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mill, saw mill, farniture factory, are Mil. veloping conntry sarrounding it. To the
waukee, New Ern, Viola, Canby, Clear manufacturer, it possesses attractions
Creek, Needy, Zion and Sandy. unrivaled by any other on the comst,
The foregoing pages contain but a while to the business man, the orchard.
brief outline of what can ba seen and ist, the farmer and the dairyman, it of-
done at “ The City st the Falls,” and in fors opportunities not to be lightly
the highly prosperous and rapidly de. passed over, H L Wenas

HAWICK AND ST. ANDREWS.

Swoet Teviot!  On thy silver tide
The glaring bale-firos blaze no more ;
No longer stoelclad warriom ride
Along thy wild and wildered shore |
Where'er thou wind'st by dale or hill,
All, all s peaceful, all is still,

\ TE were flitting about Northern of “The Lay of the Last Minstrol™ 1t

Eugland and Southern Scotland is & most beguiling walk or drive, slong
for three or four months, grand the banss of the Teviot, even at the time
right and left, up and down the middle, of year we were there, the middle of Jan.
saluting corners, till, having chassiod uary, with its silver waters glistening in
from the (rerman ocean to the Irish sea, the sunlight, an | almost as purely white
and back again from the Irish sea to the as the suow on its borders.  The inter-
German ocean, st Berwick, on Tweed, vening distance, as woll as that between
we made & glide—1 might say * Boston the town and Melross, is full of the lo.
dip" - into Beottish Roxborough, to the calities deseribed in that midnight ride
manulacturing town of Hawick, on the of Willism of Deloraine, to the geaye of
silver Toviot, among the Cheviot hills, Mickael Beott, at the abbey,
quite content to lay aside our wandering  Sir Michael Seott, the famons wizard,
and unsuchored life, and, for & week or flourished daring the thirteouth centary,
80, lie by for repairs. More than once but by poetical anschronism, is placed
had we thought of Emery Ann's “ You in the poowm at a lster ora. He was »
can't play tag continaal, without & goal wan of much learning, chiofly sequired
to run to,” and how frequently we, with in foreign countrins, sud passed smong
Mrs. Whitney, found, as she tells us in his contemporarios for u skilllul magi.
her “ Sights and Insights,” “ the neces- cian.  His magic books were long be.
sity of little halte—little breaks in the lieved to be in existence, bat eould not
fierce impulse of foreign travel” The be opened without danger frcta the fiends,
wheels heat with constant motion. who were thereby invoke L. Michael Beott
Between three and four miles from was much embarrassed by s spirit, for
Hawick, lies Branksome tower, the soene whom be was under the necessity of




