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Trials above and below
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these fish scemed to be autracted by certain metallic
sounds from his gun, so he had decided (o call them
efficiently with a bell. On that day I learmed how easy
it was to film these ordinarily difident and shy fish.

This story among hundreds gives some idea of why
Professor Baschieri, better known as Cecoo, was leader
of the scientific group of the Italian National Under-
water Expedition, which was then undergoing extensive
tests and preliminary experiments at Ponza before leav-
ing for its main theatre of exploration. the Red Sea.
Cecco had been a law student when he decided that he
preferred butterflics, ants, and all things that crawled.
squivmed, and swam. He had for several vears carried
out important underwater rescarch for the Institute of
Zoology, and knew fish as one knows intimate friends—
their vanitics and foibles, whims and mricks. A 1z1-pound
package of exuberance, wit, and noise, Ceceo’s resound-
ing rages were colorful, and his conversation was pep-
pered with lewd expressions in a style uniquely his own.

Raimondo Bucher, chief of the sports group, was
quite different. Silent, tacitum, stubbornly raining his
body For great feats, tenaciously perfecting and testing
his equipment, this lalian champion of underwarer
hunters, holder of the World Free Body Diving Record,
was the kind that grew on you during the long siege of
an expedition. But you should meet these people under
waler.

At Ponza, 1 flmed Bucher in action for the first
time. After slipping into the sea with my camera, 1
waited while he completed his preparations in his usual
meticulous manner. Then he dove and 1 began 1o follow
him. He descended slowly. aquatically perfect. padiling
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his fins with a very precise rhycthm. On his right a rocky
peak rose from some invisible depeh, and Bucher siopped
near i1, abour ffty feet down.

A huge cherna, or grouper, appeared, intrigued.
and stopped in 2 head-down position a short disiance
from Raimondo. This is the typical atvitude of observa-
tion of the chema, with only its lateral fins moving and
its big mouth slightdy open. Bucher approached him
cautionsly, bur, before he could fire. the fsh ghded
toward the botrom with a quick flicking of his powerful
tail.

Bucher was immediately transformed from a slow
and cautious hunter into a speedily Hashing assailane.
His muscles flexed. and I saw him couching and spring-
ing behind his prey, beating the fins with a force almost
as great as that of the splendid rail of the cherna. He
disappeared in the bluegreen depths ar about eighiv
feex.

Lsurfaced. but continued to peer toward the bouom.
Several seconds passed before Raimondo teappeared,
arasping the huge cherna by his fingers in the creature’s
eves. He had chased it down almost a hundred feet. chor
it, and brought it 1o the surface as unconcemed as if he
had walked around the block. 1 began to fecl encouraged
about the kind of piciures T would be able 1o bring back
from the Red Sea. with an aquatic artist like this as a
star performer.

1 was director of the documentary group. with two
assistants. Giorgio Ravelli was an old friend. an able
deep-sea enthusiast, and an engineer who specialized in
the construction of submarine apparatus such as pro-
tective cases for still- and moving-picture cameras, flash



bulbs, lighting installations, thermocolormeters, special
and 50 on.

The second photographer was Masino Manunza,
whom I had never met until onc day ar Ponza when 1
was down about fifty feet with an autorespirator. I had
taken moving pictures of a beautiful cherna. then put
my camera on the sand floor and shot the chema with
an underwater gun. According to its custom, the big hsh
had immediately threaded its way o a deep deavage
in the Tocks.

Pulling and mgging in every direction on the armow
of the gun, | was toiling like mad 1o extract the cherna
from the cave. When 1 least expected it. 1 heard a voice
with a rather nasal ewang- “Try the hook!™”

1 was so shocked a1 hearing a voice fifty feet down
that I twmed to say, “Oh. thanks.” to the newcomer
before realizing where I was. Then I'saw a hgure thrash-
ing about and offering me a stick of wood with a corved
hook. Behind the mask were two litile eves, round. sly.
andd good at the same time. with laughter in their stare.

“Iam Masino.” announced the nasal voice.

1 made appropriate gestures of rasing my hat and
shaking his hand, and mentally replied. “How do you
do. I'm: Quilici.” And so began our long friendship.

Three minutes later a cherma lay fopping on the
bottom of the boat. We took off our autorespirators, and
I learned the secret of the underwater voice. Masino had
a mouthpicee made of a kind of waterproof membrane
which permitted him (o speak beneath the sea. By the
time we sat down 1oz dish of boiled cherna. I knew that
he would be a precious collaborator as well as a Friend.

At Ponza we were busy not only testing equipment

and getting ourselves in shape, bur learning to live and
work together as a team. or rather three teams consisting
of four scientists, four sportsmen, and three documen-
tarians. Bruno Vailati. dynamic, optimistic. energetic,
was the organizer and leader of the whole expedition
and part of the scientific group. along with Luigi
Swuart Tovini and Gianni Roghi working under Cecco
Baschieri. In Raimondo Bucher's sports group was his
wife Enza, along with Silverio Zecca and Alberto Gra-
zioli. who was also the cxpedition’s doctor. At the last
moment a young lady, Priscilla Hastings, joined the
scicntific group o make sketches and keep records of
specimens.

We lived together in 2 fisherman’s house on a oiff.
and dove ogether in the waters below, testing the ec
ment to which we would entrust our lives and with which
we hoped 1o make significant discoveries

First, there were the respirators. We were all acous
tomed to autorcspirators. in which the expelled breath
is regenerated each time; more or less on the principle
of the gas mask, by passing through canstic soda or l-
foed lime in a bag worn on the chest. For our work in the
Red Sea we would use not only these, but also air respi-
rators, or aqualungs. with two listle anks of compressed

air cumied on the back. a pressure reducer. and wo
rubber tubces leading to the mouth, With i, becanse of
its ability to equalize outside pressures. we could descend
without any fear almost two hundred feet and remain
about twenty minutes, Note the “without fear”—a most
important point. Using the agualung there i no danger
of fainting spells, autointoxication, or lung disturbances,
which may sometimes occur with the autorespirator.



Roghi leads the way as he and T head toward

deeper water in search of edventure.

15 fresh new air entering the lungs all the time.
But twenty minutes is usually its limit, cspecially at great
depths. The awtorespirator is good for two hours, cven
thomgh we cannot go down nearly so Far with it.

Day after day we dove and paddied to test dilferent
tvpes of fins, Some wanted rig

d hns, others Hexible sott

fins, bur we all agreed on a type quite different from
those commonly used in Italy. They cover the entire
foot, including the heel—an important protection agai

the long thorns found almost ey

Our armament sounded like something d
up in the collaboration of an armv ordnance expert and
an Indian of the Amazon jungles, for it was on the one
hand very modern and on the other the product of
savages, We had both jer-propulsion guns and eurare

rywhere in the sea.

amed
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The jet-propulsion gun, which may in time become
the principal weapon of the furure inhabitants of the
Blue Continent, deserves its name, for s great power

is exerted by gas pressure from a small tank in the bute.
An arrow which is hollow for mast of its di
serted in the barrel of the gun. When one presses the
As.
it travels, for the gas

ance is in-

trigger, the arrow is blasted out by the high-pressur
It gains greater and greater speed s
contained in its hollow interior discharg

ing o the rales

=5 itsell from

the rear, advancing the projectile accore
of jet propulsion and leaving behind a silver streak of
little bubbles.

The curare harpoon pierces the hody of a fish,
which two small wings open and break a vial containing
curare, which quickly acts to render the stricken beast
harmless and in shororder kills it

after




We had many other gins to try out, too, including

constructed by Bucher which had a supereompressed
spring of such power that a special jack was needed 1o
wind it by hand. In order to picree the skin of a shark,
}‘uns must throw the spear and harpoon with eremenclous
ad to have weapons more powerful than
thase customarily used in submarine hunting,

yended, and

The teaining and testing period fir
ke tar the city to put our alfairs in order
and get veady for the journcy to the Red Sea. Then
came delays, and more delays—apparently the inevitahle
hazavd of all expeditions. The principal problem was
financial. Vailati had figured that the cost of the expedi-
tion wounld be covered by public and private subscrip-
tion—and these came in with some diflicuity. The Gog-
gler Club of Milan, the largest Tralian underwatey spores
society, was sponsoring the expedition. To its own con-
tribution, the cub added the proceeds of a film lestival
of international underwater documentaries, which was
organized with grear success during the summer ac the
prineipal swimming vesorts. But we needed much more.
Raimondo Bucher volunteered to try a spectacular ex-
ploit in order o ger publicity for the expedirion, He
would undertake a public attempt 1o break the skin-
diving record of 115 feet!
The announcement was r

wee all hureied b

ade, the vepresentatives
of the press swarmed arowund like fies, and we all gah:
ered on a small boat that carried us oul to the spot
chosen for the great event. Rain poured down steadily,
and a chilling wind tossed the water into choppy waves
that rocked the boat. Several newspapermen and phitog:

(]

iphers lost interest in sports and spent some time
g over the mail, their faces almost as green as the tliing
waters around them. Even Raimondo felt a bit uncasy
at the pit of his stomach—not a very encouraging devel-
opment. Despite cold and rain and seasickness. however,
e was determined to go alead. Public attention had

an-

been focussed on his attempt, and he wanted to take
tull advantage of it.

Bucher was in wonderful condirion and quite con-
filent. We all knew that he could set the record under
good conditions. But now? If he succeeded, he would
give invaluable aid to the expedition, But if he failed,
perhaps the expedition would Jose prestige, reducing
our chances of raising funds even more.

The newspapermen seemed skeptical but curions.
They bombarded me with questions.

“What are you going to 4o with this thing here?”
a fat journalist asked me, pointing to my movie camera
in its big watertight case.

“I'm going down to film Bucher’s 1[I{‘mpt.

“And these things—what are theys?
1 explained, “One for me; one
for a friend of Bucher's, Mercante, who will be a hun-
dred fect down; enc for the offcial judge; and one for
Vailari. who will be at the bottom o help Bucher if
necessary.”

One man asked me what T thought of the letrer
Bucher had received from a German doctor advising
him against exceeding a hundred feer. Beyond  that
depth, he saiel. grave damage might occ at least a lung.
hemorthage. But 1 had seen Raimondo fishing below
a hundred [eer several times, and always he had requrmed

“Autorespirators,




lively and gay. 1 think scientists sometimes set absolute
limits that apply only to ordinary human beings. not 10
an excepional man like Bucher.

“But five atmosphere-strata of water!” one man
protested. “At thirty-three feet atmospheric pressure is
doubled, at sixey-six oripled, and so on. His body will
have to support a weight of forty tons at every point on
its surface. It's madness!” 1 looked at the man and de-
cided from his pale face and thick eveglasses that he was
the correspondent of a lefuist paper. 1 was saved
from answering by a big wave that threw us against the
rails. When we all reorganized ourselves, [ found mysell
in the center of 2 different group.

“What about his cars?” a man asked.

He would put a clamp on his nose. This would close
the Eustachian tubes connecting the nose and ears, ore-
ating pressure on the internal ssde of the eardrums. Thus
as the external pressure increased, so would the intermal.
The balanced pressure would protect the eardrums.

“But what will he wear?” interrupted a man who
was obwiowsly late in gathering his facts and had failed
1o read even our ansouncement.

“Fins, 2 mask. a nose clamp. webbed gloves. and a
gun—the customary apparel of the underwarer hunter.”

“Nothing else?” And he shivered. despite his great-
eoar and scarf.

“Judging from the weather,” 1 said. 1 think he
should also get himself an umbrella.” This sarcasm failed
o silence them.

“Personally, how do vou think he will make out?”

“T am cemain he will suceeed.” 1 announced. “No
doubt of it!"”

But I knew I was lying. so | wmed o prepare
once more the waterprool case for my camera. There
had already been dificultics, delays, and such things tell
on the morale of a competitor under great strain. First,
the crew had been unable 1o lower a small boat into the
water becanse of the waves. Then it had waken some
tme to find the right spot for lowering the 150-foot
cable. It had to reach to the botom, where Vailati would
station himself. Along it were attached corks at different
levels, properly marked. They had o be fixed lightly so
that Bucher could snatch and bring to the surface the
one at his lowest Point. Some of these corks came Joose
and had to be anached again. But finally everything was
ready.

“Get in line, all in line!” shouted a photographer,
who wanted us all 10 undress together—Raimondo and
those going into the water with him.

We started 1o peel off clothing down to our bathing
suits. How cold it was! The bysitanders, warmly dressed,
grew pale as they watched us, pulled on gloves, wrapped
scarves tightly around their necks. I looked at Mercante
and watched the raindrops roll over the goose pimples
that covered his skin. Not even the heat of a hundred
flash bulbs warmed us, and we all complained loudly
about the cold.

But we had no real complaints. We were actually
proud to be helping Bucher at this moment.

At one o'clock we were in the water. Then a wave
carried the boat too far away, and we waited while it
mancuvered into place. Vailati, on his way down, became
entangled in the cable with corks. two corks came loose
and bobbed to the surface. We had to go down to auach
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them once more, followed by the judge who saw that all
was in order. We boarded the boat. shivering. until all
was made ready agam.

Just before three o'clock we were all in position—
Vailati a1 the boriom, Mercante at one hundred feet. T
at sixty-five feet. 1 planned to shoot a general panorama,
catching him from the moment he dived and following
him from the surtace until he disappeared into the deep
blue below. Since 1 could not shoot with eolor film
below a cortain limar, Vailati would carch the historic
moment with a phoroflash.

Looking up, 1 saw Raimondo’s body break the
surface of the warer. In an instant he flashed by me.
overcoming the wall of water by the powerful blows of
his hns. Like an arrow he plummeted down., and I saw
Mercante leave his post at one hundred feer 1o follow
the diver. according to plan. At 110 feet, dose 10 the
tecord, Raimondo put his hands to his head. stopped
pumping with his feer. Then, with a sudden lunge, he
straightened up and pointed wward the surface, giving
up his attempt even though he had been o very dose.

We all surfaced 1o find out what was wrong. Noth-
ing serious. His mask had slipped shighily. allowing
warter to seep inside and cut his visibility.

We all had 10 rest before Bucher tried again, and 1
wordered how his spirit could hold up under this series
of demoralizing adversitics. The cold water had numbed
the muscles on whase flexibility he depended. The pitch-
ing of the boat continued 1o upset his stomach. Bur he
would not declare himself beaten.

The rest of us changed our respirators and wied o
warm ourselves a lictle. At three hfrcen, Raimondo got

to his feet and said he was ready. Inio the warer we
went, and Vailati went down to see that all was in order.
He surfaced with the good news that the water, which
had been rather muddy, was now much clearer below
sixty-five feet. Raimondo made a shallow dive and was
beside us at the buoy. We dove to our positions. and
were scarcely in place when 1 saw Buacher's body break
the surface. A shadow skimmed past me as 1 followed it
with my camera. Seeing the confident power of his
strokes renewed my lost confidence. When he disap-
peared below I surfaced and waited. A second went by,
another second. I heard the voice of 2 radio-commentator
on the boat. Still he hasn't appeared. One minute. .
One minute ten seconds. . . . One minute ffteen sec-
onds. . . . HERE HE 15!”

