
UNDER NIAGARA FALLS. A3tr 
  

a winding staircase, leading from the top of 
the bank down to the level of the rocks 

below. Paying the usual fee, and clad in 
a waterproof suit, I made one of a party, 

under the guidance of a negro, and went 

down behind the mass of water. It was a 
fearful sight. ‘The ground trembled with 

the weight of the watery avalanche. On 

our right the wall of rock, the overhanging 
ledge’ above, black and wet with the spray, 
the volume of water on the left forming a 
semi-transparent wall, and the deafening 
tumult of the seething gulf, all combined to 
test the firmness of one’snerves. I was not 

sorry when the other members of our little 
party considered that they had had their 
money’s worth. It is said that there are 
twenty feet of water above the ledge at this 

point; it is certain that the Defroit, a ship 

drawing eighteen feet of water, passed over 

without touching the rock. 
Many fatal accidents have occurred here. 

There is an affecting legend of an Indian, 
who was unwittingly caught in the treache- 

rous current above the Falls,and who, finding 

that escape was hopeless, with the com- 
posure of his race, sat quietly in his canoe, 
and, singing the death-song of his people, 
was borne -into eternity with the mournful 
sounds lingering on his lips. The Indians, 

as a nation, have long been driven from this 

part of the country; the few who are left 

inhabit the village of Tuscarora, eight miles 

from the Falls, and are chiefly employed as 

tillers of the soil, ‘Those I saw were by no 

means favourable representatives of ‘the 

noble savage.’” 

Professor Tyndall gives the following 

vivid description of his visit to Niagara :— 

“On the first evening of my visit, I met 

the guide to the Cave of the Winds. He 

was in the prime of manhood—large, well 

built, firm and pleasant in. mouth and eye. 

My interest in the scene stirred up his, and 

made him communicative. Turning to a 

photograph, he described, by reference to 

it, a feat which he had accomplished some 

time previously, and which had brought 

him almost under the green water of the 

Horseshoe Fall. ‘Can you lead me there 

    

to-morrow?’ I asked. He eyed me in- 
quiringly, weighing, perhaps, the chances of 

aman of light build, and with grey in his 
whiskers, in such an undertaking. ‘I wish,’ 

I added, ‘to see as much of the Fall as 

can be seen, and where you lead I will 
endeavour to follow. His scrutiny relaxed 

into a smile, and he said, ‘ Very well; I 

shall be ready for you to-morrow.’ 

On the morrow, accordingly, I came. 

In the hut at the head of Biddle’s Stair I 

stripped wholly, and re-dressed according 

to instructions,—drawing on two pairs of 

woollen pantaloons, three woollen jackets, 

two pairs of socks, and a pair of felt shoes. 

Even if wet, my guide urged that the 

clothes would keep me from being chilled, 

and he was right. A suit and hood of 

yellow oil-cloth covered me well. Most 

laudable precautions were taken by the 

young assistant of the guide to keep the 

water out, but his devices broke down 

immediately when severely tested. 

We descended the stair, the handle of a 

pitchfork doing in my case the duty of an 

alpenstock. At the bottom my guide in- 

quired whether we should go first to the 

Cave of the Winds, or to the Horseshoe, 

remarking that the latter would try us most. 

I decided to get the roughest done first, 

and he turned to the left over the stones. 

They were sharp and trying. The base of 

the first portion of the cataract is covered 

with huge boulders, obviously the ruins of 

the limestone ledge above. The water 

does not distribute itself uniformly among 

these, but seeks for itself channels through 

which it pours torrentially. We passed 

some of these with wetted feet, but without 

difficulty. At length we came to the side 

of a more formidable current. My guide 

walked along its edge until he reached its 

least turbulent portion. Halting, he said, 
‘This is our greatest difficulty ; if we can 

cross here, we shall get far towards the 

Horseshoe.’ 

- He waded in. It evidently required all 
his strength to steady him. The water 

rose above his loins, and it foamed still 

higher. He had to search for footing, amid 

 


