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Soldered on a Large Coppa
Vase Valued at $75,000.

A LIFE'S WORK FINISHED

Twenty-three Years of Patient Labor
Required to Complete it—Spanish
Coins of Pizarro's Time, Roman
Coins of the Caesers and Ameri
can Coppers,

After twenty-three years of patient
Iabor Eduard Rausch, of Philade!phia,
8its in the front parlor of his little
home, nursing his rhenmatic toe, and
admiring the result of his toil all day
long.

It is a buge vase completely covered
by cuins—coins of all nauons and all
ages and it is no idle boast of his that
no similar work was ever completed
or perhaps dreamed of by any man of
the dead or the hving.

if the fancy of the Gedman cornice
maker should delve past the mere
outward appearance of those 4,000
shiny scrapings of dead ages, wealth
which he stinted himsell through a
quarter century to secure, he might
see more than a remarkable orna.
ment which he would be willing to
part with for a good-sized fortune.
He might find material !n that con-
templation for a greater elegy than
that of the eighteenth century poet.
Here are Spanish gold coins of Pizar
ro's time rubbing edges with Amerk
can coppers; crude African money,
bolts aud bars, that might have been
used by savages as weapons with
good effect, suldered beside the fat
sllver coins of ancient Greece.

Other African coins there are in the
shape of horse shoes, fashioned as {f
the more handily to permit physical
strife for their possession which ex-
perience had proven unavoidable.
Sicilian spoon money and Javanese
oblong cuins, the Nuremburg tiny
speck of gold, the smallest coin In the
world, only an eighth of an inch n
diameter, and Japanese bars and forks
that passed as bullion when the world
was younger, Roman money that the
Caesers may have touched, shell
money of untutored seashore tribes—
not one space of history bas been left
vnrepresented on this unprecedented
vase.

Rausch has surrounded it by a
glass case and a brass railing. Peo
pie walk into the llittle fromt parlor
of his home, and stand gazng in mute
wonder. Then they look at jts maker
sitting with his foot propped on a
chair and his pipe in his mouth,
chucklng at their admiration.

*Oh, {t's never been done befaore,”

he said to<lay, In his quaint semi-
Bavarian patois, ‘‘there never was
any tbing like it. Twenty-ive years

have | been, since I was a young man,
gathering those. Slowly, slowly, you
know. Why some of those coins took
blg pleces out of my pay. Thers,
that,” pointing to one not particularly
{mposing specimen. “cost mme $110,
and several others |ittle less and
others more”

Many of the collection bave in-
creased In value since the time
Rausch came into their possession.
He started to collect in 1579 and was
so fortunale in his bargalng apnd ex-
changes that he determined to con-
t'inue as a lL.fe work what had begun
a8 a fad Two years later he con-
ceived the vase Idea and ronstructed
one of copper, on graceful lires, over
five feet In  height and thirtytwo
inches in diameter at {ts widest part.
He started to solder on hiz collection
but it was not long before it had all
been used and to decorate but a small
portion of the surface. Then he cast
about him to get more material.

But a wife and growing family in-
terceded in the midst of this pastime
and Rausch felt the necessity of ind-
ing colns that had to be used for other
purposes than to ornament a copper
vase. The recompense of hig labor
was not sufficlent to permit much to
be expended beyond domestio needs
and some had to be lald by.

With the perseverance of kis race,
however, and the bellef that he was
making a good investment, Rausch
put every availahble cent into the pur-
chase of rare coins. Few he received
as gifts. Many were hard to get, even
with money. Sometimes work on the
vase would stop for months before
another metal treasure was obtained
to hide a dull patch of shest copper.

Last week he finished it, and bought
a bunch of flowers to put in the top of
his wvase. Rausch says he ought to
get $75,000 for it. He was asked |{f
the pleces could be taken off 1{f
the purchasing collector chose to have
them detached, without injuring them.
The idea had not occurred to him.