Raimondo’s head bobbed to the surface, and he
tossed a small cork happily in the air. I swam to retrieve
it and heard him cry. “Thiny-nine meters!”

A hundred and twentv-eight feet! A new waorld's
record.

Bucher dimbed up on the boat, with the rest of us
behind him. Suddenly he staggered slightly, and 1 helped
support him. But it was only a momentary collapse. At
extreme depths, the peripheral circulation of the blood
ceases. When one rises rapidly to the surface. the abrupt
change in pressure causes the bleod 1o flow back into the
peripheral blood vessels, bringing sudden weakness and
dizziness.

Raimondo was himself again. healthy and happy,
in time to hear the applause from everyone on the boat
and his wife Enza’s screams of joy.

The press made a colossal clamor about the new
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record. Life magazine devoted two pages to the man who
had gone down to 128 feet in just a bathing suit. The
news echoed around the world and people became very
interested in the National Underwater Expedition o
the Red Sea,

The Italian Olympics Committee made a contribu-
tion, as did the Superior Council of Research, with a
promise of further help. Many individuals helped us,
and institutions and corporations contributed much-
needed equipment. Professor Baschicri received scien-
tific instruments from the University of Rome. Food
companies gave us provisions and mineral water. And
hnally Societa Anonima Lavorazioni Varie Apparecchi
di Salvataggio of Rome supplied everything we needed
. and masks thar we
had chosen during our tests and trials.

With all this help, the expedition was on its way.

in the way of autorespirators, fi

Our first coral jungle

Everything takes longer than you expect. especially the
things vou want most. It was December 27 before we
left, instead of the end of Seprember. Even when every-
thing else was arranged, we had trouble finding the right
ship that would carry us to the Red Sea and serve as our
floating base. Promises and refusals of ships from the
Military Marine alrernaced with telephone calls to Brimo
Vailati, who kept busy receiving, examining, and reject-
ing the proposals of shipbuilders and private owners.
Finally everyone decided to cut short the promises
{ B

and suggestions and find an adaptable vessel. Vail:



10, and Baschieri set out i our litede utility car to
find a ship. Some time later they telegraphed that they
had found something useful ar Civitaveechia—a small
motorship that had ansported Pecoring cheese from
Sardinia to Italy for six years, We all rushed down to
see it

The Formica was a little ship—1g5 tons. g3 feet
long, 23 feet wide, with a motor capable of pushing the
vessel along at the breath-raking speed of seven miles per
hour. But it looked comfortable, and was clean and trim,
with 1 slender, sure line and a bell-prow. It created a
sympathetic impression as it rode at anchor under the
immense stern of the ransadantic liner, Saterria.

There was a good crew of four: C:zpr;n'n Solari, a
big strong man with black eyes amd a booming voice
(The way he wore his peaked eap reminded me of Walt
Disney'’s “Old Sea Wolf"); the boatswain Maollo, a Tus-
can, nervous and usually angry: Mauro, the mechanic,
young and pleasant and always laughing; and fnally
Giuseppe (called “Peppe”). a funny [ellow, who had
among other duties that of slowly poisoning us, for he
was the cook.

Aside from the crew’s quarters, there was a space
divided into two compartments with four bunks, two on
each side in doubledecker fashion—in an arvea so small
that it would not even have been acceprable as & moun-
L refuge. Since this was not enough room for us, a
supplementary cabin with eight places had to be con-
structed on the deck.

The day after Christmas we all cime o Naples,
where the Formica awaited us, for our departure, We
looked over the little machine room and the wheelhouse,

(L]
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where each of us would take turns working in order to
relieve the crew, We mried out our vibrating bunks that
measured about a foot less than we did and were built
of six parallel planks of wood. But cheerfully we tacked
up good-luck pieces and photographs, and made our-
selves at home,

COhne truck arvived with crude oil, another with an
icebox, then several more with cases of supplies. We
sorted them into different raL:;;ories—swrls. photo-
graphic, scientific, and alimentary—and stowed them
away neatly along the walls of the hold. From the main
hatch we could go down easily and get any of the stores
we necded.

Until the Fast moment of departure, journalists and
photographers were crawling over the boat, peeking in
all the holes, climbing on the Tigging, fashing bulbs in
our faces. and making Baschieri quake for fear of seeing
his fragile and precious aguariums shattered. Finally, at
six o'clock in the moming on the tweniy-seventh, the
Formica snorted a blast on its whistle, and we began to
listen to the monatonous rumbling of the motor that
would accompany us like a faithful snore for many
months.

After waiting so long. we happily watched the land
disappear behingd us. But the weather deeided to delay
us further, and an infuriated sea forced us into the port
of Capri. There we sat for seven long days, feeling a
liztle silly ar making only such a short excursion after so
much preparation. Then, although the barometer sill
warned us to be careful, we took heart from a bright
moon and a calm sca, and set forth.

For two days all went well, and then the storm
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struck again. It did net make us Feel better, much later,
to learn that during those stormy two weeks of our trip
to Port Said the transatlantic liner Champolfion had been
wrecked on the coast of Libya and an American liberey
ship split, off Livorno. From one storm to another we
made our way to Greece, passed through the cinal of
Corinth, and headed toward Crete, with the help of a
hurricane at our stern.

At the start of our final leap oward Egypr. the
weather was fine again, but then Neptune decided that
we were getring too close to our goal and lashed out with
¢ fury, The Formica plunged down the side
of one wave. wallowed uncertainly for a moment be-
tween two walls of water, then panted up the steep hill
of the next wave, shaking and quivering. In the supple-

even gr

mentary cabin, the water ook over the lower levels as
if it belonged there, and four people. four boxces, four
suiteases, and one dog crowded into two upper berths.
Then the rains began, making the upper berths unin
habitable and. worse, reducing visibility almast to zero.
As a comsequence we almost smashed into a tanker that
sucldenly crossed our bow. Mollo, who was at the wheel,
put the Formica into a sharp turn, which left us ready
to be overturned in the trough of the waves.

But we kepr going, the seas calmed down slightly,
andl turned vellow. By this we knew we had met the
waters of the Nile. Congratulating the crew and our-
selves, we sailed inro the Nile estuary, made our way
under the sterns of many great ships, and tied up at a
pier in Port Said, to the many shouts of sailors in Danish
English. German. and other languages. They were par-
ticularly amused at Enm Bucher, who was busy on deck
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should soon explore and. although our ultimate goal was
far 1o the south, we were all eager to slip down below
and sec what the place looked like. Bur for a time we
moved ahead slowly. passing many low rocky islands of
the sort that make the Red Sea the most perilous to navi-
gation in the world. Each was a crown of dry rock lying
above layers of stratified coral and madrepore. Beyond
the visible rock, the layers stretched out some distance
horizontally, ten or twelve feet below the surface of the
water. almost invisible a trap for unwary ships that came
too near. Because of such shoals, the Red Sea is dotted
by beacon lights that throw raws of protection o the
hundreds of ships that use this busy roure linking East
and West,

We were interested because we knew that on and
around such shoals we would perform a great deal of our
work, for here lay the headquarters of underwater life of
the tropical seas. From the deep abyss these formations
arose, building evil castles, formifications, spires, towers.
and pinnacles amidst which swim the Gtizens of the deep.
Sometimes their crests reached above the surface: some-
times they lurked just below. We would find many as far
down as we could dive.

We «w the beacon light on the island of Shad-
wan shonly after midnight and anchored near it about
three a.m. As dawn came, we all stared at this example
of the absent-mindedness of nature. From the point of
view of aridity and squalor, we were to see much worse.
but this was our first sight of such barrenness, and we
were terrified. Mother Natre, usually so bountiful and
rich, had placed here an island twice as large as Gapri.

made only of cones of rock and pink sand. When people
say “‘not a blade of grass,” they must mean Shadwan,
In the iciest regions of the North or in the driest deserts,
there is always some vegetation. Even on Mars, accord-
ing to scientists, there is lichen. On Shadwan—no.

We slipped into our diving equipment and let our-
selves down into the water. As we swam toward the
island, the crown of the madreporic shoals, the impres-
sion of complete barrenness stayed with us. But when
we lefit the ordinary world and began our wrip down inte
the Blue Continent. the unbelievably fabulous spectacle
that greeted us scemed to be a peace offering 10 compen
sate for Shadwan. From the impenctrable bluc of the
marine depths, the coral barrier rose toward the surface
in an infinite variety of shades of dark blue. It had a
multitude of points. ravines, elbows. and recesses—like
the stumps of very old, enormous oaks—that burst forth
in all directions with a violence almost
a richness and fantasy beyond imagination.

We were all under water, swimming among hun-
dreds of different species of fish. between the long arms
of coral which were hirst pink. then purple, then vellow,
among the madreporic formations of rococo architecture
in many colors.

Giorngio and 1. armed with two cameras, traveled
along the jutting diffs. moving up and down withour
effort, pointing our the arbalests, the parrot fish, the nail
fish, and other inhal s of this jungle, all of whom
darted about investigating us between nibbles at the
madrepore and the coral. The coral and madrepore fur-
nish food for very small hish. the small fish are food for
larger ones, and so on—a continuous chain of life and
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restore at least some degree of these lost colors.

We had worked and tested and had been satisfied.
But here was the real tesi—in the Red Sea. Eagerly we
tried ont all our new tricks. even more cagerly awaited
the results. You can see some of them in this book and
judge for yourself.

After the first day of diving, we sat long over dinner
exchanging our impressions of the Red Sea. We were
eager 10 get on 1o our base and ger to work in earnest.
The next moming, we headed south again.

1 was serving my tum at the wheel, and Cecco
Baschieri and the captam were near by, when we saw a
sudden breaking of white foam abour three hundred
feet abead of us. The map indicated no shoal near this
point, but we felt thar no map could show every one of
these traps, so we kept our cyes open to sce if another
whitecap appeared, which might mean the breaking of 1
wave on a half-hidden madreporic bank.

Then the white foam gleamed off to the right, and
we realized thar it was caused by something moving,
something with a large tail and fin.

“A shark! A shark!™

The great fish we had been wanting o see had
come 10 meet us. Evervone ran to the bow, and a har
poon was quickly made ready. The water was broken
again by a violent blow of the fins, and a wet body, thick
and shining, leapt out of the water and fell back again
with a crashing noise. We saw a triangular form and
bubbling water. Fins and tails appeared and disap-
peared. Then, standing erect from the water like a linde
metal fag, a long black fin. Around it the water became
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muddy from a vast and oily mark of blood thar spread
over the surface.

When we armived at the spot. we found only a picce
of a large fish, which we identified as the remains of a
swordfish. Enormous bites had been taken from the
body, and blood was gushing forth. We all cried our,
for we had scen a dramatic duel between a swordhsh
and on¢ or more sharks. We judged that there must have
been more than one shark: one alone could not have
eaten 50 much in a few seconds. A group of sharks, we
decided. must have risen suddenly from the depthis, sur-
rounded their succulent prey and, after a violent fight,
overpowered and devoured it wattle that was no douli
repeated thonsands of times a day among the monsters
of the sea.

We were just about to harpoon the remains of the
swordiish and bring it aboard for observation when a
shadow came up very slowly under the keel of the ship.
It was one of the victors coming to see what we were
doing with his meal—a mackerel shark of very tranguil,
imposing stature, about fourteen feet long. He swam
about two and a half feet below the surface, garing with
his small. slv eves at the carcass of the swordfish. Fright-
ened by our shouts of surprise and enthusiasm. he sank
away under water with a flashing stroke of his tail. We
hurried 10 ger onr cameras, j as one of the seamen
cried out. “Here it is! Here it is again!™

The shark advanced slowly near the surface, leaning
slighrly as it approached its prey, then it ook such a
tremendous bite with such speed and such incredible
force that it gave me the shivers.

Bruno Vailati. hanging over the il with-a har-
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poon, hurled it with all his might and soruck the shark
right in the middle. The steel harpoon, on 2 hardwood
javelin seven feet long and almost three inches thick,
passed into the fish, paralyzing it for the fraction of a
second. We all held our breath as it twisted slowly, as
if understanding where the danger came from. Turning
completcly on its back, the shark defiamily opened and
closed its mouth twice with majestic slowness, and then
with a sudden flashing movement broke the pole in two.
Into the blue depths he disappeared, far from the eyes
of man, o die in silence and dignity. as befuted the
King of the Sca.

A few days later, on the way south, we decided that
we should put in at the linle port of Koseir. which
wie found on the map, to replenish our water. One mom-
ing it appeared suddenly before us out of a fog so thick
that the island scemed to be foating just above the sea,
It not anly looked unreal, but the town near the shore
actually was unreal. We all siood and stared.

“It's a mirage,” Gigi Stwart said. “We've all had
sunstroke,”

Om the shore, on the pier, on the boats, around the
houses, we saw not one living being. Usually when our
ship entered any harbor, boats filled with police and
customs officials—two things never lacking even in the
most microscopic countries of the world—hurried out at
once, followed by all sorts of vendors. But at Koseir
there was no sign of life.

We decided to spend some time diving around the
beantiful madreporic shoal which we dimly saw a short
distance away under the crystalline tops of the waves.
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Here we met an interesting new species of tropical fish
—a huge example of local tuna, but smaller than that
of the Meditermanean wna, streaked with purple-blue
veins. And flopping about the school of wuna were thou-
sands of little sardines, so thick that we seemed 1o be
immersed in sardines rather than in water. When 2 muna
approached the sardines, they skipped away with such
speed that it was hard to sce the surface of the water,
for they jumped by the hundreds on top of the waves.
Later, this scene was repeated fanther south where smaller
tuna wok the place of the sardines flecing from larger
tuna,

In the sand on the bottom, a shont distance from
the reef, I saw four or five gasoline tanks that hnri fallen
into the sea. Coming from one tank 1 saw something that
looked like a black rope abont seven feet long
thing emerged from another tank, and I swam closer ta
see what these creatures were. Just as [ amrived, a beau-
tiful sting Tay came out of a tank, rapidly beating is
winglike fins and pulling behind it a tail that never
seemed to end. There was a ray in each tank, and within
a few minutes, four of them were arcing about me,
very much disturbed. T hid myself. and shorily the four
winged creatures re-entered their convenient homes

continue their naps.

Meanwhile, Zeoca had bagged one of the tuma.
which was endowed with such a robust constitution that
it put up a strenuous fight even when morcally wounded.
Bruno had made a good catch. too—a sea cel. The scien-
tific group pleased because it was the first specimen
that we had seen of the white sea eel. for most of these
creatures are blackish, or brown with yellow spots. The
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it the cobra fish, fecling that this name was more appro
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jection, and some relief, sa that our Professor could take
somme joy in his find.

