
A Fourth of Jufu Incident in Which an -Over-Zeaf-
ous Parent Gave His Famify a Big

Surprise.
On the Fourth of

July Nolan played a

practical joke. Nolan,
by the way, was al¬
ways extremely fond
of practical jokes,
and his Fourth of J uly
venture was not, of it¬
self, a surprise to his
friends. But the out¬
come was rather ex¬

traordinary, and its
two pleasing results
are:

1. That into the
English language as

It is spoken in Har¬
lem and Yorkville
there has crept an

expression which
hereafter will take
an honored place be¬
side Hobson's choice
and Caesar's ghost.

2. That Nolan has
lost his taste for
practical joking.
In every store and

household in Harlem
you can to-day hear
the expression "No¬
lan's joke." "It's as

gjo o d as Nolan's
1oke," or "Like No-
» Vs joke" have be-
cc % familiar
phri. s. And the
way it all came about
was like this:
Thomps Nolan, who

works in a downtown
importing house, lives
in One Hundred and
Sixteenth street. He
has a witc.a deli¬
cate, nervous woman

.and a sod, whose
name is Jimmy.
Jimmy is ten years

old, and the b^st de¬
scription that could
possibly be given to
portray him to your
mind is that he is\ex-
actly ten years old jn
body, mind and pre¬
dilections. Like ah
well-trained boys of
that age, Jimmy ils
governed with' a tight
rein, with" just that
wee bit of latitude
that is allowed by a

f r who remem-
"lat he, too, was

-» vears old.
weather
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and Jimmy a trifle
more mischievous
than usual, and the
Fourth of July found
them both in a pretty
bad condition. Jimmy
wanted money to buy
firecrackers.
"You can't have

It," said the father.
"But paw! All the

other boys will have
them. Can't I have

a few, paw?"
"No," was the

stern reply. "I'll
give you some pen¬
nies to buy Koinan
candles and sky.
rockets In the even¬

ing, but firecrackers^
are only a nuisance.
They make a lot of
noise and they will
disturb your mother."
Jimmy had saved

flfty cents. It was

ot enough to enable
m to splurge to any

extent in the pur¬
chase of firecrackers
nor would it place
him upon an equal
footing with the
other boys in the
neighborhood. S o

Jimmy bit upon a

scheme.
He would invest all

his money in one

firecracker.tl> most
tremendous he
could get--explode it
in the presence of all
the boys on the block
and then-retire grace¬
fully upon the laurels
of that one bang I He
went from store to
store carefully meas¬

uring the biggest flre-
eracKer that each of¬
fered for fifty cents
until he found one
that was bigger than
the others. This he
purchased and, unob¬
served and unsus¬

pected, carried home
and hid in a closet
In the dining room.
Papa Nolan on his

Way to work the day
before the Fourth
passed a confection¬
ery store in which a
number of imitation
firecrackers filled
with candy were dis¬
played in the win¬
dow.
"Ha!" he cried

with glee. "I will
play a joke."
Selecting the largest

box.It was only a

box shaped' like a fire¬
cracker, but with a

genuine fuse attached
to the top.lie paid
for it, and under
cover of darkness took
it home with him,
and hid it in the same
closet and upon the
Identical shelf where
Jimmy had secreted
hhs purchase. The fol¬
lowing morning, when

ey Tease the Life Out of Littfe Tfte Romance

Young Vivian Burnett's Initiation into the Pi Eta Society.
Vivian Burnett, of Washington, the origi¬

nal of Fauntleroy, has just finished his
sophomore year at Harvard. He has gone
on his Summer vacation.and needs it, for
life probably has fewer charms for him
than for any young man who ever went to
Cambridge.
Vivian has a whole peck of trouble. He

would give most of his term allowances,
and any quantity of old shoes, if he were
not famous.
Vivian Burnett is the son of Mrs. Frances

Hodgson Burnett, the writer. When he was
a little boy she put him in a book, which
everybody read, and which nobody who read
can forget.
Vivian Burnett wishes they only could

forget it, for It is making his college life
more than half a bore. He was Little Lord
Fauntleroy. He ran beautifully fqr a long
time in St. Nicholas; he had a stupendous
sale in book form; he found his way into
Christmas stockings and made many littie
hearts happy, and at last came out upon the
stage and was played in half the theatres
of the country by such child actors as the
Gerry Society did not put an embargo on.

