THE PADLOCK’S RETURN.
A TOUCHING SCENE.

Many of our readers will remember the sudden
and wysterious disappearance of Padlock, an attache
of the store of Messra. Rice Lewis & Co., Iardware
Merchanta in this eity. For two years the curnest
and persevering efforts of Mr. Lewis to peaetrate
the mystery of Padloelc’s fate (to whom, it is said,
he, Mr. L., was much attached) proved unavailing,
and s settled melancholy, which threutened to be
attended with serious results, took possession of Mr.
Lewis in consequence. Lortunalely, however, re-
cent events have dispelled Mr. L.'s anxicty, and re-
stored the portliness and rotundity of his- moble
figure.

The following decply-interesting sketch faithfully
illustrates the course of those “recent events” to
which we refer:—

Scese 18T.—[Mr. Rico Jewis seated alono in bis private offico,
soliloquises.]

Sure 1 such is life, its thairest visions fade,

16 bhrighiest hiopes benathe tbe gloumy sbado

Of unforseen mbisoriuacs wither, dic,

And)avo tho heart a prey 1o bopeless misery.

1 oncest was happy—gayest of the guy,

But, suro ! thoy stole ny swatest life away,

Xy dhacling Padlock, sourceof all my pride,

So bem ko stoad, so slately by my side,

Why was 1y very heart thus foully tricd ?

Why do I live? Why aint 1 loug since died ?

(1le bursts ioto tears.)

Enter Master Charles Leiois oxclalming,—ON, 13, he's found 1
Mr. Rice Leuis (mourafully)~—1¥ha's lownd, my purty son ?
Master Lewzis—Whby, Padlock, Pul
Mpr. Rice Lewis (starting up)~Padlock ! my Padlock, run,

Bring bhat and cont, Whero is he? quickiy fy 3

Let me oncest moro behiold hiw ere 1 div 5

Oncest more enfold bian in my thender cluteh,

Al e, 1 fuint, this—hn }—ha 1—ka I—is quite 100 much.

[He falls senseless to the fluer, Lut s quickly revived by the
tonder assiduities of Master Lewis, and covveyed in a cab to
Upton's wharf, on which Padlock Las just stepped from the deck
of & Propellor.]

Scrsy: 28D.—[Mr. Rico Lewis and Padlock.)

Mr. Rice Lewis (faling fenderly upon i'adiock.)—

My brave, my beautiful, my Padlock, am I thon

I'ennitled to embrace you oucest nguin ?

To (hondly clasp.you to my yhearniog heart ;

My pride, my joy, wo never more will part—

Como to my arinsl Lere shalt thau fhondly rest

Ia piltowed softucss on my loviog Lhreast.,

{Padlock, we presume, was too wuch aflected to rpeak, for be
uttered * povera word,” but fell heavily at the leet of Mr, Lowisr
to tho ovident dotriment of {he lalter gentiemnu's corne. Mr*
L. was, howoser, too much elated nt the recovery of bis Jong-lost
« dhanliog” to notico what, under otlier circumelances, would
have proved o painful iofliction, Not long, however, was Fade
Jock ollowed to rotain his hunble atlitude.]

Mr, Rice Lewis=Help1 rhuise bim up,”uot would I wolcons
{bus
My Padlock home. Frionds ) come rejoico with us,
Tho lost ia fhound ; quick lot us bear bin Leoco,
And colebhralo the day with joy intenso.
Hors, Lo tho word, and bhanisbed evory paiv,
For Rico's Padlock ia Jiimself again,
Master Charles Lewis—Ta ] shadl I fetch & Cab ¥
Mr. Rice Lewis— Cnb, me Bo Cabs, rash youth ;
Shouldhora, shal) bear my Phadlock hence, forsooth ;
Shouts shall bo rhaised, a0d wo with joy will slog,
01l great Torouta with our thriumph rling.
Fhricads boar & hand, or if T may niake blotler,
o carry Phadiock home, plaso loud a shiouider ;
Thanks, node flricnds, now march ju lio dincreet,
Until you reach tho centre of Kiog stroet.

[And merch thoy did with Dear Padlock elovaled; upon the

shouldors of four stout Pali In touchi v pect
silonco thoy wonded thoir way unti] King etrcot wae reschied,
when tho Royal Canadian Rifles’ Band, summoned hastily by

friend Lewis, slruck up “8vo the Conquering Horo comes,” to
whicb soul.inepiring tune Mr. I.. improviscd und sung tho fol.
lowing opproprixio Linevs, o multitude of voices swelliog tho
chorus :)
Seo the long loxt Hero comes,
Sound 1he trumpet, beat {ho drws ;
Padlock’s reseued Irom the bay, -
And uo moie ahinll run away., ‘;;
See tho lung lost Hern comes,
Sound the trumpet, brat the drums;
Shouts ba rhuised, and Lanished pain,
Ladiock is iimsolf agsin.
Thus with skouts and sougs of {riunph, wax the lovg lost

Padlock welcomed houe.

Scexe Lasr—Is required to completo tho pletuve. Mr, Lewis
standing at tho dovr conlemplating his returued “dinchog,'”
is gowd humoaredly rallied by a friend.

