
WHAT’S IN A NAME.
At Montreal the advertising man

ager of the Canadian Pacific is a man 
named Ham, and the city ticket of
fice is in charge of man named Egg. 
The two are fast friends, and if both 
happened to be out of town at once 
inquiries for Ham and Egg are 're- 
<1 uent. By a coincidence both report 
to an official named Bacon, whose chief 
clerk is named Brown. Recently
Ham and Egg were both in Bacon’s 
office. The telephone rang and Brown 
answered. He caught an inquiry for 
the Canadian Pacific office, and said : 

“This is it,”
“Who’s this talking?” asked the 

voice. «(/S.ai:
'“This is Brown.

Bacon?”
Do you want

“No, I don’t want bacon, brown or 
any other way. I want one of the 
Canadian Pacific officials.”

“Well, will Ham and Egg do? 
They're both here.”

“I don’t want any of them! Central, 
switch that cheap hash house off this 
wire !”—Seattle Post-Tntelligencer.

A juryman who appeared before Sir 
James Ilannen in a London court
room recently, was in deep mourning 
and claimed exemption from service 
on the ground that he was interested 
in a funeral that day at which he 
desired to be present. “Oh certainly,” 
said the courteous judge, and the man 
went sad faced away. “Do you know 
the man you have exempted?” asked 
the clerk. “No,” said Sir James. 
“He is an undertaker,” was the re
ply.

A POCKETFUL OF SUNSHINE. “But long before the idea of the busy
body came into the head of the inven
tor of them, the little common spiders 
had their busy-bodies.”

“O uncle, you’re joking,” laughed 
Jamie. “How could spiders have 
busy-bodies—real ones?”

"No, I’m not joking,” said uncle. 
“Some spiders have a cunning little 
arrangement that answers all the pur
poses of a busy-body. Come along 
with me to the garden, and I'll show 
you something.”

Jamie got his hat. He was eanrr 
to see the busy-body of the spider. As 
they walked toward the fence uncle 
told him how the net of the spider 
caught and held flies and other little 
insects on which the spiders fed.

Directly they came to a spot where 
a spider's web was stretched from a 
fence-post to a near-by rose bush.

Uncle crouched down

"A pocketful of eunshine 
la better iar than gold;

It drown# the daily somme 
Ut the 
it till#

ung and ot the old; 
world witli pleasure, 

in held, iu lane, and street, 
And brightens every 

Ul the mortals tha
prospect 

t we meet.

"A iKK'ketful of eunshine 
tan make the world akin,

And lift a load of sorrow 
From the burdened backs of sin; 

Diffusing light and knowledge 
Through thorny paths of life; 

silver liningIt gilds with 
The storm clouds ot

Judies’ Home Journal.

THE SPIDER’S “BUSY-BODY.”
By Jane Ellis Joy.

Jamie was making good use of his 
eyes. It was his tirst visit to the 
city, and he was riding up town with 
mama in the trolley car. They were 
going to see granuma.

on the long 
dry grass a little distance away, whis- 

At the second-story windows of Per*n8f to Jamie not to move quickly
or speak loud.many ut the dwelling Houses the lit

tle boy saw something that looked 
like a little box held up to the window- Mr. Spider if he should happen to be 
sill by a liât, elbow-shaped iron rod. around,” said Jamie under his breath. 
“.Mama, what are those lunny things 
at the window tori'” he asked.

“Because we don’t want to scare

“That’s the idea,” said uncle. “When 
you want to get acquainted with timid 
creatures it doesn’t do to frighten them. 
Now I want you to look closely at 
that web.”

Be
side mama and Jamie there were only 
one old gentleman in tile car, and he 
was asleep.

"They are window-mirrors, dear,’’ 
answered mama. "A person looking in
to one of them from inside the room

“I’m looking," said Jamie, who 
on his knees close beside uncle.

“Do you see that loose strand at
tached to the middle eof the web, slant
ing upward to a leaf of the bush?”

can see up and down the street. And 
when the door-bell rings, one can look 
into the mirror and see who is on the 
door-step. Sometimes the little glasses 
are called ‘busy-bodies’ beacuse they 
tell so much.”

Jamie had not seen this outside line 
af first, but he saw it now. Ih-was 
not woven into the web like the other 

When jamie got to grandma's house hnes. 1 he far upper end of it seemed
to he attached to the under side of the 
leaf. “Yes,” said Jamie, 
it for?”

he learned more alxiut the busy-body, 
for grandma had one at her bed-room 
window. Jamie would often stand at 
this window when grandma and mama “It’s the spider’s ‘busy-body.’ said 
were talking or sewing, and when the uncle. “Very likely Mr. Spider is 
door-bell would ring he would say, hiding under that leaf. By means 
“It's only a huckster,” or “It’s a man of the line, one end of which is fas- 
selling brooms,” or “It's a lady.” tened on the spider’s body, the cun-

Jamic had a great deal to tell about ning fellow knows when an insect is 
the wonders of the busy-bodv when he caught in the net. By the busy-body 
got home. “At grandma's you can sit be would know tile difference between 
at the front window up stairs and know the touch of a fly on the net and the 
everything that is going oil in the stronger jerk of a wasp, 
street !” he told papa. “You Sometimes Mr. Spider doesn’t care

see everybody, and nobody can see about taking too much trouble to sc-
you looking. The’re awful cunning cure his dinner. When he is afraid 
—those busy-bodies.” a large insect caught in his web might

In September Uncle James, who was sting him, he concludes to stay hid- 
a naturalist, came to Jamie’s home in den under the leaf, and to wait for 
the country to study the habits of spid- prey not so hard to manage. That’s 
ers. Jamie thought spiders very ugly, where his busy-body comes in handy. 
He wondered how his uncle could spend Naturalists call the little contrivance a 
so much time looking at a common ‘draw-line.’ You see it answers the 
spider’s web. purpose of a busy-body to the spiders.

“Say, uncle,” he asked one day, “did Only, instead of seeing through it,
you ever see a busy-body ? Wasn’t they feel through it.”
it a smart man who got them up?— Jamie was interested. “I never 
invented them, I should say?” supposed spiders knew so much,” he

".its, it was," smiled Uncle T mes. said.

“What's
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