His fame travelled to England. He was

translated into various foreign tongues.
It was lovely while he was a toddler, but

he is a college man now, and nights when
he puts his head.with the famous curls all
gone from it.down on his pillow in Quincy
Hall he is sorry that the maternal genius
ever took the notion of transmogrifying him
into "the little Lord," and making a house¬
hold word of him.
Harvard wouldn't be Harvard.or any

sort of an American college at all.If It gave
Burnett any chace to forget that he Is
the original of Little Lord Fauntleroy.

It doesn't make any difference how mas¬

culine he may grow to be. He may have a

voice like Old Boreas, and the whiskers of
a Peffer, or an Orson. Harvard will always
call him "Curly Locks," and say things to
him about his velvet collars. His class¬

mates, with a persistency which only class-,
mates know, will remind him of his cun¬

ning little talks with the grocer, and all
the cute and winsome things he did when
he was the sweet, little boy in the book.
And when class day comes, and he gets

his dipldma, he will be guyed and grilled
by the class day talkers until, maybe, he'll
swear.
For all that, Burnett is known in Cam¬

bridge as a chap who is getting about all
there is to be gotten out of college life. He
Is neither a "grind" nor a "sport," Vut
just one of the easy-going youth who keeps
a fair class standing, and, for the rest, gets
all the fun he can without impairing his
nervous system or his status as a gentle¬
man.
His rooms in Quincy are furnished in

good taste, but not lavishly. But with all
the pictures that adorn the walls, there's
not a solitary one of Little Lord Fauntle¬
roy. That chapter in his life would be a

dosed book if he had anything to say about
it. He never mentions Fauntleroy, but
other people do it for him.
When Burnett first went to college he

was in training as a sprinter. He wanted,
the heartless upper classmen said, to get In
condition so he could run away from his
record as Fauntleroy, but two or three ex¬

periences that have made his life miserable
sine# that time seem to have robbed him of
hope, and he has given up running. His

other efforts at athletics were equally un¬

availing. He has not made any of the teams
yetv
Perhaps the worst fun-making on the

Fauntleroy lines that Burnett was forced
to undergo was when he was a neophyte in
Pi Eta society. He had to stand no end of
joking. They made him "tog" himself up
in the whole detested Fauntleroy outfit.
The initiation ceremonies last three whole
days, and before the end of the ordeal the
sufferer thought he was paying pretty dear¬
ly for the red bandanna handkerchief, the
long hemp rope and the short iron bar
which are emblems of the society, and
which now decorate his quarters in Quincy.
There was no getting out of it. He want¬

ed and had started out to be a Pi Eta, and
he either had to bear the impost of proba¬
tionary misery, or give up, withdraw his
name, and abandon all hope of the distinc¬
tion.
He had a forewarning of what the medi¬

cine was that they had in store for him.
The preliminary teasing he had endured
told him plainly that if he wanted member¬
ship in the society he would have to play
Fauntleroy.
So he was not surprised when the man¬

date came. He was ordered to go forth¬
with and secure Fauntleroy clothes to fit
his now well developed figure, and wear
them until further notice. But it was espe¬
cially imposed on him not to omit any de¬
tail of the make-up. He must go the whole
figure.
And he went it. He visited a high-

priced tailor, and ordered a suit of Faun-
tleroys that would have made Elsie Les¬
lie's heart jump for joy. Short breeches,
velvet collar and all.nothing was over¬
looked. His haberdasher got some fine,
long, black, silk hose for him, and from a

wig maker he secured a wig that was n

wonder. It looked like molten gold.
Fauntleroy was as pretty as ever, only

bigger. And the word of the rulers was

that he should wear it all, and thus work
out his title to membership.
Then the fun began. Wherever Fauntle¬

roy went, the cry was sure to go. It made
the students laugh and play to see him
dressed up so.

In Immaculate misery he walked nround,
and when the senior members smoothed
his siiining locks he didn't dare "upper-
cut," or reach out with his left, or do any
indelicate thing like that. He just had to

smile and smile, and be a Fauntleroy still.
and a still Fauntleroy.
After he had stood two days of chaffing,

had been chucked under the chin and

pinched and tickled in the ribs for a

"pretty boy" and a "sweet thing" and "too

cunnin'," he took one of the prominent Pi
Eta men to one side and told him a sad

story.
The guying was Insufferable, he said.