By that time, Koseir proved that it contained liv-
ing people. for a very pleasant Egyptian captain came
aboard, followed by a military entourage. He invited us
all 1o his office, which was a small “castle” of stone,
filled with blackbirds. Before it stood four imposing
cannons (“Capuured from Napoleon,” he said). He sat
ar his desk drinking several bottles of Coca-Cola, with
three posters of General Naguib looking down on him.
He asked many questions about the expedition—in ltal-
tan, English, and French. We replied in the same lan-
guages and also drank our hll of Coca-Cola. Then he
showed us a collection of shells. embalmed oysters, and
live pigeons, the last so tame that they were always walk-
ing around behind him.

He told us that behind the port there was an indus
trial center, a phosphate factory full of lalians. While
we were thinking of a way to take our leave. the divector
of the factory armived, having learned of the arrival of
an Italian ship.

He was very courteous, and we happily went with
him 10 see the industrial center of “lost™ ltalians living
in the middle of the low. interminable, deserted coast
of Upper Egypr. Behind the diy and dusty Arab houses,
half crumbling from the sun, and under the ruins of a
liwle fort half buried in the sand, there appeared a
group of ncat buildings surrounded by many green
gardens. Alongside a narmow church. stood a Jarger
building, the factory—the “classical” architecture of Ital-
ian villages in Africa.
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As we looked over the factory and met Talian tech-
nicians, we learned that Koscir lives almost exclusively
from this industrial center. The country receives warer
and light from the factory, which is also responsible for
its port activity, however small. The more active popu-
lation works with the Italians, and the children go o
the Italian school. The school is headed by a very agree-
able teacher from Venice, who, to his great joy and our
great interest, showed us the ichthyological collection
he had made since his arrival. Thus the apparenily dead
island of Koseir tarned out to have much life indeed.

We headed south once more, and ran into a gale
near the Suakin islands that made us run for Port Sudan.
We entered the channel that leads to the city across a
maze of little islands and reefs, and passed the great
lighthouse of Sanganch, a steel structure that looked like
a parody of the Eiffel Tower.

Hundreds of marine birds Auuered about us, ma-
jestic sea hawks, the usual sea gulls, and other fishing
birds that closed their wings and plunged like arrows
into the water, reappearing 1 moment later with fish in
their beaks. Besides these new acquaintances. we met on
shore Procopio, a Greek of incredible circumference, of
good humor, and an unimaginable kitchen. From him
we collected 2 dozen postcards of the Fuery-Wuzzics,
handsomest warriors in Africa. with their uniform of
shiclds, feathers and lances. and a memorable dinner
which greatly extended our knowledge of Arab dishes.

South again, in a voyage that seemed twice as long
as we had expected. Then we saw a large town in the
distance. As we approached, we saw that it st retched out
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toward the sea on a huge island which was joined to
the mainland by a long dike. T'wo Arab boats with very
white triangular sails that nearly touched the water
appeared beside us to guide us to land. At nine thinty
on January 27, the Formica was tied 1o the pier of
Massaua, our real goal.

40

Clandestine drving

There was a great deal of trafhic on board the Formica,
with many uniformed officials—police. customs, medical
inspectors—investigating, counting, verifying, stamping,
discussing, affixing signatures. We asked for transit visas
from the authorities and work permits for the Dahlak
Archipelago. The visas were apparently easy, bui the
work permits—that was another matter. There had to be
much investigation. It would take a little time.

If for any reason the authorities refused us, we
planned to move on 1o Kamaran, a British island
off the coast of Yemen. surrounded by an interesting



archipelago. But we preferred 1o make Massaua our
headquarters. We had 10 have a port properly equipped
for the handling of bottles of oxygen and compressed air
for respirators and other equipment. We needed space
for workshops in which to make repairs, and a base con-
venient to ltaly so that we could send off exposed film
right away, The heat and humidicy of the southern Red
Sea were death 1o them, even though they were protected
by metal boxes aml hygroseopic salts.

The officials left, and we realized that the permits
would arrive, but not for several days at least. We tried
o make the best of the delay by sightsecing in Massaua
and lying in wait to photograph the evening drives of
the Negus, Haile Selassie, ruler of the former ltalian
colony of Eritrea now annexed to Ethiopia.

The sky-blue Cadillac of Haile Selassie moved
slowly down the street about six o'clock, preceded by
the Imperial Guard in three lemon-colored jeeps. The
Negus sat in back, wearing a tall peaked cap covered
with gold brail. With a nod he answered the salutes of
the people and with an arm outside the window searched
for a linle air. Two reddish fox terriers frisked about on
the back sear near him.

He reminded me more of the city councilman of a
TESOTE oW, 10 whom crowds of men in shors and white
shirts wave and bow withowt too much movement, since
they do not want to sweat. There was something oo
intimate and informal about the scene to make one think
of an emperor. But it made the Negus guite likable and
sympathetic. Even the Ttalians, who certainly did pot
welcome the loss of Eritrea to Ethiopia, regarded him
with sympathy and spoke of him with admiration.

L]

This was not encugh to satisfy us. We had prepared
and waited so long that we were impatient w get o work,
o make our explorations, gather our information, test
our theories.

Just what were these theorics? What was the pur-
pose behind the expedition and what did we hope to
accomplish? There had been other underwater expedi-
fions, some to the Red Sea. How was our expedition
different? In some ways it not different. There had
been so hitle exploration of this new world, almest a
new universe, that most of it remained hidden and un-
known, offering felds for scores of expeditions. Like the
others. we wanted to leamn all we could abour evervihing
we encountered and record it thoroughly, cuefully.
Beyond chat, we wanted to concentrate on getring somc-
thing new. For one thing, we planned o make a long
and intensive study of prolonged underwater diving in
different localities under different conditions, As part of

this aim. Dr. Grazioli planned o keep daily records, on
behall of the Medical Sports Federation. of the physical
and psychological cffects of prolonged immersions and
of the conduct of men moving and working in the Blue
Continent.

The scientific group’s aim was to assemble a vast
collection of specimens of every type of marine life,
chiefly for the Civic Museum of Zoology of Milan. Every
shell. every fish. every plant would add to man’s knowl-
edge of the underwater world, a world of such riches
that all the farms and facrories and mines of the ex-
ploited and developed world above the seas could not
provide a tenth of the energy, minerals. and foods of




this new continent. The human race. growing by leaps
and bounds despite the starvation and undernourish
needs a new world

ment of two thirds of its number
to explore and develop, a new storehouse of sustenance,
materials, and power. The surface of the sca 15 the new
froatier across which the enterprising and adventurous
push today so that in the Future all men can reap the
harvests of these limitless acres, am arca three times as
great as all the land on earth.

We felt that men would have to abandon their old

concepts of the sea—as a place to swim. a sustainer of
boats, and a liquid from which 1w extract a few fish by
dropping lines and nets just below the surface. We
wanted men 10 conquer il
quered the air above them—actually a far easier and
inhnitely e

depths as they have con-

e rewarding venture than ascending into
1. but
ip. In

the stratosphere there is nothing. In the deep sea there

the siratosphiere. Neither place has enough oxy;
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pered by the pull of gravity. Bue the explorers of the
sca, of the Blue Continent. already have their space suits,
in which they drift at case through their new environ-
ment, unfettered by gravity, able to send themselves up

or down, forward or backw
effort,

The exploration of the new continent beneath the
water, a5 we carried it on, would be thoreughly docu-

rd, with the most casual
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mented—with still pictures, moving pictures, written
descriptions of every importane item we found, That
was the work of my group. And finally, there was the
SPOrLS program. For one thing, the |]1l]‘ling and ('.'ll:"h[]'lg
af this group would supply the scientific group with its
specimens. But the group also had a program of its own:
to conduct agpuatic big-game hunting in ways that had
never been tried betore. Many men had preceded us in
div imong sharks and other dangerous fish, proving
that they do not atack when one dives. Hlans Hass had
done it. Cousteau had done it carrying a stick to push
back sharks approaching oo dose. We planned to carry
the study of sharks even further. shooting them o ob-
serve if, and when, they recovered their courage, subject-

ing them toall kinds of stimuli o study thear psychology.
We wanted to continue the task of removing from sharks
their blood-staimed halo of superstition and tall tales and
replace it with the light of known faces.

These and a dozen other goals lay behind the expe-
ditien

el behined our

ipatience i get on with our
work. That is why we listened cagerly to the advice of
a few friends who sugwested that we could begin clandes-
timely, if we went abous it with discretion and livde fuss.
Not far away there was a lintle island called Sceik Said,
named for a prophet supposedly buried there, Promising
cotal veefs lay around it, which we decided 1o investigate.

We decided not to move the Formica or even our
le
ng almost under the
noses of the guards, who seemed chiefly preoccupied with
keeping me from walking along the streets of Massaua
in @ bathing suit, as I had done one hot day.

small boar. Instead we went to the litle island and hired

small boats used tor terrying, wo

a woray eel and
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A grear disappointment was in store for us at Sceik
Said. The waters were muddy, but not from dirt or sedi-
ment. The lack of rransparency came from hillions of
plankron, the tiny one-celled creatures, animal and vege:
table. that are the staff of life of all seas. Most of them
microscopic in size, they fHoar about in dense clouds.
Their presence in such superabundance meant one good
thing, however: There would be plenty of fish about,
for plankton furnish the principal food of the ocean to
creatutes ranging from the sardine to the whale. 1 have
heard that if one took an enormous quantity of plankton
and mixed it with the meat of a crayfish or other fish, he
would have croquettes not only of high nutritive value
but of delicious flavor,

Clouds of plankion have been given as the reason
behind variations in depth readings made by electronic
devices that are highly accurate. Even in the same spot
readings indicared that the botwom of the sea had risen or
fallen in periods corresponding to night and day. Since
the bottom obviously stays right where it ought to be. the
only reasonable explanation was a cloud of plankion
so dense that they reflected the electronic signals like a
solid mass. We were able to confirm this hypothesis dur-
ing our work in the Red Sea, when we noted that the
best hours for photography were between seven and nine
in the morning, for ar nine the cloud of plankton rose and
reduced our visibilicy,

Our first dives were unsatisfactory. For one thing,
in an area that was so rich in fsh, all of us thought about
sharks. Bruno, Bucher and Gigi spoke with unashamed
fear of encountering sharks, for everyone we had talked
to at Massaua was terrified of them. We would also have
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telt better at our hrst meetings with these creanres if we
could have seen clearly. Even if the expens said sharks
were harmless, we preferred verifving these starements
with good wisibility. In a few days, however, we relaxed
and even aceustomed ourselves to the muddiness. And
then we learned that below thinty or thirty-five feet, the
water was much clearer. So down we went.

At Secik Said there was a famous coral precipice
which rises tromi the botom in many peaks up to within
a few yards of sea level—big and calm and imposing, a
huge petrified forest, a living and growing forest con-
tinually changing and increasing wself. Like all the rocky
reels in this region it is made of millions of cn
called Coclenterata. Madrepore and coral are not lifeless
minerals, but columns constructed by tiny gelatinous
animals which give out calcium carbonate—hard and
rocky. The scaffold is continually being formed, so that
a coral bank or precipice can truly be said to be a living
thing. Some of the madrepore. for instance, prove quite
conclusively that they are alive when you touch them.
One of these is called fire coral by the natives, and gives
a strong burn, similar to thar of the jellyfish but more
painful. Actually, madrepore and jellyfish belong to the
same family, despite the fact that they seem so different—
one a living skeleton, the most perrified thing in the
animal kingdom; and the other the softest and most
gelatinous of all.

The madrepore aften assume strange forms, and
there are around two thousand known species. The most
wiful are those shaped like fungi. opening wide cir-
umbrellas above a thick central stump. The wide
top; as tragile-looking as spun sugar and perforated like
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old lace. sometimes reachies a diameter of fourteen or hi-
teen feet. and beneath its shelter are sleepy chemnas and
other fish. We somctimes hid there in order to watch
big fish that came near.

We saw lving on the sands near the bottom of the
coral precipice huge "brain” madrepore. globular and
imlented by all the convolutions that suggest a human

brain. Not far away were stars, thorns. cups. threads, elk-
horns, trees—all made of madrepore, some yellow, others

violet, hight blue. brown and white. On sandy strerches

there were small mushrooms, and cups that seemed to
be made just to be taken home to serve as ash trays
Silverio, who had a hancée waiting for him ar Ponza,
rathered many of these o use as confetti containers
on his wedding day.

Ar Sceik Said we also encountered the rarest type
| of madrepore—the organ. These were violent-red verti
| cal tubes clinging 10 rocks or other madrepore and ex-
r. One fancies

his im pertect ord

e
one hears Bach as he swims near to the impeosir
ment. Moving away respecifully. T came upon 2 vast
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ered with gay hand-painted designs on its yellow surface.

As if this were not color enough, we found dozens
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it to different he
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n yellow and others
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sponges of every shape. some cadm

blood-red, dull gray. and bright or
the shirt sleeves of the rocks and coral. Ar grear depths
we saw some shaped like cups, twemty to thiny inches




across. They are known as Neptune's-cup.

The sea anemone, termible flcsh-cating Bower, fasci-
nated me as it does almost every diver in wopical seas.
It Iooks graccful and innocent, with its hundreds of thin
tentacles fuctuating slowly in the currents of water. But
then I saw a liutle fish come near, obviously attracted by
the appetizing substance sent out by the tentacles, Nearer
e swam. and the tentacles reached out, cluiched the fish
and bore it to the center of the plant, which closed
around it and contracted like a sac of red fesh, winil it
looked mﬂhing like a monstrous (OMato.

Other fish swam up, famished—littde fellows with
white dots on their black sides. They stood by, wairing,
until the sea anemone reopened and let fall the sucked
and incrt form of its victim. Then the dotted parasites
pounced upon it 1o do away with the remains.

Other fish approached, orange-colored. They were
pomacentrids, and they advanced fearlessly toward the
outsirerched tentacles of the sea anemone. Was this the
end of them, 100> No. Instead of being scized and en-
closed, the two pomacentrids swam into the midst of
the waving tentacles and began to clean up the flower
industriously. Here 1 witnessed one of the many ex-
amples of mutual service and proteciion to be found
in the sea. [ advanced my gun oward the pomacentrids,
bat they did not flee. Instead. the sea anemone closed
them up inside, protecting its “servants” until the threat
was removed. When 1 withdrew. the flower opened. and
the unharmed fish went on with their cleaning task, afrer
which they swam away happily.

Baschieri reported another example of the same
sort of thing. He saw a big parroe fish standing still, with
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its snout in the air and its mouth open. Two small blue
fish were busily cleaning the rubbish from its mouth.

