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\ ex1co boasts of a diver of the 
name of Don Pablo Ochow, 

\.5 who was for many years 

superintendent of the pearl 
fishery and a most expert 

diver. He gave Lieutenant 
Hardy a vivid account of one 

of his watery adventures :— 

The Placér de la Piedra 

Negada, which is near Loréto, 

was supposed to have quan- 

tities of very large pearl- 
oysters round it—a supposition which was 
at once confirmed by the great difficulty of 

finding this sunken rock. Don Pablo, 

however, succeeded in sounding it, and, m 

search of specimens of the largest and old- 

est shells, dived down in eleven fathoms 

water. The rock is not above a hundred 

and fifty or two hundred yards in circum- 
ference; and our adventurer swam round 

and examined it in all directions, but with- 

out meeting any inducement to prolong his 
stay. 

Accordingly, being quite satisfied that 
there were no oysters, he thought of ascend- 

ing to the surface of the water ; but first he 

cast a look upwards, as all divers are 

obliged to do who hope to avoid the hungry 
jaws of a monster. If the coast is clear 

they may rise without apprehension. Don 
Pablo, however, when he cast a hasty 

glance upwards, found that a tinterero had 

taken a station three or four yards imme- 
diately above him, and most probably had 

been watching during the whole time he 
had been down. A double-pointed stick 
was a useless weapon against such a tinte- 

iero, as its mouth was of such enormous 

dimensions that:both man and stick would 
be swallowed together. He therefore felt 
himself rather nervous, as his retreat was 

how completely intercepted. But under 

water time is too great an object to be 
Bpent in reflection ; and therefore he swam     
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round to another part of the rock, hoping 

by this means to avoid the vigilance of his 
persecutor. 

What was his horror and dismay, when 

he again looked, to find the pertinacious 

tinterero still hovering over him, as a hawk 
would follow a bird! He described him as 
having large, round, and inflamed eyes, 

apparently just ready to dart from the 

sockets with eagerness, and a mouth (at the 
recollection of which he still shuddered) 
that was continually opening and shutting, 
as if the monster was already, in imagina- 
tion, devouring his victim, or at least that 
the contemplation of his prey imparted a 

foretaste of the feast. 
Two alternatives now presented them- 

selves to the mind of Don Pablo—one, 

to suffer himself to be drowned ; the other, 

to be eaten. He had already been under 

water so considerable a time that he found 

it impossible any longer to retain his breath, 

and was on the point of giving himself up 

for lost with as much philosophy as he 

possessed, 

But what is dearer than life? The in- 

vention of man is seldom at a loss to find 

expedients for its preservation in cases of 

great extremity. On a sudden he recol- 

lected that on one side of the rock he had 

observed a sandy spot; and to this he 

swam with all imaginable speed, his at- 

tentive friend still watching his movements, 

and keeping a measured pace with him. 

As soon as he reached the spot, he com- 

menced stirring it rapidly with his pointed 

stick, in such a way that the fine particle: 

rose and rendered the water perfectly 

turbid, so that he could not see the 

| monster, nor the monster him. Availing 

himself of the cloud by which himself and 

the tinterero were enveloped, he swam very 

far out in a transvertical direction, and 

reached the surface in safety, although 

completely exhausted. Fortunately, he rose


