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Nuysrer XXIV,

T2 BEER
18 PURLIAIND GVERY WEDNKSDAY MORNING,
And delivered in Town at the low price of 123, 6d.
per annum, it pad in advance, but 13s. il paid at the
end of the year;— payments mude within three months
aftor receiving the fiest Paper consulered m odvance;
whuniaver Papers hiuvo to be transmnted through the
Post Office, 2s. 64. additional w.ll Lo charged for

postage.

ADVERTISING,

For the firat inscttion of half a square, and undor,
8s. 6d., cach contihuation 1s. ; fur a square and undor,
8., each continuation le.—All above a squate, char-
god in proportion to the last mentioncd rate.

For Adverismg by the Year, if not exceeding a
square, 35s. to Subisenibors, 43s.to Non-Subscribers,—
if more spice than a square be occupied, the eurplus
will bo charged in, proportion.

TO BE LET.

4 FEIW COMFORTABRLE ROOMS,
WITII A KITCHEN AND FROST PROOF CELLAR,
on the lunest terms,

COMEPORTABLE BOARDING at a
o rate, witl also be obtained by applying to the
Subscriber, DAVID GORDON.

October 8, 1835.

For Rale.

THAT WELL KNOWN FARM
ORMERLY belangmgtothe Rev Jas Ronrow,
situated a fow nnles from Fictou, on the Hulifax
Road,and fronting on the Harbour. A consuderable
portion of tho samo s i a high slate of culusation,

A I'here are also un the ground,
SF A HOUSLE and BARN.

For further particulars apply to 11. Hatton,
Esq. or to the Subscriber,
THOMAS RAE.
Reptr. 30, 1835. cm-w

LITERARY NOTICE,

PREPARING FOR THHFE PRESS:
THE YOUTII'S COMPANION,
O PLEASING INSTRUCTOR,
Deing a Collection of Sentences, Divine, Moral,
and Entertaining.
Translated into Gichic, hy ALEXANDER M'GILVRAT.
200 pages, 18mo.
Sabeeriptions for the ubiove work will e rocsived at
this Office. [October 14.

FOR SALE.

£ THE JIOUSE AND LOT
igut O~ Grorar STRERT,

Now accupied by the Subscriber. .
97> TERMS of Payment will be made casy.
ANDREW MILLAR.
ul

REMOVAL.

—aPr—
AMES D. B. FRASER, DRUGEIST, has re~
 movad to the shop adjoining Mr. Yorston's, and
‘direcily opposite the store of D. Crichton & Son.
Secptember 15, 1825.

NEW ENGLAND FARMER.
A NY ~ = desirous of subscribing for the New
En +tmer, can be furnuhed witha copy,
sommen 1 . .14th No. 1, dated July .15th,
ny,b wh {Angust et

Oct. 14.

Froni the Diary of a Jate Physician.
THE RUINED MERCHANT,
CONTINULD.

While he wasin this stato of mind, hisdaughteren.
tered the room, wan and trembling with ag'taton,

¢ My dear little Jove, what's wrong? What's
wrong, ¢h?  What has dashed you, my sweet flower,
eh?** aaid heo, folding her in his arms, and hugging
ber to his breast.  He led ler to a seat, and placed
her on his knee. He passed his hand over her pale
forchead. * What have you Leen about to.day, Ag-
nes. You've furgotten to dress your hair to-duy,”
taking her raven tresses in hisfingers; *¢ Come, these
must be curled! They ate all damp, love! What
makes you cry2”

¢ My dear, dear, dear darling fathort® sobbed the
agonized gitl, almost choked with her emotions--
clasping her arms cunvulsacly round bis neck, 1
love you dearer--a thousaud times--than I ever lov~
cd you in my life'’

¢ My sweet love!* he exclaimed, bursting nto
tears. Nether of them spoke for several mmutes.

“ You are young, Agnes, and may be happy--but,
as for mo, ! am an old tree, whosa roots are rotien!
‘The blagts have beaten me down, my darling?®* She
clung closer to lum, but spohe not. ¢ Agnes, will
soustay with e, now that I'm mado a——a bogga:
Wil you? I canlore you yot--but thut’e all I'* sad
lie, stating vacanily at her.  Afier a pause, he sud-
deniy reicazed her fiom lus hace, rose fiow lus sear,
and walked hurnediy about the rooin.

