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Mrs. Excitable was highly pleased when her
husband informed her of the change in his pur-
poses, declaning she would rather live and die
bere in poverty, than run the chance of meet-
g any thing better in a foreign land.

Mr. Excitable now procceded to comnteract
s former arrangements, bui found hehad lost
by his western fever farirore than he had ever
dreamed of. The sacrifices he had made on
kis property were nothing compared to the
disorganization of his regular business. He
so0n found to his sorrow that the relations he
had, by his folly, severed, were not soon, if
ever, to be renewed. His old customers had
bataken themselves to new houses, and were
shy about returning. Hus friends, having made
up their minds to lose him, and made caleula-
fions accordingly, looked upon his stay in
rather a disappointed mood, and the public had
somehow lost confidence in him. He there-
fore found his inflvence materially lessened, in
all quarters, to what it was before his fracas,
when he was regarded by every body asastaid,
abstantial man.

Inthisdilemma hzlabsured on patiently from
iay to day, hoping in time to recover from the
shock. But, unluckily, the times proved hard ;
‘business was dull, money scarce, and, added to
the whole, political troubles came 1o add their
share to hisembarrassments. Theconsequence
was another aitack of hiswestern fecer,

' He now viewed emigration as a matter of
necessity ; as he despawred of ever regamning
kis former position. Again did be determine,
i%n a fit of despaur, to break up business and be
loﬁ' ; and again was his mind assailled by the
powerful ‘considerations before rclated, and
forced to yield submission 1o their influence:
ind these resolves, and re-resolves, as times
end circomstances changed, or as his feclings
fictated, at last grew upon himtosucha degree
that they created a kind of disease, or morbid
wffection of the mund, from which he was hard-
Iy ever free, except when engaged in theduties
if some of the most busy seasons of the year
producing a ficklencss of mind and purpose,
ehly detrimental to the prosperity of his bu-
niess, and rendeting him a miserable man.

After several years spent ip this mood, Alr.
Exeitable withdrew altogether from husiness,
d retired to 2 farm ; flattering himself still
with the intention of going to the west, when
be should get in his dues, or if he shouid fail in
31s long cherished project, to embark all his
means in some profitable specalation at home,
hoping thereby o retricve, with one stoke, his
bst character andstanding.  But he has never

done either.  He has ever continued a prey to
his western mania, and stll lives in hopes of
accomplishing his desires, although now con-
siderably past the active years of his lite; whils€
his family, in consequence of hisuncertainty of
purpose, are growing to years of discretion,
without any particular object in view, awaiting
as it were, their parent’s destination, in ordef
to form their future course of life ; and ten to
one if the springs of their youthful minds ars
not chilled, and their fondes! hopes fatally de-
stroyed, by the cruel procrastination of their
kind and indulgent, but unhappy father. And
these are the conscquences of giving way 10
discontent und following theillusions of fancy.

Reader! is this a single case? Has it no
paralldd within the range of your acquaini~
ance ?—Montreal Garland.

-.»seeo«-
For The Amaranth.

STANZAS

TO A DEPARTED FRIEND.

Frep from the hall of thy futhers forever,
Thou hast gone to a far brighter realm,

Where 21l that on earth can dissever,
Shall never again overwhelm.

Tho’ planted in earth’s fairest portion,
And rear’d in its sunniest clime,

Too soon its wild, ceascless commouon
Conve;’d thee to heaven 10 shine.

Tho’ thy lot here below told of anguish— _
An unfading crown now is thine;

And praise on thy lips ne’er can languish,
Thy day-star of love ne’er decline.

And tho’ sorrow thy pilgrimage clouded,
Aund brought 1o thy voung heart distress—
In infinite loze thou art shrouded,
And sorrow and pain are at rest.

From the world and its follics deparied,
Thou reignest in mansions on high,

*Mong the ransom’d of God, the pure-hearted
In stations of bliss in the sky.

Tho' over thy grare there is weeping,
And mourning in many 3 breas:,

With thy fathers thou calmly art sleeping—
TWith them thou art gather'd to rest.

And peacelul and calm be thy slumber,
*TY the wrumpet shall finally sound,

And awake from the tomb with its thunder
The myriads that slecp in the ground?
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