282

ippi drainage by way of Chicago.
But the falls were then cutting through
the ridge, and when this was accom- |
plished, before the change of drainage
was completed, the surface of Lake
Erie was suddenly lowered by many
feet, and thus the falls were re-estab-
lished for some time longer.

Slowly, year by year, one sees the
cataract wearing back and suggesting
the time when the river will be turned
into a series of rapids ; but another
silent cause is at work, and one not
easily seen —namiely, the effects of the
changing of level of the earth’s crust.
From the computations already re-
ferred to it was found that for the
first twenty-four thousan years of
the life of the river only the Erie
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waters flowed by way of the Niagara
River, and for only eight thousand
years have all the waters cf the upper
lakes been feeding the falls. Ifithe
terrestrial movements continue as at
present, and there appears no reason
to doubt it, for the continent was
formerly vastly higher than now, then
in about five thousand years the rim
of the Evie basin promises to be
raised so high that all the waters of
the upper lakes will flow out by way
of the Chicago Canal. Thus the
duration of Niagara Falls will have
continued about thirty-seventhousand
years. But the lakes will endure be-
yond the calculations of the boldest
«horologist,.—Popular Science Monthiy
Magazine.

EDITORIAL NOTES.

THE MEDITATION OF THE OLD FISHERMAN.

WiLLiasm BuTLER YEATS.

You waves though you dance at my feet like children at play,

Though you glow and you glance and you purr and you dart ; .
In the Junes that were warmer than these are, the waves were more gay,
When I was a boy with never a crack in my heart.

The herring are not in the tides as they were of old ;

My sorrow !

For many a creak gave the creel ia the cart

That carried the take to Sligo town to be sold,
When I was a boy with never a crack in my heart.

" And ah, you proud maiden, you are not so fair when his oar

Is heard on the water, as they were, the proud and apart,

Who paced in the eve by the nets on the pebbly shore, )
When I was.a boy with never a crack in my heari.