“No, they would not be damaged 1if
you pulled them off,” said he. "“But
that would make bare patches on the
vase.”

Age of Individualism,

This i{s the age of Individualism.
We demand individual peppers, salts,
knives, forks, spoons, glasses, cups
and plates at the hotels, individual
sheets, individual towels, individual
soap; and at the barber’s individual
combs, brushes and pomades, razors,
scelssors, clippers and lathers. Such
as can afford it have individual palace
oars and steamships.

New Prefixes for Amerlcains,

The london Express learms that
“it 18 proposed in Americ: that the
prefix ‘Mr.’ should be abolished by
acts of Congress, and every man
should be known by his trade or pro-
fession, a8 ‘Draper Joner &2 ‘Ab
torney Smith’*
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Amy and Navy Are Aimost
Completely Demoralized.

HUMOROUS INSTANCES

Escape Fighting Whenaver Possible—
Albaniany' Suggestion of an Alli
ance cf England, Italy and Albania
Against Europe,

It 18 said that the Turkish soldiery
18 becoming demoralized to the point
where displays of cowardice are com-
mon. Some extraordinary instances
of this are related by a recemt trav-
eler there who declares that the Tur
kish troops have displayed their lack
of nerve many times. 'When actual
fighting is to be done many of the sol-
diers seek seclusion in the adjacent
flelds or escape the observation of
thelr commanders by getting into
streams or ponds and immersing
themselves in water up to the neck. It
was near Uskeb that a resort to this

ally observed. An engineer corps had
been summoned hastily to the near
est bridge over the Vardar, where
bombs had just been thrown, and
found the guard especially placed
there to protect the bridge comspicu-
ously absemt. It took the officers a
considerable time to find what had
become of their missing men.

Apparently the demoralization of
Turkey's fighing forces extends also
to its naval vessels. There is a guard-
ship at Salunika, a fairly modern-
lovking small cruiser, lying year in,
year out peacefully at anchor in the
bay. One day an order came to the
commander to take a cruise, and the
consternation of that gallant officer
Wwas great because no screw steamer
can move without a shaft, and that
had been sold some time ago. But he
was a man of resource, and had a
shaft mades of wood, praying that it

utes. The wooden shaft held by some
miracle, and as the cruiser slowly
steamed out of the gulf the captain’s
heart sunk, for he had no desire to
€0 to sea with a shaft that must
break sooner or later. So he sept be-
low and had the shaft sawn half-way
through. A little extra steam and the
desired result was accomplished and
the guardship was towed back “dis-
abled

Some of the Albanians whose insur-
rectionary operations have been an
ocoasion for concern both to Turkey
and to the powers which are trying to
compel reforms in that region are cur-
fously ignorant ag to the conditions in
the outer world. A writer who visited
an Albanjan monastery says: “The fact
that I write impressed these worthy
friars greatly, and Padre Gloacchino,
politiclan as are all Albanians, made
a wonderful suggestion. “Write along
article, my son, he exclaimed enthu-
siastically. ‘Thou knoweth us and the
bravery of my nation. Suggest an al-
lance against Europe that will as-
suredly destroy the balance of the
powers.” The alllance which the
padre expected to overturn the bal-
ance of power wag to consist of Eng-
land, Tta'v -and Albania."

|
| internse Coid of Thibet.

i The :ntense cold found at the high
plevations over which the Britush
troops  lately marched 1into Thibet
aearly disabled the Maxims and rifles.
The officers of the guns had to clear
the locks of the Maxims of ofl and
‘earry them in their breast pockets to
'keep them warm and dry, and the
,men took their rifles to bed with them.
"Otherwise the ofl would freeze into a
iclmzmng mess which would cause mis-
i fires. The water jackets of the Max-
'lms became a source of danger and
.mven a mixture of omne-quarter rum
|did not prevent the water from freez-
Ing.