Ordinarily he wouldn't mind it at all, but
it brought vividly to mind the thought of
his brother, now dead, who, he said, was

really and truly the original Little Lord
Fauntleroy.
This took the listener entirely by sur¬

prise, but he swallowed the statement,
hook, bob and sinker, and the Fauntleroy
banter ceased. But to this day there are

meu In the society who cannot make up
their minds whether the story was literally
and altogether true or not,
The biggest "tear" that Fauntleroy has

ever made since he went to Harvard was
when PI Eta, which ranks every whit as

high as the famous Hasty Pudding for
theatrical shows, produced its opera "The
Alcalde." Burnett was cast for Gitana,
the gypsy girl, and he covered himself with
Spanish girls' clothes, face paint, and all
sorts of glory.
Performances were given, not only In

Cambridge, but in Boston, Lynn and
Salem, and at all these places Burnett
was the drawing card. The Boston papers
fairly overran with humorous praise of
him, and the awful boy pretended he didn't
like it a bit.
He was "made up" to a nicety, with

black tresses, and a short skirt, and when
he sang and danced the way in which his
plump legs flew brought forth applause
galore. He was the heroine of the show,
and people who had seen in the Boston
papers pictures of him as Gitana, shouted:
"There he is!" "That's Little Fauntle-
roy!" and cheered him to the echo.
A man who is finishing his second year

in college has not had time to push very
prominently to the front, but Burnett for
a sophomore is a youth of large acquaint¬
ance and wide popularity. Of course, ho
will be wanted in future Pi Eta shows, and
he will doubtless be one of the best-known
men in '08 by the time that class comes
around to Sander's Theatre for its sheep¬
skins.
But even there fame will not let him

drop. He'll be Fauntleroy until ho be¬
comes that well-known and quaintest of
creatures, "the oldest living graduate."

BE YOUR OWN OCULIST.
Here's a Way to Test Vour Eyesight, with

Very Practical Re¬
sults.

You may be your own oculist, and in a
very practical and simple way. All you
need is a stereoscope and a photograph.
That arrangement in which the picture

holder slides up and down a flat frame,
trombone fashion, is the best sort of ster¬
eoscope for the purpose, although any will
do, and the photograph that will give the
best results is a cabinet size view of some
locality, with people in it.
You put the photograph in the holder and

focus it just so that you can see the faces
clearly. Then close the left eye and look
at the picture intently with your right eye,
while you count thirty slowly. Now closs
the right eye and look at the picture with
the left eye for the same time. Then open
both eyes and stare at the picture without
changing the focus.

Something queer will happen. The figures
on the one side of the picture will seem to
move across the view and group themselves
with those on the other side, and.this is
the point of the experiment.the figures
will always move away from the weak eye.
Morevore, they move with a very precise
relation of speed to the weakness of vision.

If the left eye, for example, is quite
weak, the figures will move very quickly
across the plane of sight to the right side,
while if thero is but a slight defect the
movement will be gradual, and so on.

A queer thing about this experiment is
that, simple as It seems, It will bring out
defects of vision that have never been sus¬

pected, and another queer thing Is that it
will demonstrate the eases In which botli
eyes are of equal power to bo surprisingly
exceptional.

the Champion Diver.
Beino the True Tafe of a Long Lost Sister and

Her Unexpected Discovery as a Coney
Island favorite.

Long Island shore
romances against all

the old tales of the

Minnesingers and

ballads of the Middle

Ages.
This is a Long Isl¬

and shore rouiancc.

And it is a romance

of the first water, for
the heroine is Birdie

Lewis, champion lady
high diver of the
Boynton Water Show.
That the press agent
at this particular
shore resort has made
affidavit to the truth
of this tale, should
not shake popular be¬
lief In It.
A romance that does

not involve separation
and long wanderings
is a poor shilly-shally
thing. For that rea¬

son, Birdie was born
in Ireland. That was

twenty years ago. In
the little village near
Cork Birdie was Car-
lottu Lawson.Lottie
to her folks. She had
a brother Raymond.
When the old peo¬

ple died Birdie went
to England. She could
swim like a duck.
Cork and Corkonians
are very buoyant. She
joined a water show
and made money as a

diver.
Six weeks ago she

came to America.
Meantime Raymond

tiad gone to Australia.
While Birdie in the
tank shows was get¬
ting wet as water,
Raymond In Australia
was getting rich as
mud. Everything he
touched seemed to
turn to sheep, and he
forgot he had a sister
until one day he "tot¬
ted" up his wealth
and found that he had
too much.
Then he started out

to find Birdie and
spend a few dollars.
He went as straight
as a string back to
Old Ireland, and asked
the neighbors if they
had seen his sister.
They told him she had
gone to London long
ago.
He sought her in

