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once led to an adventure that might have 
ended tragically :— 

“ Another day I was attacked in a very 
extraordinary manner. I said just now that 

I once had on a red shirt, which I put on 
over al]. I take care never to wear one 

now. I was busy with an auger boring a 
hole, when I felt a tug at my arm, and 

before I could well realise what was the 
matter, I felt a dozen similar tugs in differ- 

ent parts of my body. I was attacked by 
a shoal of mackerel—it seems that red 
is a colour that always attracts them—and 
before I could count ten I had as many of 

these fish clinging and biting furiously at 
me as could by any possibility find a spot 
to get hold of. J happened to be standing 
on a kind of ladder, and so powerfully did 
they drag at me, and so encumbered was I 
by the multitudes which hung from every 

part, that I had quite a job to mount it. 
Itach fish here weighs a couple or three 

pounds, so you may fancy the pull when 

hundreds at once were at me.” 

The vocation of the diver, however, is 

attended with greater perils than these. 

Once, when replacing some worn sheets of 
copper on the bottom of a whaling brig 
which had anchored in the bay for a few 
days, this man was visited by two mon- 
strous sharks, who, however, kept at a 

respectful distance from his stage, awed 
perhaps by his strange figure and the noise 
of his blows on the metal. They had ac- 
companied the brig for weeks, and followed 
her into harbour. 

A very expert diver had been employed 
to recover the treasure from the Peninsular 

and Oriental Company’s ship Ava, wrecked 
some years ago on the coast of Ceylon. 
Having, in a gutta percha dress made his 
way into the saloon, he was busy searching 
for the builion, when to his horror, he saw 
a huge ground shark come sailing in at the 
door. With great presence of mind he lay 
motionless on the locker, and watched it 
silently and grimly cruising about. One 
can well imagine his feelings when he saw 
its cold, green eyes fixed upon him, and 
felt it pushing against the leaden soles of   

his boots and rubbing against his dress, 
the slightest puncture in which would have 
been certain destruction. After ten min- 
utes of suspense, which must have seemed 
an age, during which the monster came back 
twice or thrice to have another look at him, 

his courage and coolness were rewarded by 
seeing him steering his way back as he 
came. Afterwards he always armed him- 

self with a large dagger when he went 
down to the wreck, from which he re. 

covered altogether £220,000, having spent 
850 hours under water. 

Those who have read Victor Hugo’s 

“Les Misérables” will remember his fear- 
fully vivid description of a combat with the 
pléeuvre, or cuttle-fish. Such things some- 

times occur in reality to divers, when en- 
gaged in exploring the broken ground 

which this creature particularly frequents. 

“The only time,” said the diver who 
told the story, “that I was ever really 
frightened—really in great danger—was 

once up in the north of Peru, where I had 

gone to recover a case of valuable ore and 

silver in bars, which has been iost some 

years before while being hoisted into the 

vessel, It was two days before I found it. 
It lay on a broad, flat-topped rock, in about 

three fathoms of water, and the wood was 

so rotted that I had to return for more 
hide ropes to lash round it before I could 

trust it to the chain and hooks. When I 

went up for these, the agent of the company 

to whom the ore belonged advised me to 

defer the job, as a norther had been long 

brewing, and the place was very exposed to 

swells ; but after taking a good look at the 

weather, knowing that these northerly gales 

often last a week, and being anxious to 

finish the job—knowing, too, that it would 

not take long to do so—I resolved on 

descending. So over the boat’s stern and 

down my ladder I went, and in a few 

minutes had the case securely lashed, after 

which I rolled and pushed it to the edge 
of the rock under the chain and hooks 
hanging from the boat’s bows, slipped the 
hooks into the hide loops I had made, and 
then hastened to get off the rock (which