King Cotton In Texas,

So far from being doomed as a cotton
State, we have reason to believe that
cotton production in Texas ig in its
infancy. New methods made neges-
sary by the weevil result in larger
production, even with the presence of
the weevil, and when these methods
become universal in Texas, Bo far
from going out of the business, we
may look for still greater production.
If prices range from 10 to 12 cents
a pound for the mext crop, grand old
Texas will have the goods to get from
$150,000,000 to $200,000,000 worth.
Houston Post.

!

An Anclent Printing Press.

One of the oldest printing presses
in existence was built at Boston in
1742 by Thomas Draper. It was the
first press ever used in New Hamp-
shire. At that time it was owned by
Daniel Fowler, but afterwards came
into the possession of John Melcher,
the first state printer. It i8 now own-
od by a firm of press builders in New
Jerssy who keep it as a curiosity.

Electricity Duty Free,

The Royal Itallan Minister of
Finance hams just granted an Italian
firm permission to import free of duty
eleotric power by wire from a power
gtation to be erected In Bwiss terrl-
tory. In giving his decislon the Min-
ister of FMnance sald that no pro-
vision had been made In the Italian
tarif for taxing Ilmported electric

An Insurance Noveity.
An English firm issues pioture pos-
oards, the purcheser of one of

method of avoiding trouble was actu- ;

would break within the first few min- |

*I don't de¢ny any of your claims,

Rizgby, but it has been one of our
reles to give such a post as this only
to married men. I belleve there comes
tc a married maz s certain sense of
responsibility which makes him more
valuable to us and more safe in the
pesition.”

“But, Mr. Johnzon,” protested young
Rigby, “there isn't a mmap on your
traveling force who has done better
for you. considering the bad territory
You gave me. If youw'd give me »
chance at New York state, I'd brea)
the record™

“Perhaps, but youll have to get
married first! No, don’t argue” reit
erated Mr. Johnson as Rigby tried to
interrupt. “We'll hold the place open
for two weeks. If at the end of that
time you can show me a marriage
certificate we’ll talk business.

“You belong to a club here in town,
have apartments waiting for you when
you come :n from your trips, go to
the theatre some, play the races a
bit, eh?”

Rigby nodded his head.

“Cut it out and get a wife.”

“But I don't know guy girl who'd—"
“What!"” almost shouted Mr..John.
son, “do you meap to tell me that in
all your bumping 2®*ound the country
you've never met a girl you would
seriously consider marrying?”

Rigby's mind traveled rapidly over
his lst of acquaintances. He raised
his bhead, and caught a pair of brown
eyes watching him from the desk in
the far corner of Mr. Johnson's office,
The eyes belonged to Johnson's pri
vate stenographer.

*“No. I don’t know a girl I'd care to
marry, nor a girl who'd care to marry
me.”

“Well. I'll be hanged!” ejaculated
Mr. Johnson.

“But I'll tell you this much, Mr,
Johnson. [ don't propose to let a lit-
tle thing llke not having a wife stand
tween me and that job. I'm golng to
get both inside of the two weeks.”

Charley Rigby crossed the square,
his hands thrust deeply into his pock-
ets, his hat pulled over his eyes. He
was thinking about girls.

Then all of a sudden he remem-
bered the brown eyes that had watch-
ed him during Johnson’s merciless
catechism.

Merrifield, the bookkeeper, sauntered
in for lunch, and Rigby welcomed him
joyously. After a few desultory re-
marks he inquired about the owner of
the brown eyes.

“You remember Darnton, who was
killed in the Somerville collision last
summer? Well' she’s his daughter,
Belle Darnton. ! think her mother’'s
folks have money, but- she was too
proud to ask help, and she lives with
her father's maiden sister. 1 guess
all they have i8 her little salary.”

That night he walked home with
Miss Brown-eyes. The next night he
callad. the third night he took her to
the theatre—but all the while the
brown eyes never met his.