Ny, Party, [1o Jowis]=You sly oll fox, Iguess 1his fhnsy stufl

Brmboozles some, hut Paliaw 1 1I'm up to soull,

T'll take the odds, meo, that the Padleck's been

Dowu in your ccitar for these long months seen,

Mal bal you rogue, I scarce kmow where your

uate bs,
For deep Inia sthemos for adverlising gratis.
Friend Lewis turned away, but whether to conceal a merry

cnnscious twiukle of his hazed otdy, or to veil dis bursting in:
dignation, we leavo {o be detormived by our reailers.

——

A PLEA TOR THE POST OFFICE CLERKS.

Wae should very much like to know tle ulility of
opening the Post Oflice at seven a. m. in the wianter
season. Very few persous cater the office before
cight, and no inconvesience whatever would bo
suffered by any party if Fost Office business were
to begin at that hour. Oun the other lend,
the present system is a serious bardsbip to the
clerks and those with whom they board. Those
living at a distance from tho ofiice, as most of them
do, must be up at six, before the sun has risen;
no time is given to them during ofice hours,
so that they have tho option of going without,
or compelling tho servants to rise in the cold at
five or half-past five, to prepare their matu-
tinal wnen). Some of tbem are kept seven bours
from the time they enter the office, without sitting
down, going out, or resting for o moment; they.
then get an hour or 50 for dinner, and the morning's
labour is then repeated for thres or four kours moro
Surely, as o mere matter of common humnnity,
the Post Office should not be open till eight, and wo
fecl gure, that if the merchants would only express
their opinion on behalf of the Clerks, the authoritie
gladly comply with so reasonable & demand,

—_—

MECHANICS' INSTITUTE LECTURES.

Wo bave a bons to pick with the Managing Com-
mitteo of tho Mechanics’ Institute. Why is it that
yoar after year they persist in selecting subjects for
their Wiater Course of Lectures, which are calcula-
ted to frighten ordinary people into staying at
home. Last year the Lectures proved a financial
failure, and judging from the Bill of Fare for the
present Session, we are inclined to predict a similar
result. It is not impossible to secure the services
of gentlemen wilting to lecturo on popular ag well
ag intructive themes, a dozen might with easo be
procured, who would not ouly fill the St. Lawrence
Hall, but delight thefr audiences. We do hdpg that
another year a more popular list of subjects will be
brougnt forward, and our word for it, the ccffors of
the Institute will gain by the change.

FUNERAL ELEGY.
0% THUB CONSERVATIVE CONVENTION.

Tho kuell hiag sounded solemnly nod slovw,
Great Gowan's innsterpiceo ig Luown no moro,
Lif. less and cold i1s moulderiug dust liea Jow,
And bopn Juss monyners teass of angulsh pour.

Slowly and gadly droopes) the great deparled,
Beavely it struggled with its bastening doow,
Tiopo fled abashed, aud Crawiord clicken Liesrted,

Tle sullurer Jaft Lo misery and gloomn.

Great Ulatt looks ou fu deep and mourn ful sorrow,
Tho Gowan's sereeches its departure seal,

Mocdy—and Iope-tess looks it for tho Morrow,
Aud sadly tuens too Jate for life ¢ 0'Neil.

Vaiuly it turns, the sands of |k aro Muwing,
Gritn fate is hovering for its latest breath,
Ining, and wore faint, its painfal guspas are growing,
Flickors lifo's fuiling spatl:, then sinks jv death,
The knoll hag svunded solemuly and slow,
Grent Gowan's innsterpieco is koown no more,
Lifeless and cold its mouldoring dust lies low,
And hopeless mouroers tears of avguish pour,

—_

THE THEATRES.

Theetricals at the Royal Lyceum have been kept
up in good style by Mr. and Myrs. Chanfrau during
the past week.  Mr. Chanfrau, as the celebrated do-
lineator of the Mose Boy is well known to our thea~
tre-going commuanity. We cannot say that we are
enamoured of this character. It is so dreadfully
real in Mr. Chanfrau’s hands that it wakes us un-
comfortable, However, his role of comedy is not
confined to this character, but extends through
many of those pieces in which English stars are
wont to shine. The fair Mrs. Chanfrau, who sings
very sweetly, has an admirer in every person who
has bad the pleasure of witnessing neat and classi-
cal personations.  Mr. Nickinson bas also assisted
during the past week with bis accustomed succoss.

We perceivo that Mr. Petrie, Maoager of the City
Theatre, has reduced the price of udmission one-
half; this, together with bis very cxcellent Com-
pany, should sccure him crowded bouses. Mr.
Hardenburgh is so well known in Torosto, that we
need not do more than raention the fuct of bis en-
gogement at the City Thealro, to procure him a
hearty welcome from wmany old fricnds.

-—
Bright,
—— The Editor of the Colonist in describing
the incidents that followed the recent shooting of a
constable—a, very laudable aclion wo think—gays :
¥ Kane, the prisoner, was immediately apprebend-
cd, and it was discovered, that the unfired barrel of
his gun was londed ; the other of course was not.”

We should rather thiok not—if its contents, as tho
Colonist says, bud just then been lodged in - the leg
and thigh of the unlucky constable. Howerver, it
was not this sage conclusion’that we wounld draw
particular atiention to; it is rather to the cuteness
of those who discovered thnt the wnfired barrel was
loaded. Tf it wns found that tho barrel which had
been discharged was lozded, of course no importance
could attach to the discovery ; but to find out thay,
tho barrel of & gun was loaded beforo it wag fired—
which naturally leads to the supposition that a gun
barrel could Le fired before it was lorded—is o dis-
covery which beats those of Donati and Watt all
to pieces, :