London, but found no

trace of her, despite
the fact that she was
a famous water queen.
Sad at heart, but led
by some destiny that
no press agent can

explain, he took ship
for New York. He
had a bank roll in his
jeans which would
have given Hungry
Joe a nervous chill,
and the plasters on

the outside of it were
getting so pocket
worn that he decided
that he'd have to
spend them to save

them.
So he went down to

the different shore re¬

sorts. He saw all the
sights, but still there
was a gnawing sor¬

row at his heart, and
gloom upon his brow.
But that same desti¬
ny which had button¬
holed him in Aus¬
tralia and dragged
him some 15,000 miles
away from his sheep
led him into the wa¬

ter show.
His eyes, which had

worn a sad, faraway
look through so many
years ,of prosperity,
biegan to sparklewhen
be saw the diving
lady with the red
tights and the yellow
over waist.
"Where have I seen

that face before?"
That was the ques¬
tion he kept popping
to himself. Birdie
mounted to her plat¬
form and dove, ker-
splash! And while she
was under water Ray¬
mond muttered, "Aha!
I have it!"
When she pushed

her smiling Irish face
up out of the tank he

spoke right out loud
and said: "She Is my
Ions lost sister." Then
he followed her up to
the dressing rooms.

Birdie has no mole
on her chin. Hers is'
a scar over her right
eye. Raymond had a

bull terrier pup when
he was a boy. It bit
Birdie one day, and
all the diving she had
done had not washed
away the mark of the
dog's teeth. Raymond
saw the scar. That
settled It with him.
Birdie saw the pros-

porous looking "gent"
staring at her. She
already had formu¬

fi

k>

lated visions of a
"large, cold bottle and
a small, hot tamale,"
when he walked ovet
and asked her if she
wasn't Cailotta Law-
son.
She looked him all

over. Process servers
have such cute ways.
Then she said "Yes."
"Then you are my

long lost sister." She
fell on his neck as

only a high diver can,
and her salt tears
mingled with the wa¬
ter that dripped from
her yellow jacket.
Raymond's shirt bo¬
som was a sight.
"Never mind, sister
dear," said he. "We'll
dry it. I have money
to burn."
"And I will tend the

fire," said she.
But that was all In

a joke, for the people
who know Birdie say
that she is not ex¬

travagant, that out of
her wages, ever since
she has been in the
diving business, she
has saved a fair pro¬
portion. And although
she always keeps her¬
self neat, her taste
does not run to flum¬
mery and gew-gaws.
"And indeed," she

said, when the mat¬
ter of economy was
mentioned to her,
"why shouldn't I be
careful? I never
knew I had a rich
brother. I had been
alone in the world for
a good many years. \
had 110 means save
what I earned at my
business. I had no
friends on whom I
could fall back.
Of course, I knew I

could live, and live
comfortably, for a
good many years yet
by giving swimming
and diving exhibi¬
tions, but by-and-bye
of course, there must
come a time when
that would no longer
bring me in a liveli¬
hood. For I've been
about enough to know
that audiences don't
care to see a woman
In that sort of acts
when she has out¬
lived all her comeli¬
ness.

"So wherever I
could save a little, I
did it, and I bave
enough now so that
it doesn't take a mi¬
croscope to find it.
Still, it's nothing
wheli you compare it
iWith a real fortune.
"As for my broth¬

er's wealth, of course
I am glad he has been
fortunate. It's a
splendid thing to find
all of a sudden thac
you've got a iot of
money.
"But I'm gladder to

find that I bave a
brother, alive and
well. It is a pretty
lonesome world 10 live
in when you think
that you haven't got
a soul, throughout
the whole length and
breadth of it, tbat be¬
longs to you, or that
really cares, down in
the bottom of their
heart, what becomes
of you. I'm tired of
it, and I'm blad I've
got my big brother.
even rich as he Is."
Raymond was mor¬

tified beyond measure

that his sister should
be diving into a tank
for a living when his
sheep and his dollars
were as the sands of
the sea. He told her
If she would forswear
diving from the top
of the pavilion for the
rest of her life he
would settle broad
acres and plenty of
money on her.
Then he left her

and went to San
Francisco, but he la
coming back In the
Fall to take Birdie
away from the Beach
and the tank diving
business forever.
The lucky girl has

made no plans yet
about giving her
money away to chari-
II e s or theatrical
friends who have met
hard seasons. She says
she Is going to settle
down in the land of
the kangaroo and
make up years of lost
time being good to
her brother.
With the dollars he

will give her It Is
more than likely Bir¬
die will have a better
chance than she ever
had before in her life
to be good to some
other girl's brother.


