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was only three feet or so in height) to go | 

to my ladder ; and it was high time to do 

so, for I felt that a heavy swell was now 

setting in, so that I could hardly keep my 

footing on the bottom. Perhaps you can 

imagine my feelings when I tell you that I 

had no sooner put my legs over the side of 

the rock—my feet had barely touched the 

ground—when I felt both ankles seized 

and held with irresistible power. I had 

been grasped by the tentacles, or arms, of a 

cuttle-fish, which had its lurking-place there. 

Now you must know that I have an in- 

stinctive loathing of these creatures. I had 

seen them often enough, and generally they 

darted off the moment they caught sight of 

my figure. But this one had not been 

aware of my presence until my legs suddenly 

presented themselves before his eyes. 

After the first few fruitless plunges I 

made to free myself, I turned almost faint 

with fear and a kind of horror and disgust ; 

but this did not last long, for I soon got 

‘mad,’ as the Yankees say, at the idea of 

being noosed, lassoed, and held prisoner 

there by such a puny creature as that. Al- 

though I had heard wonderful stories as to 

its extraordinary strength and ferocity when 

meddled with, I could not but think I 

should soon free myself, and again and 

again I tugged and strained, and pulled 

and pushed, but all in vain. Strong man 

as I am, I was powerless. I could not 

drag the creature from its holdfast on the 

rock, and I knew well that if I ventured 

my hands near, they too would be seized 
in that frightful grip, and I should be 
bound, hand and foot, like a poor boy in 
the south I had heard of, who, when gather- 
ing shellfish, was thus seized and held ina 
stooping position till the tide overwhelmed 
and drowned him. 

Meantime most urgent signais were 
being made to me from above to hurry ; 
and when I at last paused, breathless, after 
a long, frantic effort, I gave way to utter 
despair. But my faculties were still awake, 
and I observed that the creature would not 
loosen its hold by straight pushing or pull-   

ing, and therefore determined to try and 
screw it off the rock. You see it was human 
intellect against superhuman strength. 

I held on to the case, and with its aid 
tried, but soon found I could not manage it 
that way. The projecting edge of the rock 
hindered me. I therefore hit on another 
way. I pulled down some more of the 
chain out of the boat (I was sitting on 
the rock, you must remember), and then 

taking the case up on my knees, I let it 
down in front of me, and then tilted it 
over till it was at a proper distance, and then 
I left the rock and sat on the case. I was 
now opposite the beast, and could see that 
it held on by three of its tentacles, the 
other -five being round my legs. These 
tentacles were not more than two feet long, 
and the creature’s body was not bigger than 
my fist. Its eyes glared when it saw me, 
and it tried hard to bite, but the boots and 
thick stockings beat it. 

Well, to make my story short, I turned 
and twisted, but I doubt if I should have 

got him to let go in time by that means 
alone. But I could now see it, and tried 

to crush and bruise the creature with my 

boots as well, but its tenacity was amazing. 
It was not till I picked up a long piece of 
slate stone off the bottom, and began in 

desperation to saw at its tentacles, that it 

at lastlet go. But it did so only to fasten 
all its suckers on me, and try more furiously 

than ever to bite me with its parrot-shaped 

bill. I succeeded, however, in keeping my 

hands and arms free, and I instantly made 

the signal to ‘hoist away.’ I kept tight 

hold of the chain, and was hoisted with 

the case, and very glad, though much as- 

tonished, they all were to see me ascend 

that way. I hastily explained what had 
happened, and they pulled me in, and 
while all haste was made by the rest to 

get ashore (for the first blast of the norther 
struck the boat as I got to the surface), 
Jacques (that’s my man) cut the cuttle-fish 

away piecemeal, for pulling it off was out 
of the question, so tenaciously did it cling 

to the very last.”


