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HE occupation of 
a diver is ne- 
cessarily a very 
dangerous one. 

Many stories are 
told of the hair- 
breadth escapes 

bers of this class. Besides the 
risk of accidents from damage 
to the water-tight clothing, or 
to the machinery above, there 

is the danger of falling into crevices in the 
ground, and in some waters from voracious 
fish. Sharks are usually the aggressors in 
these cases; though, as will be seen from 

the following anecdote, told by a diver at 
Concepcion, in South America, not in- 

variably. 
In the bays and seaports of South 

America may generally be seen playing 
among the shipping the animal called the 
“bottle-nosed” whale. Never being med- 
dled with, they are very numerous. Once 
or twice these huge animals had annoyed 
this diver, and even endangered his life, in 
the following singular manner, told in his 
own words :— 

“Once I was caulking the side of a 
schooner I had been stopping a leak in. 
I was sitting comfortably enough on my 
stage hard at work, when a shadow fell on 
me, and on looking round I saw a mon- 
strous object, like the submerged hull of 
another vessel, rounding her stern close to 
me. Antonio, that’s the man who pumps 
the air down—was in his boat, but could do 
nothing. Slowly the huge creature’s head 
approached, and I was in hopes it would 
proceed on. But, apparently struck by the 
sight of my helmet, and a red flannel over- 
all shirt I was wearing, it stopped and 
stared at me as if trying to make out what 
‘on earth—or rather under water—I was 
doing there. I was not at all pleased with 

  

this visit, for the play of its huge fins—or 
paddles, rather—caused a great swirling in 
the water, and I was terrified lest they 
should draw and catch the air tubing and 
break it, for presently it came closer still, 
and it was with difficulty I kept my balance, 
so strong were the currents made by their 

motion. The men on board were in a 
fright, and at first did not obey my signal 
to haul up quickly. At last they complied, 
and my visitor made off. 

Once, however, I did not escape so 
easily. I have seen them pass near me 
hundreds of times, but they very seldom 
come so close as that. Sometimes, how- 

ever, they will almost touch the ship’s side, 
though I never myself knew them to do 
what a Russian captain witnessed. I was 
a boy when Kotzebue visited this country, 
and he told me that in Concepcion Bay 
one rested against his brig for fully three 
minutes, perhaps mistaking her hull for 
another whale. You may see the occur- 
rence mentioned in his book. 

One day, however, I saw one almost 

do the same thing, for he came alongside 
and remained stationary, and so close that 

I was afraid he would compress the air- 

tubing between his body and the hull. He 
was within my reach, and I took up from 
the stage where it lay an auger I had been 
working with, and let drive into him with 
all the force in my power. It would have 
been wiser, however, if I had been more 

gentle, for the sudden start, and the whisk 

he gave with his flukes as they rushed past, 
upset me off the stage. Most fortunately 
the affair only occupied a few seconds, else 
it would have been allup with me. I had 
a rope round me, and was quickly hauled 

to the surface, but I was half dead when 

they got me on deck.” 
Mackerel, it is well known, are very in- 

quisitive fish, and singularly enough can- 
not resist the sight of red. This peculiarity