Two days later, Bucher and 1 were amusing our-
selves on the bottom, looking for fish subjects to photo-
graph. We met a large sea ccl of sinister brown and violet
color, sticking its head out of a hole in the coral. Inside
its enormous mouth, we saw along the picket fence of
fine sharp teeth a lide fish, gaily tidying up the place.

Before surfacing. 1 came upon a black sea hedgehog,
whose poisonous spines are seven or cight inches long,
and beside it a big shell to which much legend is at-
tached. The Tridama lay upon the ocean floor half open,
waiting there like a trap. its wavy edges looking graceful
but awesome, with their Heshlike lips of bright color. As
Lapproached, the shell snapped shut with 2 irmness that
bespoke great strength. This characteristic, [ knew, had
given rise to most of the legends—of poor pearl divers
whase hands had been canght by the Tridaca and who
were held fast unril they drowned.

Later, some of us tried the shell’s powers: It is true
that on the bottom, a hand cannot be freed easily. But
vou can pull the shell from the sand without much
trouble. surface. and pry it open without cither much
pain or dithculty.

You have probably seen the Tridacna more often
than you think, for they are commonly used in churches
as shallow fonts for holy water.

1 was lying on the sand at Sceik Said. soaking up a
little warm sunshine before returning to the depths, and
heard Baschieri tell the amaring theories of Coustean
concerning such fine “coral” sands. Most people think



they are created by crosion of the sea, but Cousteau he-
licves the parrot fish is responsible. Using its very hard
beak, it consumes enormous quantities of madrepore.
After digesting it, the fish leave behind them microscop-
ically mashed particles which evenmally make so many
fine heaches and sandy bottoms of the sea.

Diown we dove again, meeting near the coral preci-
pice a school of arbalests with blue horizontal stripes
and very long rails. Then the actors in this gaudy stage-
setting changed, and we saw many different kinds of
busterfly fish. Some were vellow and far with thin black
Tines and large dark marks under the eves. traveling in
pairs. Others had dorsal fins that looked like bunches
of feathers, and they circled around the madrepore in
fours. These were also yellow but had black and white
shading in the middle and two hommy eyebrows over the
eyes. Sull others were sitver, with brown snouts and black
tails—the most elegant fish we had seen, until we came
upen the rare type with violent-orange vertical stripes
on the vellow snout, and another a lovely reddish brown.

So varied are the fishes in the Red Sea, that people
are continually inding new ones and making up names
for them. And under one common name go some that
are closely related but of many different shapes and
colors, We saw pigfish, for instance, of as great diversity
as Lthe butterfly fish, but they were all armed with horny
beaks. like the parrot fish, to eat the madrepore. It was
easy to see where this fish got its name: from its promi-
nent and comical snout, The most common type was
deep blue, with a big spot on the side.

The tiny coral fish were just as varied. Every time we
came close to the madrepore, hundreds of them darted
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fearfully away, dashing in and out of the tortuous paihs
in the coral bank. Once inside a liule crevice. they stoad
still, shaking their tails rhythmically, like a heart hear-
ing in fear, Coral fish are always small—never more than
an inch and a half to two inches long—but they range in
color from white to black, with shades of green, vellow,
and red. They think they are so safe inside the madyepore
that even when a [Jiﬂ't' is broken off and taken to the sur-
face, the riny fish remain inside.

I looked into a small dark groto in the coral and
saw a head with encrmous eyes. I shot at it. pulled it out,
and at once the fish began 1o swell up like a balloon. and
hard, sharp spines stuck out on all sides. T had caught
a porcupine fish which, when disturbed, suddenly
swallows an enormous quantity of water to make it
up. As the skin stretches. its spines stick out Lwo or three
inches, making a formidable defensive weapon, Larer T
encountered a close relative, the ball hsh, which has the
same strange capacity for blowing iself wp. but few or
no spines.

After catching the porcupine fish a shadow passed
over my head. 1 looked quickly, but the visibility was
not good enough for me to sce more than a shadow.
ark! Eager to
meet our first shark under water. Giorgio and 1 went
down quite decp, hoping to sce in the far dark corners
some of these creatures which are always in fear of an
improvised and unexpecred attack, But though we were
disappointed, our many voyages permitted us 10 photo-
graph numerous strange fish that live bevond the coral
barrier,

In the mudidiness we came upon another kind of

swell

There was no mistaking it. however



arhalest, which is a more graceful relative of the skate,
This one was black, with a white band on his tail. Fle
wis very dignified and seemee 1o be aloof and disdain-
ful of all the brightly colored fish around him. like a
serious gentleman in a dress suit at a costume ball.

Then there were spotted fish and siriped graylings,
traveling in clouds, with the vellow color predominat
ing. They moved slowly, skimming over rocks that
seemed to be formed from an endless flow of lava. Sud-
denly we saw a flashing of many spindlc-shaped sardines,
followed by majestic red-brown grayling
give them a look of perpetnal anger. In mid-water we
encountered the scad, casiest of all fish to hit with a pun
and the one which, when wounded, attracts 4
amy other. Perhaps this is because they lose such
re quantities of blood. but later we had an idea that
it was because they shricked less when in danger,

whose snouts

rks more

On the sand at grear depths we found the large
skates, clumsy brothers of the arbalests up among the
coral peaks. Although they appear to be pitch-black,
they really have a good deal of yellow on them, with clear
dors and light blue-violet circles. But there is nothing
quite so beauriful as the panther ray
Fully h the water like some airplane of the furare,
their great fins swooping up and down lik
birds and their long tails—five or six times the length of
their bodies—streaming out behind.

At Sceik
ne world, €
known as devilfish, one of several tvpes wi
ing sword under the base of the tail. As Gigi brought it

to the surface, strugaling at the end of the arrow,
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ray’s sword-tail whipped around in a great contortion
and stuck in its own side. A shudder and the fish was
dead! At the time we thought this was strange, but just
a coincidence, an accident that had happened in the
course of the creature’s siruggles. But a month Tater Gigi
and Gianni caught another devilfish, brought it to the
surface and saw the same thing happen. A bit later 1
brought one to the surface and the event repeated itself.
We were finally convinced that the fish. seeing itself lost,
chooses death rather than caprure.

This was the kind of thing we were busy learning
at Sceik Said while we waited for the permits to work
where we wanted.

Nakhuda, barracuda, and negus

The twelve of us dimbed into one taxi in Massaua and
went south o the little village of Harkiko. The taxi was
an old reliable auiomobile which had been the gift of
Mussolini to a famous Ethiopian ras, and its present
chauffeur traveled always with several ckes of icc “to0
keep from dying of the hear.” That was why. when we
opened the doors of the car, streams of water flowed
out on our feet.

I found a convenient place on the right running-
board, to the envy of all the others who coveted this cool-
est of spots. We rantled away, leaving behind us a long
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wet strip from the melting ice, and finally arrived at our
destination, When the dusty coast tumed green and soft
we were in Harkiko, an African village like most of those
along the shore, where we saw first of all an old Turkish
fort and wondered what in the world the Turks were
doing there. Then we saw huts in indescribable confu-
sion; some outdoor tables at a café a1 which the only
customers were millions of flies, a few camels looking at
us stupidly and menacingly. a thousand little bovs every
square rod and Enza Bucher buying a colored cushion.
Enza bought cushions cverywhere she went, and some-
day I am going to Naples to visit her home and see what
she has done with them all.

We were photographed in Harkiko as we had been
everywhere else, and obviously we must have been in
high spirits, because for the first time the usual hicrarchy
of having Vailati in the center. flanked by Baschieri and
Bucher, was not observed.

We came 1o Harkiko o look for an Arab nakbrda,
giving Vailati a chance to show off his Arabic. A nakhuda
is a man who for years, since childhood, has navigared
sampans all over the little known routes of the Red Sea.
He is indispensable to anvone who wants to get off the
beaten track in this sea filled with recfs and shoals.

Nazkhudas are held in great esteem in these regions,
are called “chief” because they have traveled 0 many
places and met many different people. But they are not
necessarily considered decent and honest. Some have
made great reputations as pirates. A few have been
known 1o ferry pilgrims on the way to Mecea to an un-
known island and leave them there to die after robbing
them. They are never found our. for the voyage is clan-
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destine in the first place, nobody knows the istands, and
the thousands of crabs will disposc of the remains in
short order. It is no wonder that the nakhuda is sor-
mounded with a halo of mystery and fearful respect.
Honest or dishonest, they are all obviously cunning and
intelligent. Ome of them, called Ato Joseph, told us an
amusing tale 10 demonstrate this.

Joscph had become good friends with a Frenchman,
and they had sailed together for many years dealing. it
was said, in the slave traffic. They decided 10 organize a
colossal swindle, of the sort that would have been pos-
sible only about hfty years ago when this happened. They
bought up for almost nothing a great collection of exotic
gifts and stolen goods, all duly labeled with the official
papers of the state of Abyssinia. Then they journeyed 10
St. Petersburg, where Ato presented his gifis and fake
credentials to the Tsar, whose officials never bothered 10
check into them. For about two years. the two lived roy-
ally ar the court, until one day they announced that they
were Tetuming to their country for a rest. They Blled
their valises with all the valuable objects they could lay
their hands on, and were given precious gifts for the
Menelik. It was only much later that the truth came
out, and no one was ever able to identify or locate the
“ambassadors.”

1 must reassure vou at once that the nakbuda we
found, and had with us for five months, never tried o
leave us to the crabs on a desert island or carry us 1o the
Coun of Si. James's as phony ambassadors. Our nakhuda
was of the highest intelligence and the greatest power.
But he was not casy to find

We went first 1o Sheik Sherif, a kind of local wich
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doctor, followed by a mass of people who yelled. scrcamed
and Jaughed. The witch doctor, we were told, knew all
the nakhudas of the Red Sea and could recommend the
best.

When we approached. Sheik Sherif came out on the
road dressed all in red, carrying a red banner, and sing-
ing a hymn at the top of his lungs. Vailaii thereupon
showed off his Arabic, as follows:

Vamar: My friend. tell me, who is the best nak-
huda around here?

SHEIK SHERIF (singing, skipping twice, and waving
his banner): Allah is great and we must all pray w Allah,

VamLam (afways senons): All right, my friend, but
wllme ...

SuER SueriF (still singing. jumping, and waving
the banner agan): The roads o Allah cannot be per-
ceived. The Prophet tells us 1o pray to Allah.

Vailat, patiently, bur with growing concern. re-
peated his request.

Sheik: Sherif, also patient. repeated his statements
about Allah, with variations,

After 2 quarter of an hour, Vailati tumed to us with
a strange gleam in his eves. and said. “Let’s give up. The
fellow is mad ™

At this point, Sheik Sherif grabbed his arm and mut-
tered in broken lalian, “Come with me. I'll find you a
nakhuda, but you have to give me two dollars.”

That's how we found a pilot for the Formica—
Asgodom. a young native. cunning. intelligent, and an
untining worker.

We had the pilot but nowhere to go. A week had
already passed, and we did not have our work permies.

[

Vailati pulled every string he knew, and Bucher even
made a quick trip 10 Asmara 1o hurry things along. But
we had 10 keep on working at Sceik Said.

I was on watch with the scientific group. sitting on
the sea floor and wiclding 2 hammer against the base of
a madreporic spire that we intcnded 10 bring 1o the sur-
face. Suddenly 1 had the strange sensation that someone
was looking at me over my shoulder, 1 turned and saw,
just abour eighteen inches away, the frightening face
of a huge barmacuda.

It was thin and long, very long—about seven feet.
It held its tail high and very still and looked at me with
one wide-open eye. Its mouth was slightly open, and 1
could see distinetly the line of the big triangular teeth
that give this fish such a terrible appearance. It reminded
me of an alligator. Here was the famous pirate of the
wropical seas, the fish thay patives fear even more than
sharks.

My heant was beating fast. and 1 glanced wward the
surface. 1 moved brusquely and. with a flip of its tail.
the fish moved about a yard away—but no more. 1 leapl'.
for the surface. my mouthpiece, and yvelled as
lowdly as 1 could, “Barracuda! A barmacuda seven feet
long!"” Then I went down again.

The worst place to meet a dangerous fish 15 on the
surface of the water. That is the place where he finds
dead or wounded creatures, the place he may remember
attacking other animals. | knew this was true the moment
I put my head under water again, for the barracuda was
coming straight oward me. I swam down as fast as 1
could, knowing I was safer below but not feeling sure
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Raimondo Bucher shou

ng the
of & harsacwda which ke speaved.

how safe. The bottom was not very far down. only about
twenty-five feet, and I stopped with my feet in the sand.
The barracuda followed me.

Had my friends heard my call? I was not sure, as [
had not dared take the time w0 find out. The barracuda
started to cirele around me, the way sharks do, each time

coming a little nearer to me. T didu’t have
frizhten him with. The ha

anything to

MHmer was too small

The madrepore! With a push of my fins 1 moved
over and picked up the big branch 1 had hammered
loose. T brandished it before the fish threatenmgly. He

looked startles, wneertain. and his o rrew wider,

He L'.‘-pt his eyes on me kglr[ swimming around me, but
ever farther and farther away. 1 waved my eoral branch
ik‘i'.l*it‘l!:l]l_\'. until lie was lost o si_::||l in the cloud of
plankton.

Looking up, I saw Cecco and Gianni swimming on
the surface, coryving guns, With a quick flip, T went up
to them, placing myself in the middle for protection.

“But where is he?” Baschieri asked. a Litthe dubions
‘This was the first time we had met anything like this,
and he thoughe th itement I ha
a bit.

“Underneath,” I said. "Let's go down.”

tv

in my o

Y enciororated
{ exageerated

enty seconds and
then—there it was, jumping around. With quick glances,

We dove, roamed about for

Ceceo and Gianni begged my o for doubting me.
They moved rowarnd the fish with their guns, but it
moverd out ¢

age. disappeared. We could not hnd him
in.

Surfacing, we talked excitedly,
tald him abour it. Now it was his turn to be doubeful,

i came by and we



“Well, maybe it's four or five feet,'” he grinned mndul-
gently, then dove. Twenty seconds went by, then he
bobbed up again

“By God!™ he yelled. 1 shot it! 1 shot it

He pulled the gun out of the water. It was broken
in half. The barracuda had been beneath his feet while
he was asking us about it. When he dove he found it in
range and shot it. Then there was a burning jerk and
Gigt found himself holding the butt of the gun. The
h'w‘rku:h had disappeared with the harpoon in his side

and pulling behind him the sounding line and barrel.
That evening we all talked about the exciting
events, and the others expressed doubt aboue the size of
our fish. But fate helped us. We learned the next day
that a hsherman in the city had caught a particularly
big barracuda in his net. We hurried to see him, and he
told us that he had found the fish floating with his
stomach in the air and a harpoon in his body, just a few
miles from Sceik Said. It was our barracuda, but the
tiﬁl\]nllf] Ll]l{l]l-l [‘.l'\'ﬂ :l]I many 10" zer l)l’.
him ro the plant that makes fish meal
We hurried off to the gates of the most putrified
building one can imagine, arriving at eleven o'clack at
might. "The night watchman opened the gate a livtle fear-
fully to twelve noisy people, showed us the beast in the
sox. Even without his head, which had been cut off, he
sured almost seven feet. That ended all discussions.
Qur next specimen was a guitarhsh, related both o
sharks and skates. Vailati had |J<.t n takin

¢ he had taken

little time

off after all his trouble trying to get the wo

k. permits.
He was down in the water and saw the fish coming
toward him. Bruno, whose greatest asset as a Sportsman
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is his speed. jumped the fish, pointed his gun, and hic
him squarely in the middie. The scientific group was
particularly pleased with the specimen, which for a time
hung proudly astern by its tail.

