
down the bank on Goat Island to old 
Terrapin Tower, and at various points 
around the Ferry House, and what is 
now Prospect Park—offering for sale, 
crude bead work, pincushions, mocas
sins, etc.

Often a pappoose, strapped to the 
board which formed the back of its 
picturesque but doubtless uncomfortable 
cradle, gazed stolidly at the pale faced 
visitor, as the cradle leant up against 
the foot of a tree, or swung suspended 
from some low-hanging branch. The 
“Braves” at home then made the toy 
canoes, the bows and arrows, the quivers, 
the war clubs and tomahawks, which 
the squaws also disposed of to tourists 
as souvenirs of Niagara.

Those “Squaw Traders” were a most 
picturesque feature of Niagara, and the 
fact that those descendants of a passing 
Race now seldom or never sit by the 
roadside and offer their wares directly 
to the visitor is a distinct loss to the 
artistic environment of the Cataract.

In those days also some enterprising