And Sunday night of the following
week he asked her to marry him.
There were four days of grace.

“You know, I won’'t bother you very
much,” he explained awkwardly, wish-
ing that the eyes were not looking
stralght into his. “I'l'—I'll be on the
road most of the time, and your aunt
conld stay with you-—only in a much
better house—and really, I'd do my
best to make you happy—"

The brown eyes were shooting
sparks now.

“I'm glad you didn‘t have the im-
pertinence to tell me you loved me,

anyhow. There i3 that much to your
credit,” she was saying scornfully.
“But you couldn’'t make me happy. I
hate you—"

She sald more, but Rigbhy, stumbling
to his apartments through the snow,
could not exactly recall it

And all of a sudden he realized that,
above all things, he did not wish this
girl to hate him, He wanted her to
love him, wanted it more than any-
thing else in the world—even the posi-
tion.

Three days later Mr. Johnson open-
ed a letter from Rigby, dated in a
small Pennsylvania town.

“I have changed my mind. I don’t
want the New York job until I've earn-
ed my wife”

And all that long, bifter winter Rig-
by stayed on the road. He shunned
the theatre and closed his eyes to the
racing news. But he sold goods and
wrote regularly to the senior member
of the firm.

“Rigby’s got the trade in Pennsylva-
nia by the boot straps and pulling
on it to beat the band,” observed John-
son to his partner omne day—in the
presence of the brown-eyed stenog-
rapher. “He Is surely trying to make
a record.”

It was summer before Rigby put the
question again, and fall before the
wedding day was set, Rigby protest-
ed, but she was firm,

“] want you to make one more trip,”
ghe sald slyly. “I want to write you
every day—for myself. All our corre-
gpondence herstofpre has been purely
a matter of business. He looked at
her reproachfully.

“Yes,” she added smiling tenderly.
“l could read between the 1ines of each
letter to Mr. Johzscn, I'm doing this
for you, dear, for you!” But 1 want
some letters of my very own. We'll
make it just a year from the day Mr.
Johnson tol® you to go wife-hunting.”

Righy sighed resigmedly.

“All right, bit tell me just one thing,
Belle dear. Why did you watch me so
closely the day Johnson asked me if
there wasn't some girl 1 could marry
in & hurry?”

“Because — because—" and (]
brown eyes were covered wi
sweaping lashes now, “1 was
afrald there might be.”—By
fAma. )
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When the door finally eclodsd
Mrs. Pittinger rolaxed ifs society
smile and she tumbled into the firsk
chalr handy, a picturs of pale w
and nerves. “I'm so thankful tha
awful affair {5 over!” she cried hyathe
feally. “l never put in such an alter
noon and evening in my life!”
Pittinger stared in bewilderment,

still seeks for canses. *Why, the din.
ner was great,” he declared. “Every
thing went ¢ff all right and every
body had a besutiful time. What's the
row?” - . ‘

“8it down, Gerald Plttinger,” sald
his wife, solemnly, straightening up
after the fasbion of the dying gladl
ator making one last effort. “I'll ens
lighten you. [ suppose bechuse no-
body spilled soup into his lap or hurl-
ed the eatables away in disdain, be-
cause I smiled and chattered in the
most approved way and Mary served
everything calmly and smoothly you
fancted that dinner was an easy suC-
cess. Why, a military campaign is
nothing to what I've gens through to-
day! UYve faced fire and smoke, dis-
aster and defeat and am so tired I'm
ready to scream!”

“But the ducks were fins!” suggest-
ed Mr. Pittinger, dazedly, still cling-
ing to the one obvious fact in sight.

