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LONG-EARED NED. (2) "Court Enterprise "-How cornes this strangeO NED, 
legend, Brantford boy? Who is to court enterprise?I wish your entire stubborn race were dead- Why is he to court enterprise ? What is it to court enter-Like Mohicans or Aztecs disappeared,Or other tribes of which we ail have read, prise? Whh-but perhaps I arn becoming involved.Who melted when enlightened folk appeared The Court of Enterprise is flot the Police Court orYou kick, Division Court, is it? Maybe you mean the CourtYou suik and mope, however much I ]ick, presided over with marked enterprîse by justice O'Con.You try t0 knock my brains out every day; nor!1 But isn't that one rather Court Surprise ? OutVour stubborn disposition makes me sick, ihtm ma!Ouwt t!Butstil ou loris onyor muly hy.(3) "Court Endeavor "-Just so ! When a manI try 
"4courts " he does Ilendeavor." Some men shouldTo dim the lustre of your wicked eye endeavor flot to court. It would be better for tee man,By feeding you on ropes and cast-off boots;fotosytendar.Tenearisoenms-

But st.ill you live, your heels as lively fly o osytendar.Tenevri fe mapAs tliough you dined on oats and garden roots. p]ied. Don't care, let me hear of you aiding and abet-What fate ting the divorce laws of our land in anv such shamelessPlaced you on earth t0 live 'mongst those you hate ? way 1 1 hope vou distinctly understarid me. If you do\Vas it some iend, to cause mankind 10 swear? not, please believe me when I say I reciprocate the com-Vs as it 1<) force me every tooth t0 grate, pliment. And, further, if I go on studying over andAnd howl, and 1mourn, and rip, and rant, and tear? talking about this Chinese paragraph of yours, l'Il goJusi now 
mad.Vou wjll flot move ; l'il sing a song, I vow, G nwt oredao ocuts.cs ihetr0f politics and catit, which I have readGoo ihyuenavrtcutsceswt ne-Within the columois of the Press ; thy brow prise, or to enterprise your success with your court, or toSinks to the earth !Ah, nie, the ass is dead success with your court to your endeavor to enterprise-

w* H 'i. or anything else you want.
But, mark me ! in neyer going to subscribe for anyEXPLAIN i EXPLAINI! such pal)er as yours. l'Il take the Mail first.OR WH-O, WHICH, Wl-I T, \VHY, H-1W, COURT? THE GROXLING CON-RtIBTulOR.

AWAY off in the remnote regions, several miles beyondhe beautiful and flourishin} town of Paris, lies a place ARtistîl- IICENSE. -An artist exhibits for sale a paneliey caîl Brantford. If you look carefully on a large painting rL presenting three dead birds hung from a nailap of Ontario for a long tinte, you rmay possibly find iii the walj. TIhe picture is spoken of as "stili life."rantford marked somewhere near where it is supposed TIhis poetic license is a glorious institution when it allowsbe, in a careless and cursory sort of way, as though the a antspkcortlofaddbi saneml ferso Wh inentd te ml) wre ot uit cetai I.stili life~." We should have thought Il stili death " more
bether it would be advisable to indicate the spot, aporae fcus eaewogTen supposing Hon. A. S. Hardy does'belong there. alport.0fcuswererng
But, anyway, as I was saying, there would seem to benewspaper l)ublished at or near the place, as the sub-

ined paragraph front it appears to indicate: -COURT Succipss.-Court Succ( ;ý No. 6,827, held its regu]ar~etitug last nigh t. On m ot ion Court Sticce-,s I cc i<Ied opbernai visit Io Court Entens on~ I---------- k) ý
Endeavor fle\t M\onday niglt r . is(a evc-nrog, and Court

Now, what is this veiled mystery, I respectfulîy butrentlessly ask the author of the itemn from this sale
distance ?

Answer me, sir, before I proceed to find it out formyself, and forever after hold you in scorn as a writer ofdisguised humor, such as te Editor of ]u-

Having waited for the next mail without hearingdirectly from you or receiving from ),our second an inti-mation that you wished. to retract your base calumniation,1 proceed to explain this wretched, mince-pie mystery tomy own satisfaction.
(i) "lCourt Success "-TI-iis looks like disinterestedand timely advice at first bltîsh. I always court success;and there is a dark an-d dreary chapter ini my earîy historywhich inipels me to the confession that one time I didsuccessfully court. She was a beautiful woman with redhair. I was a splendid specimen of vigorous and care-fuily dressed manhood. She still bas all 0of her red hair.I have very litt e of mine rernaining. Need I add thatshe and I are rnarried, one to the other ? Is this whatyou dark]y hint at, oh, fellow-townsrnan of the ProvincialSecretary and Chief 'Ihayendanega, or sorne sucb nameas that ?

CONSOLATION.
j. B., Q. C., M. P., etc. -My dear Boy, dry 3 our tears. I havelooked inb the case, and have pleasure in assuriag you that you havedone nothing wroflg'at al!
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