As the sun was setting that evening we saw a slim
white American destroyer on which we learned the
Negus was planning to make a trip to Djibouti, We were
all on the Formica, tied up at the same old pier in
Massaua, when a fat red-faced man in white shorts and
shirt leaned out of 2 small car and waved his hands.
Scambling from the car, he ran twoward us, shouting,
“The Negus! The Negus!™

We didn't pay much attention, because we had
heard that shout every time the Emperor made his liule
tour of the port, but this time the man came directly up
10 us. “The Negus!” he shouted. “He is coming to visit
you, and is just about o arrive!”

We asked a few questions to make sure the man
wasn't lying, then ran below to our cabins to put on
something more decent than our bathing suits. We heard
in the disance a fanfare of oumpets, signal that the
Negus was about to leave the Governor's Palace, where
he stays in Massaua. Vailati yvelled the news that he had
Just learned that the Emperor would not actually come
aboard the Formica but would remain on the picr. Since
he apparently was interested in our equipment, we de-
cided that we would have 1o 1ake it ashore where he
could view ir.

‘We had four minutes for this Jjob. while he drove
from the palace 10 the port. We managed o get from
the hold in that time about a dozen guns, spears, har-
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poons. TespiTators, tanks, masks, and fins. 1 lugged our a
huge camera, somebody else big picces of coral. and
others a case of beauriful shells. Finally the guitarfish
was tossed to the pier. The Emperor artived, and Bruno
informed us that he was going to use this opportunity
to speak to him about the permits.

The Emperor was at the pont but he had not come
to our pier, to our boat. Where was he? For twenty min-
utes we waited, then decided something had gone wrong:
We started putting everything away.

saw a long corege of cars along the sea-
shore. Quickly we dragged everything out again and put
it on display. Finally we saw the big blue Cadillac. It
slowed down—but it did not stop. The Negus leaned
from the car window and looked at us, at our fine dis-
p].a\_r_ He nodded in friendly fashion as he went by. We
learned later that he had planned 10 visit us before going
aboard the American destrover, bur had been delayed.
The Vicerov cime to look us over imstead.

Despite our disappointment, 1 wanted pictures of
the Negus as he boarded the destroyer, whose pier was
only about three hundred yards away. 1 grabbed my
camera and ran along behind the cars. I wondered how
the Ethiopian guards would take my running ahead of
the Emperor taking piciures, but [ didn’'t slow down. |
heard cannons being fred in his honor.

I caught up with him as be stood at the foot of the
ladder. He looked at me with laughing eves and then
went up slowly, knowing 1 was taking pictures of him.
‘The Negus was followed by an old man who looked like
someone out of a De Sica film, He was Ras Cassan, the
first Ethiopian ras who had submitted to the Tialian
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forces in 1935. After the war, when the Negus had re-
turned 1o Ethiopiz, the Emperor had condemned Ras
Cassan 10 follow behind him for the resi of his life, to
assist him. and to be a witness of all the trivmphs of the
Negus.

Meanwhile. down at the Formica, the Viceroy was
inspecting our equipment. There was a great deal of con-
tusion, with the Viceroy acting like a baby in front of a
oy store. He wanted 10 see everything, and would: not
leave until Vailati promised 1o teach him how to fish.
Then Bruno took up the matter of the permits. The next
day, February 6, we finally got them.

i

Timid sharks

It took us little time o load the Formica and head
for Dissei, in the Gulf of Zula, our fist stop in the
Dahlak Archipelago. We saw before us a long. iwisted.
mountainous island, from which sprmlu:d iung, with-
ered, umbrellashaped wrees. Afier anchoring in a linle
bay, on the shores of which stood the huts of the village.
we busied oursclves loading our marerial into small
launches. The first boat set out with Baschien and the
saentific group. heading for a large shoal extending
northward. Bucher and his sports companions went off
wward a rock which, the nakhuda said, was a sort of
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shark's chith. We left last, with Brune accompanying us.

At a spot that looked rather clear, Bruno and I
jumped into the water, while the boat stayed near by
with its motor shut off. Below, we found a huge, dark-red
rising up from a depth of abour sixry-f
thick clumps like g

Feet in

forest

ant bushes—whi

st deep mysteri-
ous shadows. From the top of the jungle rose tufts of
seaweed, thin, long. and wavering, from which hung
dls.

large see

The forest was populated with myriads of fishes.
some tiny black ones with whire spots and, farther away,
silvery fish, scads movi ng in groups, Some seaweeds stung
like netthes when we touched them. but we went on down

o the bottom, explorers with a dehnite am. Maoving
ahead with difficuley through the red entanglement, we

cut samples of seaweed and other plants. tied them 1w
corks to send them o the surface, where those in the
boat would pick them up. This was part of our general
plan, to study the vegetation on the sea bottom 1o learn
if man could take advantag

of it. Some sea plants might
contain ir‘.uiunrl.mr chemica

acentical aids.
other valuable elements. Perhaps some could be
planted and cultivate

pharr

enabling a real underwater agn-
culeure to develop.

This is an example of the way we wanted to be pio
neers af the Blue Continent. We did not intend to colo-
nialize ing profiteers. The road was
open to all, to specialists in every held. We just wanzed

it or become e

1o point out the way and show that it led somewhere
worth whi

While Bruno and [ were carrving on our routine

rk. the two other groups were having some adven




tures with sharks. Bucher and his companions had
plunged into the water near their rock, only to find it
3o turhid thar a whale might have been there without
their seeing it. But just as they were about to move, a
small shark about five feet long passed near Raimondo,
whao shot it It showed its spirit immediately by leaping
out of the water and biting away a piece of the small boat.

Less than a mile to the north, Gianni Roghi sher at
a young shark while he was in only about seven feet of
water. The beast was wounded in a nonvital part, and
when it began its “epilepric” dance, it got the sounding
line tangled in a big madrepore. Then it lashed its tail
wildly and lost a lot of blood. Roghi. not wanting to lose
it, grabbed the gun and stood firm, but after a moment
the lashing was so violent that he could not hold on any
longer. From afar, the others could see him in the midst
of a great lathery foam, rising, sinking, then rising again.
Finally, while Gigi and Ceceo were swimming like mad
to his aid, the shark gave a tremendous wrench that
actually burst the madrepore, broke the sounding line,
and sent it away to die alone,

Noon came, and evervone rested for a few minutes
after lunch, then went back to work again. Ten men and
two women moved abour under warer, taking photo-
graphs, hunting. collecting coral, observing the actions
of a small crab, trying to get a shark within range of the
movie camera. It was our expedition, laboring happily
just as we had imagined. calmly going about a variesy
of tasks, at depths of sixteen, sixty-five, twenty-five, a hun-
dred, seven, and fifty feet in the warer, It was the F'“_-m“;
of hundreds of other afternoons and momings. of peaple
at work in anew world, That Fact alone proved to us that

our ideas about possible development of the Blue Con-
tinent were not Utopian.

The next day I was descending toward the bottom
along a steep bank of madrepore, From two enormons
umbrellalike pieces of coral. a shark lambered up slowly
toward me. We both kept moving toward each other,
cautiously, neither making too sudden a movement. Per-
haps the beast felt encouraged because I carried no har-
poon like the others. Perhaps he was anracted by my
red fins, which I was wearing instead of my customary
black ones. In any event, he kept advancing, and so did
1. When we were about six feet apart, my friend began
to go away. but with great dignity.

1 grabbed hold of a piece of jutring rock so that 1
might stand seill and see what would happen next. He
tarned back toward me again. diagonally, to keep an eye
on me. The eye is perhaps the most awesome pant of a
shark—greenish yellow, like a cat’s phosphorescent eye,
with a narrow black line cutting it. No. it was not a pleas-
ant eve he kept on me. The shark was curious, wanted to
find out what kind of fish I was. He would have liked 1o
approach closer, but was a liule afraid, Now that I was
still. he didn't know how to make the next move. Sud-
denly he hunched up, then stretched out again, like a
whip. flashed in a wide circle around me, and disap-
peared. The situation had been a litle awkward for
hoth of us, but he had resolved it peatly. While I sur-
faced, T mentally went over the Shark Manual which
Vailati had given me and decided that I had just met
a black-tip shark.

As I came out of the water [ saw the boat of our
honored guests, the Italian and British Ministers 1o
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Eritrea, who had come to spend a day with us and watch
the work. They listened with great anxiety to my story,
then obscrved with great interest the complicated maneu-
vers I had 1o go through o reload the movie camera. It
was easier than usual because there was a wonderfully
smonth sea, Sounds from the other boats came 10 us
clearly.

One of the sounds was the clamor and cxcitement
following the capture of a large ray that struggled vio-
lemly. We saw Bucher diving and emerging, shouting
orders, and then pulling the large fish out of the water.
It was a perfect flying saucer, such as you can see illus-
trated in Amernican magarines. Round in shape—flat on
the bottom, spherical on top—with two blackish cyeballs
in frone inside two cavities. It was all yellow, with hun-
dreds of litle thorns sticking from its wough skin,

Bucher had run onto 11 while swimming on the
botom, and his gun because of the great force of irs
compressed springs had perforated the tough hide. But
himing it was not enough. The ray weighed more than a
hundred pounds, and a hundred pounds arranged in that
shape is very hard to handle. Some of the others had w
go down and help Raimondo recover it.

After reloading the camera 1 went down again with
Giorgio to film an immense coral reef jutting out from
the madreporic bank. 1 pointed out the spot from which
he should 1ake the picure, and he dove down with the
camera 1o place himself in a crevice i the rock. In a
moment I followed, and when I was beside the coral
rumed 1o see if he was ready. To my amazement I saw
only the camera sitting on the floor of the sea and no
Giorgio. Then 1 saw him heading for the surface like a

=

rocket, I went up, 100, to see what had happened.

A moray, an enormons moray!"” he shouted. 1 had
my face right close toit.”

“Wheres"

“Right in my crevice in the rock, where 1 wanted 1o
take pictures,” he complained.

While he swam to the boat to get the gun. 1 went
down to see for myself. There it was—a huge one. Tts
head, rocking a bit, with the mouth opening and clos-
ing, stared out at me with a superior and unfriendly ex-
pression. | could understand the shock 1 must have given
Giorgio when he started to swim into the crevice.

Giorgio returned with the gun. The shot had o
be exact and precise, for the moray could eause us plenty
of trouble if wounded only superficially. Fortunately the
shot was perfect, and the spear went in right behind the
moray's head. It drew back inside the hole ar once, so
Giorgio abandoned the gun and grabbed the end of the
disappearing spear. He pulled and tugged. but got no-
where: then braced his legs against the rock and pulled
harder. It was incredible. T saw Giorgio actually bning
pulled into the crevice, so I dropped the camera with
which 1 was Elming the marvelous scene and ran 1o help
him.

Together we pulled with all our might, gained an
inch or two, and fclt that we were winning. Then with
a sudden snap, the harpoon attached 1o the spear, al-
though it was made of a special armor-plated stecl. was
broken in two.

Giorgio and 1 rose 1o the surface panting, scram-
bled into our small boat and lay down to rest. In five or
ten minutes we heard Zecea yelling from his bom some
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distance away, “Come! Come! I've canght an enormous
moray! Hurrv up

We rowed toward
that the wa

m as fast as we could. noticing
1 around his boat was splashing as il the
boat were being rockec
w

1. Inside was a tremendous moray

ighing twenty-nine pounds. It had been beawtifully
hit by a well-placed harpoon.

Of course we told Zeco
like that, but it had goi away—ihe old fish storv. Then
when he had finished the kill by piercing the beast’s
head, we found our harpoon in its neck.

it we had just seen one

“Iho mio, where did this come from?” Zocca askex
‘From here,” Giorgio said, showing him the poix
of our spear, from which the harpoon had broken.

We rushed to photograph the beautiful specimen
which had been caught, more or less, by all three of us.
Later we le

T much less fatigning w

the moray. After it is hit, it retires into its
and tires itself out. Then you can pul

On February g we left Dissei en route for the larg-
est island of the Dahlak Archipeclago, eat Dal
half as large as Corsica and of volcanic origin. We entered

hose sides were formed by enorr

is

a large channel

black and red masses eaten away by the sea and falling
straight into the water. Some day, when men reach Mars

It

the crevices of tha ct, they will

and travel throu

sese something

1 the town in our

In the evening we roamed throu




and take two or three cups of coffee and as much tea. We
could manage the egz, but the so-called aromatic coffee
had an aroma that we didn’t like—reminding us of roast
meat. By midnight we had reached the pomt ac which
another eup of coffee or tea would have made us sick, and
Masino told us, srembling slightly, that we were about
to be served tepid camel’s milk. Fortunately. it did not
arrive.

All of the people we talked 10 wanted o discuss
sharks. One young [ellow told us about a big shark that
Tived in the wreck of a ship. In the hold there were cases
and eases of silver coins, and pearl fishers would dive
down at night—to elude the guand posted above the boat
—to try 10 find some of the treasure. But the shark ate
them all, one by one, uniil it grew bigger and bigger.
After two years, when it was truly a monster, the shark
ate a handsome young man whose father determined 10
avenge the death of his son. He gor in his boat and baited
2 huge steel hook with half a poar. The shark bit imme-
diately and a violent struggle began. The water foamed,
and became redder and redder. Even after hours of bat-
tling, the old man in the boat held on. and fnally at
dawn the shark gave up, and its white belly could be
seen on the surface. The whole rown had come to the
shore to sce the old man bring in the beast, and it meas-
ured more than twenty-three fect in length.

We must have looked rather skeptical ar this tale,
for the young man said, “Wait and see,” and then went
Jml".

While we waited for him to retum, we heard an-
other score of stories about sharks—[erocious, aggressive,
fearful sharks. First, a story about a fisherman who had

Hix

been killed; next, one about a man with a leg chewed
off, and s on.

The young man came back holding a big jaw of
whitish bone.

“Here is the head,” he said, putting it on the floor.

We looked ar it carcfully, saw the six rows of slightly
curved and jagsed teeth, the biggest more than an inch
lomg.

