people by that
what relatton he ! ltlle favor of opening the Goors RJas

may bear to his | vost the company lots of money and
fellows.” sald Sub.  many Molish passengers pain and em-
way OGuard 3 barrassment. We pever know when an
T M7 yosterday inspector s likely to be |ooking on

“There’'s that when we open the door and bust a
tall fellow who wokes up just after the  hole In the rule, and that ‘means &

train was reloaded at Grand Central rrwrlnmw apd maybe the ‘can.’

nd my doors shut and the bell rung. | "“"We are not supposed to bhave any
I called ‘Grand Central!’ very plain be- | discretion In the matter at all. The
rule s plain, but the man who over-
slecps never thinks of that.”
————————————

The Empire Girl,
By Margaret Rohe,

cause we get a lot of complaints about

t caliing that particular station plain
- that the people who go dreaming
over: thelr newspapers may not lomse
thelr trains, and a lot of people seom
w think that we ought (6 be call-boys

\

fellow he woke up and came
ashing out and asked me to open the
door for him.  He looked llke a good
fellow. and he asked me »o nicely that
I was yeady o fall for nim, dut | heard
No. 6 rung. That's the bell In the
motoy car, and 1 t3d him I coukMn’t
do M. He'looked at me just as much

|
\
Vel, as 1 was saying about H\M‘
{
]

Jaw! @nd 1 supposs he felt that way:
but he forgn to figure what 1 stand

discomfont.

“The company's rule about opening | .
the @oors after the bell has been rung | “T*2 pul his arm around her waist
s very mtriot, It lsn't meant to make He yearns, tble ardent lover,

it uncomfortable for Bt da R But
Intended : and to ke