=] started in right after luncheon”
sald his wife, scorning his attempt
at comfort. “Some thing has been
the trouble with the gas stove, so |
told Mary that we'd use the coal
range. I built the fire myself, because
1 wanted it to burn up quickly. I was
golng to bake a cake and some rolls
and then the fire would be just right
to roast the ducks. Mary sald 1t must
bs the damp alr outside, for the fire
would not burn. We shook it and we
poked it. I sat down on the floor and
fanned it for half an hour with &
palmleaf fan. It burned just enough
to keep allve the ldea that In about
three minutes it would burst into glor-
fous flames. It was 3 o'clock when at
1Ast I put my cake into the gas oven
where it—satewed! Yes, it did, and
1 had to telephone a carterer to send
out the pne we had to-night!

“When 4 o'clock came Mary and I
began to get nervous. There was no
use trying to cook meat by the feeble
heat of the gas store, 50 the range
simply had to burn. I poured some
kerosene intoa cup—just a little bit-—
opened the stove and threw it la.

There was a silence—and then the
stove lids went up six inches and
white smolie filled the kitchen. Oh,

wes, there was a roar, of course. Then
the fire died down again. There was
nothing for it but to scoop out the
mass of charred coal. Then by the
time we got it all out, emptied it
into a coal bucket and into the back
yard 1t was b6 o'clock. Hverything in
the kitchen was velled In thin white
ashes. My face was smudged, my halr
was in strings, my back was broken
and my temper was in a savage state.,

“Then Mary proved herself a jewel.

v
-

SMOKE FILLED THE KITCHEN.
Bhe said there¢ was a little wood down
cellar and she’'d try that in the cook
stove. Which she did. And {t burned!
1 just wanted to cry with joy when 1
saw It really burn! 8hé sald, of
course, we couldn’'t fix scalloped. po-
tatoes now, but she'd roast them with
the birds. And maybe I'd be willing
to use canned soup,

Willing! I'd have grabbed ai pet-
rified soup, tabloid soup, anything! It
was 5.30 o'clock and the table wasan't
fixed, s0o I rushed to ix it And I do
ke to have plenty of time to arrange
a table for dinner! Then I started
to get dressed, remembered | hadn't
made the mayonnaise, flew down the
back way and made that, tore upstairs
again and had just got into my dress
when the Grants came. [ didn’t know
what success Mary was having—
whether if the wood didn’t hold out
sghe’d have sense enough to chop
the mahogany library table or
thing handy just to keep that
ing, but I had to smile sere
act as though a $10,000 ch
agsistants were in chargéd, together
with a coal range was never
known to ‘act up’! you wonder
I'm a wreck?” /4

“It's too bad” admitted Plitinger,
whe, baing a man, did not in the least
a.ppreciate/éx!s harrowing tals. “But
the dugf were fine!”—Chicago News.

London City’s Restaurants.

ince 1897 the number of places of
efreshment in the City of London
has inereased from 614 to 909. They
include 314 teashops 281 coffes
houses, 208 pubdblic houses, 37 restau-
rants with lcenses and 138 restau-
rants without licenses. They employ

all t1d 3,498 mén snd 6,406 women,

INDER DIFFICULTIESY
their dinner guests the face of young'}

He has not been merried long, and.

In au unhicky moment gax@nui
montioned to Miss Whitdkel the

sistor's home., Not that he appreel
atod the extent of his i} fietne .
the time. fu fact, when Miss Wit

if there wis & gray hitten-smong the.

witkng to give 4 away, Strmonr
thanked his lucky stars, - T .

mour reckoned
When he broached the subjeet to her
later his sister merely said  that
Tommy thought the gray kitton the
prettiest, and perhaps Miss Whitaker
would like the blzek or tortoise shelk
It irritated Seymour that 8 womapof:
bis sister's intelligence should weigh

boy like Tommy against that of an
angel Hke Misg Whitaker, but he
swallowed his vexation and tried dip-
lomacy. After & promise of a vislt
to the eireus, Tommy was prepared 10
maiptain the superiority of the tor
toise shell &
bhrother.