¢ Agnes, love! Why, 9t true—1s at really Tive
that I'm made a bankrupt of, afice all?  And 11t
come to that?** He resumncd s seat, covered fus
face with s hands, and wept hike a clild. ¢ °Tus
for yow, my darlmg--for my family—wmy childien,
that I grieve! What has become of you'* Agam he
paused. ¢ Well Lt cannot be helped--1t is moze my
mistortune than my fault! God hnows, I'vo tricd to
pay my way as I went on—and--and--no, no!lit
docen’t follow that erery manisa vidlian that'sa
bankrup:!*

“ No, no, 20, father! rephied his davghter, again
flinging her arms round his nock, and kissing him
with passionate fondness, ** yous honour is untouched
—_it 8" —

“ Aye, love—but to make the wnrld think so—
There's the rub! What har been s3id on *Clango to-
day, Agnes? That’s what Lurts me 1o my sounl !

* ¢« Come, father, be calm! We shall yet be

happy and quet, alter this little Lreeze has blown
over! Oh yes, vos, father! We will remove to a
nice little cumfortable hour s, and live among our-
selves!’?

‘ But, Agnes, can xyou do allthis? Can youmake
up your nind to live in & lower rank—to-—~to—to be,
in a manyer yous own servant?”?

« Yes, God knows, ! can! Father, 1'd rather be
your servant girl, than wife of the king!' replied the
poor gitl, with enthusiasm,

¢+ Ob, my daughter!—Come, come let us go inte
the next room, and do you play me my old favourite
—*0 Nanny, wilt thox gang wi' me.* You'll feel

and sot her down at the instrumnent, and stood by het
side,

¢ Wo must not part with this piane, ny love,—
must we?* said he, putting his arms round her neck,
“ wo'll try and have it saved from the wrech of our
furniture!” Sho commenced playmg tho tune he
had roquested, and went through it.

s¢ Sing, love—sing?? said her futher. ** Ilove the
words as much as the music!  Would you cheat me;
you little rogue?”’  She made lim no reply, but weut
on playng, veryirregularly however,

¢ Come! you must sing, Agnes.”

¢ §can’t!” she mutmured. ** My heart 1s break-
ing! My—my—bro—"" and fell famting into the arms
of her father.  He rung anstantly for assistance. In
cazrying her from the musicstool to the sofa, an open
letter dropped from her bosom. Mr. Dudleigh in-
stantly piched it up, and saw that tho direction was
in the handwriting of his svn, and bore the ** Wap-
ping®* post-mark. The stunmng contents wero as fol-
low:—*¢ My doar, dear, Agnes, farenell ! 1t may be
Jor ever! {fly from my country! Wiile you aro
reading this note, ! am on my way to Amenca. Do
not call meo crucl, my sweet sister, for my leart e
Lroken! broken. Yesterdny, necar Oxford, 1 fought
with a man who dared to insalt me sbout our family
troubles. I am afraid—God forgive me—that I have
killed him! Agnes, Agnes, the blood-kounds are af-
ter me! Even were they not, I could not hear to look
on my poor father, wlom 1 lave helped (v ruin, un=
dor the encourngement of oxe who mught have bLreid
me better! I cannot stay in England, for 1 Lave lost
my station in society; ! owe thousands ! can ncver
repay; berides—Agnes, Agnes' the blood-hounds are
aftermo’ Iscarce know whatl am saying! DBreak
all this to my father—as gradually as you can. Do
not let him know of it for a fortnight, at least May
God be your frlend, dear Agnes!  Pray for me! pray
for me, my darling Agues, yes, for me, your wretched
guilty, heart-broken brother. 1. D.”

¢« Ah! he might havo done worse! he might have
done worse,” exclaimed the stupified father. ¢ Well,
I must think about it!” and he folded up the Jetter,
to put it into his pocket book, whea his daughter’s
eye caught sight of it, fur she had rocovered from her
swoon while he was reading it; and with a famnt
shriek, and a frantic effort to snatch it from him, she
fell back, and swonned again. Fven all this did not
rouse Mr. Dudleigh. Hegeat still, gazing on bis daugh-
ter with a vacant stare, and did not make the slight-
ast cffort to asust her recovery. I was summoned in
to attend her, for #he wag o ll, that thuy carned her
up to bed.

Poor girl! paor Agnes Dudicigh! already hiad cox-
sumprion marked kot for hisown! The readet may
possibly recollect, that ina previous part of this nxr-
rative, Miss Dudloigh was represented to be aflinanc-
ed to a ycung noblenan. I need hardly, I suppose,
inform him that the *¢ affaic®’ was ¢ all of;** as s00n
as aver Lotd — heard of her fallen fortunes. Te
do him justice, he behaved in the business with per-
fect politeness arid condescension; wrote 10 her from
Italy, and carefully raturning her all her letters; spoke
of her admireble qualities, in the handsomest strain;
and in choice and feeling language, regretted the al-

it, Agnes?”' He had led her intothe adjoinisg room,

tered siate of his affections, and that the * fytds had’



