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night before J could got tlie sight out of my liead at

night of that poor fellow as I saw him last standing up
against the waters there, and shrieking out for mercy,
wliich was not for him in this world. Och, it was
terrible I" This remark was made by our driver just as
we entered our carriage, and with the sensations excited
by this horrible story still vibrating on my nerves we
drove away from the scene of its occurrence. I could
never again look at the sketch I made of the spot

without thinkiniT of the trafj'edv.

Accidents are constantly occurring at the Falls, and
when we consider the great number of people who visit

them animaily, this is not surprising. One of a very
sad description took place three years ago. A pai'ty of

Americans were spending the evening on Goat Island,

when one of the gentlemen took up a little girl, the

daughter of a lady present, and in a playful manner was
swinging her over the rapids, when he lost his balance

and fell in. The spot was some twenty feet from the

American Fall, where, though the water is shallow, yet
the current is so strong, and the stones so slippery, that

he could not regain his feet. lie struggled bravely for

some moments, still grasping the little girl, when the

fierce tide overpowering him, cai-ried tliem both together

over the Falls.

Not a year i>asses, indeed, but two or more persons
lose their lives in the Falls, or in the rapids above,

giving a sanction to the belief of the Indians that the

Spirit of the Cataract demands annually t\vo human
victims to appease liis anger. The legend would form a

good subject for a tale ; and I intended, while on the

spot, to have written one for this work, but Canada is

full of so much hiteresting redity that fiction, I feel,