“Now, do you belicve me#” the voung native asked,

Yes, we believed him—ar least about the size of the
shark. Baschicri said that from the size of the jaw he
would estimate that the creature must have weighed five
or six hundred pounds and run about twenry-three feet
in length. It had been a tiger shark, one of the most
feared of all sharks.

The tiger shark is quite different from other sharks
in that it has excellent evesight, while the others see
poorly. It swims along on the surface of the water, with
its eyes above the waves, and can spot a fisherman’s boat
three miles away. Then he starts for the boat, swimming
faster and faster, until he cracks it at high speed and the
fisherman is thrown into the water and the shark’s mouth
before he knows what has happened.

We talked about life on the island, and Zecca men-
tioned the cows he had scen roaming about the huts like
gaunt specters. Some of the natives spoke of the scarcity
of vegetation, and one man told us how he collected the
seaweed washed ashore by the waves. He dried it and fed
it to his cattle. We all lnoked at each other and smiled at
this verification of our idea that men could vse the plants
from the floor of the sea much more than they do. Places
like Dahlak could become richer and provide good diets
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“T'll never forget that scene as long as I live,” Gior-
gio exclaimed.

Masino laughed, and told how he watched the
sharks’ fins all over the water while the other two were
below. They were down quite a while, for it was several
minutes betore Bruno shot his harpoon. It was the frst
time an underwater man shot at a shark and caprured it

Well, perhaps not exactly the first, The expedition
had met sharks before, or members of the shark family.
Vailati had caught the guitarfish and Bucher a small
shark, Other expeditions had bit small sharks with un:
derwater guns. But this was really a first in the true sense
because Bruno's was a big shark. measuring about ten
fect. It belonged to the man-cating species. e was cap-
wred in the midst of other sharks by only one diver
under very precarious conditions—muddy water, slight
depth. and strong current.

Bruno explained carefully just what happened. A
shark had come toward him, then turned to flee. At that
moment, Bruno wheeled around and fired, hiting the
beast squarely. This was the dramatic moment, How
would that shark react? What would his friends do?

Bruno expected the shark to come back a1 him furi-
ously. The water was red with blood so Bruno could
not sec clearly. But the shark tried to run away, When he
realized this, Bruno grabbed Giorgio by the hand so that
he could stand the expected force of the shark's pull. But
there was no need. The shot had been perfect, siriking
near the liver; the ercarure was lifeless in a few seconds.

Then came more problems with unknown answers.
1f they tried 1o take the dead shark 1o the surface, would
the other sharks attack it and try to devour it, as they

8y

were said 10 do? Or would they attack the man who had
the audacity to kill one of them?

They did neither. Brunc and Giorgio wook the shark
to the surface while the other sharks just went on crcling
about, until they finally lefi the area as if frightened by
what had happened.

Bruno's exploit tentatively told us something im-
portant about sharks that had not been known before,
something of importance concerning the peril or safety
of amphibious man working in the Blue Continent.
There is no danger of arack from a shark for the sub-
merged man—cven when the shark is large and danger-
ous, in the midst of many other sharks, or when the shark
is arpacked and hit It was a grear victory, but we all
looked forward to more cxperiences that would verify
our conclusions.

The next day T was still a livtle weak from my sick-
ness, but [ was determined not to miss any new adven-
tare. I asked the chief, Bruno, if 1 might go out with
them on the boats, promising I would not dive. He said
something which, by stretching a point. 1 could take w
mean yes, 5o I joined a small boat heading for the channel
between Great Dahlak and Nokrma. Another passenger
was thin and scrawny Idris, one of three native fishermen
we had recruited. A man of about thiny, he always had
a very sad expression on his face, and a nose that never
seemed to end. On his wrist hie wore a braceler with many
small silver and leather boxes which, he said, contained
pravers for good luck, health, love.

They are prepared prayers that beg

and Success in war.
1 o function when-
ever he moves his arms, thus saving him the time and
effort of stopping to pray five times a day.




My friends dove and 1 had to sit in the boat under
a silly sun helmet. But the silence was broken in a few
moments by Bruno, who appeared near the boat.

“A hundred-pound chernal™ he yelled, and disap-
peared,

I sit up with a stare. | was familiar with chernas, of
course, but in the Mediterranean a Gfty- or sixty-pound
cherna is considered a catch that one can talk about for
the rest of the season. Here was something rather special.

Why is the cherna thought a considerable prize by
the underwater hunter? This close relative of the West
Indian grouper is neither the ravest, largest, nor best
fish one can catch in the sea. But it is onc of the deverest
antagonists, a courageous and stubborn beast. It does
not flee before man but goes to meet him, then keeps
itself just out of range with a flip of its tail. In retreay, it
always turns and looks the enemy in the face.

The cherna is not a transitory fish, but stays in his
well-chosen home. a secure cave or grotto with emer-
geney exits. Year after vear, fishermen find the same
cherna in the same place, and some have become legend-
ary, owtwitting all the skilled hunters who have tried w0
catch them.

When hit in his cave, the cherna puts up a tremen-
dous fight. cdging itselfl into the rock. swelling itself up
with water so that it fits tightly against the walls, striking
tremendous blows with its thorny fin or large tail. Somc-
times the battle is won only when the hunter succeeds
n planting his fingers in the cherna’s eyes. which par-
alyzes it and permits it to be taken to the surface, Bruno
told a story about one particularly stubborn chema, It
stuck in its cave so fast that the line from the arrow was
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finally attached to a motorboat which started pulling.
The cable stretched, the boat tugged, but the cherna
did not give up—not until the head snapped off. That
was all the hunter got, for the body remained in the cave.

And now Bruno had found a cherna of a hundred
pounds! If it lived up to the reputation of its species,
there should be a tremendous barde. It had started al-
ready, for Bruno surfaced, arving, “I've got i, bur g—n—r
me another harpoon so 1 can shoot it again.”

I handed it to him, and he dove. 1 looked around to
see if there was anyone who could help, but Zecca and
Bucher, who were the nearest, were about six hundred
vards away. It was useless to cll them.

Bruno appeared again. “Is there another gun?” he
demanded. I handed him mine, the only one left in the
boat. and down he went. 1 muttered under my breath.
Did T have to miss this wonderful spectacle just because
of a stupid stomach?

It took me only a second to put on my gear, forge:
the doctar’s orders, and dive into the water wishing I had
my camera with me. About twenty-five feet down the
water was very clear and there, next to a mass of coral,
I saw a cherna as long as Vailati. A Kind of underwarer
elephant, it had instead of tasks the two harpoons Bruno
had shot into it. But they apparcntly had no more effect
than toothpicks. When Bruno siarted to shoot a third
time, the beast seemed 1o comprehend that this funny
man could be a nuisance with those arrows, so with a
Rip of its tail it went out of range. Then two more swishes
of the tail, and it disappeared.

Bruno returned 10 the surface as mad as a hatter,
and we spent ten minutes in the boat, swearing, until
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we heard velling from Bucher and Zecca. By the time we
got there saw a huge cherna being lifred into Bucher’s
boat—the cherna that had escaped Bruno's gun only to
worst possible spot in the whole archi-
pelago. the place where Bucher and his men were fishing

bk nd could not make out w

take refuge

Zecea had seen

Kind of fsh it was, with its two strange horns. Diving

closer, he nearly

d heart failure 1o see such an immense
»oons stuck in it. Bucher came to his
v they lost the beast in the muddy
v of a reef

cherna with two ha

aid, but momentar
water. Then Zecc
and remained on top of the reef to cut off its escape while
Bucher went down to shoot it. He hit it squarely, grabbed
th

saw it again in the shade

¢ spear, and found himsclf with the broken shaft in his
not appear 1o be much bothered
ed, Bucher stuck two fin-

LUl

it to p
nt swish
vay under water like

surface. But the cherna gave such a vit
of 1ts tail that Raimo

a ball, ha

do rolled

wcke

st and all seratched up.

. The hunter returned
h a secret weapon, his

own invention, embaxdying in one piece the harpoon and

the spear. Down

e cherr
nother crack of the rock. Raimondo

wit. The spear went in deep. and
another followed it immediately. from Zecca's gun. He
knew that his weak gun could never have penetrated the

thick skin and skull of the beast—we learned later

wain he went and found ¢

right aw

pointed his gu

the bone of the skull was an inch thick—so he aimed for
the same hole made by Bucher’s harpoon and hit the

mark.




Next, the fight began o drag the fish to the surface.
Five shots by three men had not put it out of commission,
so Bucher grabbed hold of it with a strong sounding line.
The giant cherna made violent fips and trned wward
the high scas to look for another cave. But Bucher
grabbed one of the spears and held on. While he was
being pulled through the water at high speed, he man-
aged to wrap the line tightly around the fish’s neck and
gills. With Zecca helping. he finally managed to bring
the cherna to the surface and. after a short struggle. ger
it into the boat.

Things were never dull. The next day T was in
the water surrounded by blackhin sharks seven and eighe
fret long. Ten of them insisted on staving together down
near the bottom on the other side of a small madreporic
barrier in front of the island of Nokra: I mried my best
o get near them, but they fled like streaks of lighuing
for the high seas. So T borrowed a gun, shot a hish. and
threw it into the water half dead. When the sharks began
to take an interest in it. 1 dove as slowly as possible and
then crawled along the sand to hide behind some goblet-
like sponges a foot and a half high.

Finally I came close 1o a group of three sharks,
standing almost still, turmed on my back, put my eve
to the view finder, and started taking pictures. They
heard the whirring sound, jumped. saw me, and acted
seared to death. They disappeared again. followed by
all the others near by. Time after time I tried to get near
enough for good pictures, but they were 100 frightened.
1 surfaced for a while, hoping they would take courage
and come back.

o

I prayed [or a shark about six feet from my nase,
and for once my prayer was granted. The sharks came
back, and I made a long maneuver to approach them,
changing my strategy. Instead of diving near the coast
and swimming out, I swam out first and then dove, so
as to block their retreat to the high sea. I hoped that if
they suddenly found themselves between me and the
coast. they would be befuddled for a few seconds, and [
should have time for some pictures.

I advanced along the bottom. getting nearer and
nearer, Then I started the movie camera. At the burring
sound, the nearest sharks saw me, and there was a litle
commaotion in the group—exactly what | wanted. T went
on shooting and advancing. and they started fiecing on
both sides. One passed right over me. [ kept on going,
because there was still one left, with his back toward me.

When he Anally saw me, T was very close to him. It
was probably somewhat dangerous becanse the shark
was terribly frightened, feeling itself trapped between
a2 man and a rock. For one moment he remained sull.
turning his head from righe o left, and kind of wagging
his tail, Suddenly, be ook three brief but violent strikes
toward me, each time coming to abour a foot and a half
in front of my face. By this time. no doubt. both of us
were half dead from Frighe. I stopped shooting and let
myself sink down to the bottom, as if to tcll him he could
o away if he wanted. He darted away, and the adven-
ture ended.

It's true that I forced the issue, but I was able to sy
that I had been “attacked” by a shark.

The following day was even more exciting, for
Bucher repeated Bruno’s exploit of capturing a shark



This one measured a i

we captured.
le over ten feet.

in a similar waj 1t this onc was cven larger. And this

time I was in the water. able to see the whole thing.
Since it was larger, or perhaps because it was not

hit in such a vital spot, Bucher's shark imme

tately

started pulling with great force, racing rowar e gpen

sea. Raimondo, Grazioli, and [ grabbed hold of the

sounding line and found oursclves racing through the
about sixty feet below the surface. Then the be

gave up and we were able to ge t

w
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Like Bruno's. it lay there w tly. open

1 clas

i its round mouth and its vellowish eyes

ng
that no longer frightencd us, We wished
the natives vark legends a
Kings of the Sea had been met ;

conild see them

equaled in their own elements by underwater men
there was nothing fearful about them to us.

T'he day ended with Giorgios capture of a big
y. ldris, our native fisherman, was dozi

mon W0ve in

the small boat,
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surfaced and threw the
c There
a thud and a scream, and Idris leaped into the waler,
although he dida't know how to swim, We fished him
out, while Giorgio held his sides with langhter. Idris did
not laugh at all, and made us all promise that we would

Mors

an squirming, into T

never play tricks on him again.
The next day we moved to a new spot,



Lrumpets, keys, balls and more sharks

During the prehistoric voleanic explosion that brought
the Dahlak islands 1o the surface of the Red Sea, a picce
of molten magma landed on the far side of Entedebir
Island and cooled off. Although Cundabilu showed only
a red-brown, barren cliff, the waters around it contained
a bﬂaﬂll‘f\ll madrtporic g&]’dﬂ!\ II“ “'}I;Ch lllt}usand!i 0[
fish lived and reproduced under ideal conditions. In
time the original block of lava was completely covered
by new, large. growing deposits of coral, surrounded by
hundreds of peaks and valleys.

When Giorgio and 1 first dove into the water with

o

our cameras, we were surrounded by a dense cloud of
big gray fish with high tails, belonging to the arbalest-
skate family. They were so certain that we had no bad
intentions that they gathered around us curiously, some
of them coming so close—less than ten inches from our
lenses—that we could not get them in focus.

Suddenly these “extras” disappeared and the main
actors came—sharks shooting along the bottom ai great
speed, circling and passing close by our sides, bt keep-
ing a good distance in fromt. These, too, were so afraid
of submerged men that we had difficulty gerting a good
picture of them.

Qur hunters appeared, and the sharks became even
more cautions. The only time they came closer was right
after the firing of a gun, when it was being reloaded. By
the time the gun was ready, there was not a sign of them,
This gave Bucher an idea, so he came down with two
guns—a small one which he shotat a fish, a big one ready
for the shark. But they were too jittery and continued to
keep out of range.

Suddenly a huge cherna appeared, as big as the one
caught by Vailati, Bucher, and Zecca. To swam up right in
1 Stuart, who at the moment was busy trying
to extract from its cave a fifty-pound cherna that he had
juse shot. Gigi turned 'n'nmlri to look straight into the
unpleasant face of this nt monster. It was in range,
bnat Gigi had fired his only harpoon at the smaller cherna.
He surfaced gquickly, keeping his eves on the beast, and
called Gianni, who had his gun ready.

Roghi dove. but just as he reached the big cherna,
it leapt into a cave, Gianni a pproached it, looking at the
beast that poked its face from the hole. Gianni did not
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know what to do, for a shot that would hit the cherna’s
head would just bounce off that thick skull without mak-
ing a scratch. He decided wo wait until the fish turned
on its side and he could get a shot ar the gills. But the
cherna seemed 0 understand Gianni's thought. Sud-
denly he shot out of the cave with a terrific lunge. Roghi
tried to swerve aside, but the fish hic him a glancing blow
that sent him mmbling along the botom for several
vards.