the gray kitten some eveding, rather
late, but unforseen circulnstances up.
set this discreet plan.
ekor favited him to dinner. After his
aoceptange of the invitation ehe &ak-
ed winningly if he would just as soon
bring the kitten. Seymour promised

his rash pledze involved. - i

Then he went to secure the gray kit-
tan,_ )
Up to this’ tithe Seymour had been

had overheard the conversations re-
lating to ita future and disapproved
of the plans, While the black and

.Dnauevel.ﬁéi‘ )

LSO”IT; WHAT

capture it .
Seymour's ettempt to dislodge th
kitten with a walking stick proving
useless, he resorted &0 desperato
measures. Prostrating himself upon

the bed, seized the yeluctant kitten

mour's sister prides harsel on her
housskeeping, yet in the hoat regw

under & bed on the evenlig before
sweeping day 18 likely to emelge i &
somewhat disheveled and dusty state,
Though, after securing the kitten in

of precions time to hrushing hig gak
ments, he still looked the worse for

basket had contained dry

8 distinct embarmrassment,” Bat it
wag omdy too evident that ¢he ¢on.
tente of the basket werg’of mo such
nature. The Mitten In »
frenzied, not to say blood-curdling,
manner. It ennoyed Seymour that no
one geemed to anything to think
of but the and its ovident din-
sattafection
could not bHut feel & contempt for &
pubile

it of courting pubMebty. His oconepis.
uous position wes most unpleasant,

Msnembminﬂlehah-

wasn & sbout ‘wonran with spostacles

faced man hanging to'a stmap sadd
that it might be a kitten, but ¥ sound-
ed ¢0 him like a weok-old hadby, the

nearest neighbor edged away from

namee was with a burning
blush. XM he
show of anger would have rendered

s ebsurd posithon efill more ridicu

gxﬁuﬂ'ed

guage to the rodfaced man, )
Seymour was twanty minutes Mts.

home. Though dinner hwd bemn
long delayed, she insisted on the
mediate release of Thé Eidy- litte

rivel of a family of kittens At - f

aker seemed. interestod He .congraty- v
{inted himselt on his choles of & sab-
Ject, and when she eagerly -lnguirdd |

the preference of a freckied imp nf-§

kitten over @is gray}
Seymour had planned to take up}

Migs Whit-

1to mend it. It-youdo
Lecstatieally, without dreamdng what: ‘ ! Hib

Seymour wes detained late attheof i H

fice ‘the afterngon in question wmnd}
rushed home to make a hasty tollet. ] A boy

in the habit'of referring patroniwingly |
to the instinot of the lower animals.
He now apeaks of their mallolous in:|an
tellgence. Evidontly the gray kitten |-

tordoise-shell rushed to meet Seymonr | X
and frisked about him, the gray kit }

ten twok reluge under the bed o the| g
children’s room and watched with A ths
cynical amusement his struggles to

the floor, he aquirmed hié way under.
and weiggled back with his peiss, Sey-

lated houssholds the man who orawls

a basket, Seymour gave ten nfinutes|

#s environment, Hé

el from ell lofty &nd up-| 3
ut thoughts by so trivial & dls}

therefore, - and the ofmax was neay

anndmoed that she thought £ & casél
for the Humane eoclety. When & red|

round-eyed girl who was Seymous’s
him with a look of abhorrennd, Bey-] ¢
mour stared steadily through “the wige{
dow, painfuilly awars that his counte.| 0

ad not reaMzod that any|
lous he would have used etrong ¥anw{

when he resched. Miss Whitaker's|

number, and if his slater would e flobk

As it proved, howevar, o answelvisy
ing so confidently for his sister, Sep i
without Uis host [fortunat
are & subject whidh:

woukl do wall

'vremea-'

 The mat who

come may hoast ot |
it he Goesn’

When &
&ets into a atreel orry ove
it expects to get his knees |
eho pamecs down h

When “you break' & yase, :
will

fortabie w
Mﬂ
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