At that moment Bucher arrived on the scene, saw
the huge cherna dart from a valley in the rocks, with
Roghi staggering out behind it dazed and badly
scratched. Raimondo followed the chema down into
the depihs, the fish traveling at just sufficient speed o
keep about one vard beyond range of the gun. Finally
Baucher lost it and came to the surface. Thinking of the
habit of chernas of keeping always to one particular cave,
the sports group came back again and again 1o find the
giant. but they never saw him.

Late one afternoon, our three small boats were re-
wrning from Cundabilu to Dahlak where the Formica
was anchored. Ceoro’s boat had a long sounding line let
out behind. with a big hook and bait in anticipation of
amything interesting thar might come along and take
a bite.

Huge douds had darkened the sky. and then a
strong wind whipped the water into high waves that
slowed us down. We shipped water regularly, until we
were all soaked, zlong with our equipment, and bailing
furiously to keep affoat. Then the rain came pouring
down on us, and ar that moment we saw that Ceeco’s

b

boat had .stopped and was tuming around. Since we
oould not hear his shouts in the high wind, those of us
in the other two boats turned about and went back o his
side. There we found that the sounding line had been
caught on a reef and saw Cecco dive into the water

We turned off our two outhoard motors and cov-
ered them to keep them dry and waited. drenched and
still bailing. In a few seconds Cecco’s head appeared
and we heard him vell. “1v's a shark!” A shark was canghi
on the hook and the line was caught on a big coral forma.
ton. The boat would have to make a big crcle 1o dis-
entangle the line before anything could be done about
the shark. Luckily, all motors started and we stanted our
maneuver. We knew the line was free when we saw
the violent jerks of the shark on i

Just how Cecco and Gigi managed to get the shark
on their boat without capsizing it or going overbaard
themselves 1 will never know, but finally it was there,
fapping and struggling. Gianni ran up and started hit-
ting it on the head with a big stick. but the shark con-
tnued to wrench its il violently. Cecco tried to cach
the tail and tic it down, but could not guite manage it.

The boat disappeared from our vicw behind a big
wave for a moment, but then we heard a shout indicar-
ing that the shark was finally conquered. The men hung
it up from crossed oars. At that moment it began wrig-
gling again. and opening and closing its mouth. This was
the time, with its head up and mouth open, to test the
old theory that fresh water would instantly kill a shark
if poured in its mouth.

But there was no water on any of the boats! It had
been hot in the momning. and we had all finished our
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A rive dose-up of a shark.

bottles. We felt a Little silly, drenched to the skin, in the
. tossed about by high waves, and won

ler-

pouring r
ing how we could get some water. But we would go
through anything 1o make a test.
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Having killed a shark with tea in the middie of a
raging storm, we returned to our base with ,{uin_' a stoTy.
Thar evening. in discussing sharks, Gigi Stoart said
that we ought not to feel too sure aboy

of sharks. Up to that time we
of the worst anthropophagous varieties, the roughest
man-caters, 50 he suggested that we should all be wary
and draw no final conclusions until we had met some
of the dark sharks. or blue sharks, or the even more
dangerous tiger sharks. The very next day Giorgio and

*t the first dark shark.
All of us went to a bay where we wanted 1o make
some tests on underwater flash prctures. There were
clouds of pl
swim out bey
felt quite so mu
tests were complicated and impor

I m

llow water, so we had o
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where we never
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the possible relation of transparency to the amount of
salt in the water, We kept busy for more than an hour,
when suddenly I felt apprehensive and turned to see a
shark advancing toward us, about a yard below the sar:
face. T poked Giorgio and we both dove.

Without seeing us, the shark passed overhead, and
we could easily distinguish its type. It was quite dark,
about eleven feet long, and a man-eater. I glanced at
siorgio and saw that he was calmly loading the camera.
Before going on, we planned our serategy in case the
shark should return: we would dive about halbway be-
tween the surface and the botcom.. The only trouble
was that we did not have our aurorespirators and could
not stay down very long.

The outline of the shark appeared about fifteen
feet away, We filled our lungs to the bursting point and
dove, The weight of our cameras kept us at just ahout
the point we wanted, and the shark moved slowly toward
us—more slowly than any shark T had ever seen. He was
probably attracred to us because we were sa stll that
he thought we were corpses, but he couldn’t be quite
surc. He began to circle, then headed straight for us at
great speed. 1 raised the camera and Giorgio set off the
flash. T'm sure 1 took my picrure with my eves closed.
The shark swooshed past us, rocking us a bit, and disap-
peared. That was a téte-a-téte we shall both remember
as long as we live, bit we had pictures that made all our
testing and Fright worth while.

The scientific group wanted o gather specimens of
coral fish. The best way 1o make a big haul of these little
creatures is to explode a small quantity of dynamite that
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kills them—and at the same time many bigger and tasticr
fish, which in rn atrract many sharks, Bruno went
along as armed escort, and 1 followed in the hope of get-
ting some good pictures,

We selected a spot with plenty of madreporic growth
and set off the dynamite beneath the warer. A huge col-
umn of foam rose, and we threw ourselves into the water,
which was muddy from debris and cluttered with dead
fish. In a few seconds the sharks began arriving from all
directions. With such poor visibility in the water, we
did not feel too comfortable. But they passed us by,
grabbed the bigeer fish, disappeared, then came back
for more. We know that they would be gone in ten min-
utes, having eaten everything worth while, but we could
not wait that long. The current would carry away the
coral fish that our scientists wanted to collect.

S0 there was an unusual sight—three men swim-
ming all around with small yellow butrerfly nets, catch-
ing little fish no larger than nails, Swimming with them
in the same waters, many hungry sharks, also looking for
fish—but larger ones. And on the surtace of the water,
thousands of dead fish with white bellies showing. Men
and sharks worked together side by side, almost ignoring
cach other. We studied the shark's method of catching
a fish by p.‘mﬂ'ng aver it and opening the mouth to take
it in. If the fish was on the surface, the shark stuck his
head out of the water enough o get the fish without
Tuming over.

Vailati tried another experiment with the sharks.
He shot a scad—considered a choice morsel by sharks—
left it on the end of the harpoon, and moved away to
see if the sharks would follow. We had always heard that
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sharks were very cunning and possessed quick reflexes.
What we witnessed then, however, caused us o have
grave doubts on this point—at Ieast so far as the whire-
fin variety was concerned. They were the subjects on
whom Bruno tried his experiment.

He sat down on a veef and held his gun like a fish-
ing pole, from whi extended the sounding line, the
spear, the harpoon, and the scad—waving about in mid-
water. The sharks circled around the dead fish; then one
of them decided to take a bite. As it sped toward the scad
on a straight line, Brano moved his baie slightly, but the
shark did not alter his direction. It kept going on it set
path, closed its mouth on nothing, and started circling
again. Another shark made a pass at the fish. Once more
Bruna shitted its position slightly. with the same result.
For more than ten minutes, Vailati teased the sharks,
which were apmp!et cly puzzled.

Nor once did a shark alter its direction 1o compen.
sate for the movement Bruno gave to the scad, even
when he shifted it only a foot or two. No matter how
many times they siruck at the fish, they could not figure
oul that it would not hold still for them. The dark shark
Giorgio and T had met the day before had not appeared
very hright, but it had not been as stupid as this.

When Cecco finally shouted to us thar the scientists
had finished their task, Bruno stopped playing and held
the scad still. The biggest shark of the group captured
the fich from the harpoon and went away happily but
ocoupying a new low in our estimation.

We took a day off when the Formica rerurned from
Massaua, where it had gone for supplies and mail. I
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felt good o lie on the beach in the san for a few hours
to rest and dry up the wounds that covered most of us.
These were not wounds from sharks, about which the
natives and our friends back home in Italy worried so
much, but from much smaller things without wide repu-
tations inspiring terror. Cuts, scratches, and burns—these
were the only real physical disvomforts we felt, but some-
times they caused plenty of agony. It is difficult to wuch
madrepore or coral, move your legs among the seaweed,
or slide down some underwater rock without getting a
cut or scratch of some kind. The bums from fire coral
and jellyfish are dreadfully painful. Nor did our wounds
heal quickly, what with heing immersed so much in ex-
tremely salty water. But we forgor them the next day
when we went diving again, exploring the Blue Con.
tinent.

Giorgio was down with his air respirator, gliding
along the boutom with his Rolleiflex looking for sub-
jects, He had been down quite a while, and the com-
pressed-air anks were almost empry, when he encoun-
tered an enormous cherna—one of the hundred-pound
giants, While Giorgio was debating whether he had
enough air left to approach the big fish for some pic-
tures, the cherna settled the question by coming roward
him. Giorgio stood still, his camera ready, noting the ten
little pilot fish hovering about the monster like fighter
planes escorting a bomber, Giorgio snapped a piciure
of the huge head, the glassy eyes, and the ugly mouth
with a pilot fish on it; at that moment the cherna deci-
sively put on speed, heading straight for him.

Giorgio decided that he'd beeter make a run for
the surface. The cherna raised its head and looked after
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him a moment. then decided to follow. Luckily. Giorgio
did not get panicky. He murned and with greatly exag-
gerated movements made for the fish. The chemna
stopped, a litle intimidated, and when Giorgio was
almost on top of it the fish turned and wenr away slowly.
“1 must frighten it thoroughly,” Giorgio thought
wen I can surface in peace.™

Bur his air tank was empty! He took the last small
breath of aiv and sped toward the surface, trying to keep
one cye on the cherna. Coming all the way from a depth
of a hundred feet—he was almost asphyxiated by the time
his head reached the air—he found himself in a swilt
current of the Nokra channel that bore him away from
the boais at high speed. He yelled, Masino and 1 jumped
in to swim o him, and Idris for once rowed the boat
with all his strength. Tired from his long immersion.
weighted down by the empty respirators. and wonder-
ing when 2 giant cherna might come at him from below,
Giorgio was relieved o be pulled into the boat. But he
could hardly wait to get down under once more the nexe
morning, when we both got some wonderful movie
shots of unusual fish we had never scen before.

Try to imagine a flounder shaped like 2 rhombus.
with a vertical mouth just behind one front comer, big
black vivacious eyes at the top comer, a canary-vellow
tail sticking out from the rear of the blue-striped red
b

Thar is the key fish, onc of the many varieties of
pighish. Aside from its curious shape, it has many other
unusual characteristics. Every time it sees something it
doesn’t like, it darts into its hole in the rocks—a hole

4 rhinoceros fish which we brov
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for a more complete study



hardly any bigger than the fish itself. It is so small, in
fact, that the key fish cannot turn around in it. so must
shifit into reverse and back out—a ridiculouslooking
procedure. Actually, it is not ridiculous at all. There is
a reason for everything in narure, including the move-
ments of the key fish.

This creature’s defensive weapon is a long spine
shaped like a nail, on its back. Inside his hole, the hish
raises the spine against the rock above him. making it
impossible 1o pull it out. You can get it only by pressing
the muscle on the back thar conmrols the spine, then
turning the fish as you would a key in a lock. and ex-
tracting it. That’s where the fish gets its name.

We also took pictures of the trumper fish, which
some people call the needlefish. It is as slim as a pencil,
wellow, and about cighteen inches long, with 2 Haring
mouth thar makes it look as if 1t should be a member
of Louis Armstrong’s orchestra.

Then there was a hunchbacked aeature that we
baptized the thinoceros fish. It is really a large member
of the parrot fish family, weighing scventy-five to eighty-
five pounds, and pomnng the hard, corved beak of its
cousins. 1 first saw these fish under the reef abour ffty
Eeet from the bottom. marching in a line with the largest
in front. At my first movement toward them. they were
very frightened, and I could not get near them. Bue 1
noticed that when they fled, they did so in perfect forma:
tion, as if drilled by a strict sergeant-major.

Cousteau, in his report on the Red Sea. said that
he had seen rhinoceros fish from afar but had never man-
aged 1o approach close enough to photograph them. He
put forth a theory about the prominent horny hump
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above their cyes: that they used it to knock off and grind
chunks of madrepore, of which all parrot fish ear grem
(uantities. We were later able 1o test this theory when
Bucher managed the great feat of capiuring a few thi-
noceros hsh, and we learned that the hormn is not hard
enough for sich work, being actually almost soft. And
I was lucky enough 1o get some fine pictures of them.

We always knew when we were near a school of
rhinoceros fish, for we could hear a sound like that of 2
steam roller passing over a big bag of nus: the sound
of these fish eating. Once [ was on the bottom with my
camcra when a school of twenty rthinoceros fish advanced
above me, and 1 saw that not only did they move in per-
fect formation but were kept in line by “officers” which
ranged up and down the column. hurrying up the lag-
gards, pushing any rugzed individualists back into line.

When 1 moved. the group experienced a collective
panic, the water was broken by the simultancous Hipping
of twenty big tails, and the column daned off obliguely
on the double. Then they calmed down and moved up
0 a huge bank of madrepore for their meal. T heard the
crackling roar of their grinding beaks as they broke off
the rock and chewed it. In twenty minutes they elimi-
nated some of the collected waste matter from their intes-
tines—and white clouds of fine coral sand fioated down
through the water. This wasa possible argument in favor
of the hypothesis that rthinoceros fish and their smaller
cousins, the parrot fish, create the fine sandy beaches
and sea bottoms of a coralline nature.

1 did not think I would have much trouble photo-
graphing a pair of beautiful ball fish that came along one
day, berause they looked as if they could be awkward
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and slow in their movements. But when 1 dove close
and had the view finder to my eye about five feet away.
the fish suddenly zigzagged away at high speed. T saw
that when they moved their shape changed from round
tooval, becoming sireamlined according 1o need. I T had
cornered them, they would have swelled up like balloons.
They proved what we have always said: that the anly
accurate way to study fish is to watch them in their nat-
ural habitats. 1f you had this ball fish in a laboratory,
how could you tell what shape it was, or how it changed
its shape under different circumstances?

We were diving near the island of Enteara, in the
Dahlak group—an island whose sand is so glaringly
white that it looks like snow—when we met our first
tiger shark, one of the most renowned and feared of all
sharks.

The madreporic banks of Enteara drops very sud-
denly and deeply. Near the surface and for about hfteen
feer down. the water was very muddy, but below that it
was clear and cool. Diving down through the whitish
clowd and Anding ourselves suspended on the steep
coral wall gave us a wemendons sensation. The wall
was brightly eolored and rich with many kinds of fish
seen through the diffused light filtering down from above,

I was trying to take a movie of a fisherman im-
mersed in the endless yellow shadows. Bruno, Bucher,
and 1 had somehow moved some distance away from the
others when we saw the tiger. It shot our swiftly from
the greatest depths but when it saw Bucher slowed down,
tarned almose on its side, and stared at the human in-
vader. We saw right away that it was not like the sharks
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we had been encountering. It had a squashed snout
instead of the usual streamlined nose, and a very large
mouth. Very dark, with big spots, i1s tail was shim, long.
and arched. The description fitted that of the tiger shark,
all right, but the spots indicated that ours was a young
specimen, for in adules the spots Facle aws
told us it was a youngster. too, for some tiger sharks
ETOW A5 ]rmg as twenty -right or thirty fect, whereas ours
was only fifteen feet. 1t was big enough. however, to
make me have a sudden longing for Rome. It could
have made a quick lunch of me iF it had wanted to.
Bucher and Bruno approached the shark to see haw
it would behave, and I followed along behind hoping
ton get 8 good picture, The shark turned at once and dis-
appeared, just like most of the others we had seen. Per-

i, The size
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that’s all.

[hree days later we had a much lengthier encoun-
ter with a blue shark, a known man-cater, the protagonist
of maost of the shark tales of the world and number-one
enemy of whalers. In the Red Sea, the blue shark runs
smadler than those in the big oceans but somewhat larger
than those of the Mediterrancan, where they are called
verdomte becanse of their mwnish oolor. E wliere
else they av or steel blue, Ours was metal-
lic blue against the azure blue of the sea, had a long
snout and two lateral fins—all of which told us whar we
were up against.

The hour before the meeting had been spent in
the usual wav—the scientists collecting their material,
our group filming them, Bucher and companions lish-
ing. I Found myself with Giorgio near Bruno. who shot
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a beautiful sead, a favorite dish of the sharks. Afrer hit-
ting it, he let it dangle on the hottom, We waited for
1l seconds in the large are formed by the coral
barrier, spectators in the seats of an underwater theatre
looking out at the stage where the acrors would soon
appear. Then we saw a black fin, and another, and an-
t from his shelter and flew toward
the top, The sharks disappeared. Bruno was on the sur-
face with the gun he had just reloaded.

Then came the blue shark, majestic, fully fifteen
feet long— advanced with a cour-
rent from the atitude of any other shark
wi had seen, even the tiger. With a flash it came between
Giorgio and me, then slowed down and started toward
Giorgio, who at that moment was looking through his
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some lunch. Apparently fearing that Giorgio was keep-
ing him from his meal. it headed for him once more,
menacingly—unlike any other sharks we had met.

This time Bruno thwarted the attempred attack
by diving toward the shark and pointing his gun at
him—a bluif, since the harpoon in that gun would have
given no more than a needle-prick to the monster. Still,
the shatk was frightened and beat a retreat.

Giorgio and [ exchanged looks that said ~Hurrah!”
and he started 1o surface, turning to look at the madre-
paric wall, his back to the open sea. Our blue shark took
immediare advantage of this mistake, coming straight
for him again out of nowhere, Giorgio did not see him,
Bruno was not near, and I was helpless, unarmed, My
stomach tightened, and I felt almost paralyzed at wit-
nessing the terrible threat to my friend. The shark was
only a few yards away from his shoulder,

At that moment the discharge valve of Giorgio's
autorespirator expelled the air with a pushing sound,
and a mass of bubhles completely hid him for a fraction
of a second. Frightened out of its wits, the shark raced
away and did not come back.

By that time, we began to feel that we knew a good
deal about sharks. What were our tentative conclusions?
Except tar the last blue shark, not one of them had show
the slightest sign of living up to its fearful reputation.
Most sharks. indeed, were more easily frightened than
sandines, more fearful than any other fish we had seen
or hunted, They appeared when other fish were wounded
or in difficulty, secking to procure a meal with lictle
trouble and little risk—not particularly inspiring be-
havior, more like that of jackals and other scavengers,
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Bur there ave sharks and sharks, just as in the feline
family there are cats, leopards, and tigers, If you kick a
cat that has soiled the carpet. you run no risk, You can
do the same thing to a baby panther. But it is inadvisable
to give the same treatment to an adult one. We could

not say that all sharks were innocuous, because there are
hundreds and hundreds of species and we had encoun-
teved only a few, mostly of the nonanthropophagous
variety. The man-eaters we had seen had perhaps not
assaulted us becanse they are fish of the deep sea and
did not feel ar ease near the coast. We decided we would
have todefer judgment on them. Some conelusions, how-
ever, we were able to make: that only a very small per-
centage of sharks may be consideree dangerous, that
most sharks are fearful and cowardly, thar even the
dangerous sharks will probably turn in Right when con.
fromted by courage and intelligence . . . and lack,




Sea devils

After forty days of work in the Red Sca, we took stock of
what had been done—made a kind of interim report m
ourselves. We had some fifteen hundred hours of sub-
mersion o our credit and were in remarkably good
health. Dr. Grazioli. who had kept scrupulously com-
Pl(‘(l: records of our ]'ih“iil’:ll conditions, confrmed our
own feclings by stating that the human organism docs
not sulffer at all from underwater work when it is under-
taken as we had done it- with reasonable care and without
extremely long or deep immersions.

Some people might object o this statement by

pointing out that we had been specially trained for this
work. But we would pont to Priscilla Hastings, who
joined the expedition at the last moment, who hardly
knew how to swim, and yet quickly learned to use air
respirator, fins, and mask. She followed us during pro-
longed submersions, sharing our dangers and hard work
without any noticeable difficulty. One day 1 mct her
alone on the edge of a coral barrier, painting the under-
water scene with some qu,'rial pﬂ]ril.\ on par(‘hmrnt
paper—fony feer down.

The scientific group had already collected hundreds
of specimens, taken thousands of notes. The spons group
had helped collect the specimens and gained valuable
experience in hunting. The documentary ok pictures
of all these activities. of most of the fish, of planis and
coral formations. We felt well satished with the work we
had accomplished 1o date. but more than ever aware of
how litile we knew about the Blue Continent we were
cxploring: its desems, abysscs, mountains, jungles,
wolves and lambs.

We had become thoroughly accustomed w a dif-
ferent kind of life. a life under a different set of Phgaic:l
laws in a world of three dimensions, with a law of graviey
that secmed strangely distorted. When one broke a ham-
mer, for instance, the head sank down and the handle
rose. We were used 1o living horzonially, remaining sus-
pended, or perching in almost any autitude convenient
for our work.

We were beginning to feel that the broader aims
behind our expedition were not so Utopian as they might
have sounded. We began to wonder. for instance, why
fishing could not become something like animal hus-
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rivers within it that are not being used. Ravelli told me
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In the chase of the manta, many men were involved.
and there was in the main a well-co-ordinated action
against the fish. in spite of the fast sequence of events.
This brings me to explain something abou the language
of the Blue Continent, the way underwater men com-
municate with each other. For the moment, I shall ignore
Masino’s mouthpicce for underwater speech, which is
not universally adaptable and would be useless in the
midst of great sounds or at great distances. In general,
we used the conventional signals of the Morse code for
calls and danger signals. Sounds such as these travel very
fast under water—at the rate of 1,340 miles per scoond,
much faster than in air. But our principal means of com-
munication was by precise signals agreed upon in ad-
vance. They were simple and casy to follow, as are similar
signs of directors in radio and television. And the com-
parison is not farferched. for many times 1 filmed pre-
arranged scenes under water and had to have signs that
would tell my “actors” what to do.

No special language was needed to tell us that spring
had come to the island of Dur Ghella in the Dahlak Arch-
ipelago. One night near the end of February a soft drizzle
of rain came to the arid and barren island. so that by the
next morning it was covered with many spots of green,
with a few liule vellow flowers, and the trees burst forth
with buds. The day before, the only inhabitants of Dur
Ghella had been sea gulls and sea hawks, which flew
silently along the shore in search of food. Then with a
hellish crash the swallows arrived on their return vovage
10 old Europe, With them came some quails and mmnle
doves. They wemt on their wav. to be followed by peli-
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cans and big black storks, which nested on the east side
of the island, where cliffs plunged precipitously into
the sea.

Cecco Baschieri, demonstrating remarkable ability
as.a mountain climber, dlimbed up on the rocks to spy
on the love life of these birds—and to steal a pair of eggs,
if possible. They are very rare, he says.

Speaking of cggs. we had for dinner every evening
a good quantity of scrambled tortle eges, just 1o keep
up our morale. The fishermen from Yemen, who used
Dur Ghella as a basc, taught us to find them buried in
the sand by probing with a long stick. That's how we dis-
covered the little heaps of what looked like beaten-up
ping-pong balls, with their whites and vokes all mixed
up inside. But they were quite edible.

During these days, the surface of the sea often
scemed to be boiling because of the millions of sar-
dines. One heard a pauer that sounded just like rain
and looked out to see thousands of sardines leaping from
the water and falling hack again. They too were in love,
for spring had come.

The place was a paradisc for native fishcrmen, Sam-
pans from Yemen, Sudan. and Eritrea erisscrossed busily
from all divections and made great hauls. At night the
fishermen spread the sardines out on the sand o let
them dry for several days. Then they pur them in sacks
and carried them to Jidda, Massaua, Hudeida, Two days
later they were back again, scooping up sardines and
drying them on the beach until there appeared 10 be
dozens of little mlver lakes—dead sardines—on the
beaches.

Sardines, scads, and other nomadic fish were pass-
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suddenly swam more erratically, fitted about, and then
lay down on the sand for the sexual act to be performed.

*If, however, the aspirant was deemed unsympa-
thetic, the female manta altered her course and in-
creased her speed slightly as the rejected suitor Fell
back to the end of the line.

I worked hard o get pictures of this great spectacle,
but it was not easy 1o keep the mantas within focus. Then
too, I was hampered by the fogginess of the water filled
with clouds of plankion. The abundance of these micro-
scopic morsels meant the presence of mulitudes of fsh
of all kinds, however, giving work to Cecco Baschieri
and his scientists from morning till night as they reaped
a bountiful harvest for their collections.

Their collecting was aided by many different kinds
of ncts: plankion nets. shaped like funnels and with
filvers at the bottom, dragnees, with a sp:cial kind of
stitch for slightly larger fish, and nets with batches: of
hoods suspended from a large Boat. The cases and aquar-
iurns of the Institute of Zoology were being hilled quickly.

The Yemenite fishermen knew that this was the
time for big catches, wo. Their sampans were anchored
at one end of the island. where the fishermen. working in
groups of four, sang monotonous dirges as they worked,
interrupted only by an occasional scream of anger as a
shark stole a fish from one of the lines.

‘We anchored near by and waiched. Each fisherman
had a line about a hundred fect long, with & baited hook
near the end. The last few feet of the line were wound
around a stone which the Yemenite threw overboard.
‘When it hit bottom. he jerked the line, freeing the baited
hook so that it hung a litde above the bottom. Then
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with rapid and graceful gestures, he worked the line,
his hands running up and down so as 1o make the bait
move and attract the prey.

With the few Arabian words that we knew and the
few Tialian words they knew, we talked a bit, and learned
that around their sampans there were always many large
sharks. So we decided 1o go bevond the breakwater where
they fished, and ry 1 photograph them in the deep as
they stole fish from the hooks.

CGianni and [ went our in a small boar the next day,
The Yemenites greeted us warmly, but when they saw
me slipping on my fins and the rest of my gear they cried
out in a mixoure of Italian and Arabic, with violent grs-
tures, warning me of the tervible sharks 1 would run inwo.
They obviously thought T was commirting suicide.

Diving in the open sea, far from the coast, gives
one @ strange sensation. [ could not see a coral bank or
the bottom—only water. I felt very, very small and alone.
with a constant premonition of danger behind me, cans-
mg me o turn around often to see what was there. And
1 found great clouds of plankron which cot my visibilicy
0 2 minimum and increased my sense of being in the
unknown.

The clouds of plankton, however, gave me the op-
portunity o observe a curious optical effect. The sun
semds beams of light into the water which are broken
up by the plankion particles mto 2 kind of dense fog.
Diving lower in an effort 1o get away from this fog, 1
looked up and sow the keels of the sampans with nets
hanging far below them. Under the sampans, of course.
there was a dark shadow. where the boats cur off the
ravs of light—a kind of dark cone extending toward the




botrom. 1 swam into this cone of darkness and found
amiracle: I could see clearly! The illuminated plankton
created 2 fog that cut visibiliey, but in the area without
light T conld see as never before, as far down as twenty
or thirty yards. It was like Inoking at something in the
beam of a bright Hashlight on a dark night. Into this
clear cone of shadow, out of the bright fog, swam a lone
angelfish, huge, perfectly round, and with a golden color
that gives it its pame. Focussing my camera, I moved
stowly down o hlm it

After a short time I saw the nets of the Yemenite
fishermen being pulled up, and then the friend I was
waiting for appeared. A shark about seven feet long
made 2 few tentative movements into the cone of dark-
ness, evidently frying to see me betier. 1 archied my back.
gave a strong lunge, and shot quickly toward him 10
take my picture. Hs disappeared like lightning, so T sar-
faced. My mission was completed. 1 had filmed the nets,
the unusual lights. the shark. There was no need to stay
in the water. and anyway it is not very comtortable o
have a shark beneath you. I jumped aboard the sampan,
much to the relief of my Yemenite friends, who were
sure that 1 had been earen alive.

There were other interesting experiments and dis-
coveries almost daily. In order to test the effectiveness of
our curare harpoon, Cerco injected a dose of the poison.
large enough to Kill five oxen in a few seconds, into a
still live and struggling cherna of almost seventy pounds.
The curare had only one effect: that of a wonic. Even
after several minutes when the chema was put in the
water, it darted away happily. We decided that curare
could not poison fish,
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Then we wanted to find out whiat effect different
colors might have on hsh. We sprinkled into the water
at different places huge clouds of pigment, airning the
water red, vellow, white, Some hsh did not mind ar all,
did not seem 1o notice—especially the coral, butrerfly
and other brightly colored ones. The silvery fish fled
quickly. The parrot fish seemed uncertain, slightly con-
cerned but nos frightened.

Even when the day's work was over, I ook pictures,
testing different lights. different colors. 1 hlmed Priscilla
Hastings is she sat painting skeiches of somne fish caught
during the day. She always worked in the evening. sketch-
ing‘ or u'vmpil'mg the records for Baschieri, In the course
of this she succeeded wi oressive regularity i up-
setting a little bottle of China ink, of which she fortu-
nately seemed to have an unlimited reserve.

Our evenings were not always so peaceful and filled
with such innocent amusements, During the nights spent
on shore at some temporary island base, we sometimes
had fights with crabs that lasted for hours. When the
sun set. the sand around us became perforated with many
little holes, from which crawled erabs with whirish faces
and green feelers. Feeling not a bit timid in our pres
ence, they began to run around in all directions with a
kind of grim playfulness. They were particularly ar-
tracted by shiny objects. the shiniest of which was the
cover of my fountain pen. They stole it over and over
again, and once I retricved it at the edge of a hole, from
the loving pincers of a very strong crab.

Ome night, a crab kept tic kling the bottom of
Gianni's foot while he was reading. After a time, Gianni
went after the arab, which executed some brilliant ma-
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neuvers in eluding him. Roghi not only failed to catch
the erab but succeeded in bumping against a box on
which sat three glasses of boiling-hot tea—which fell in
Priscilla’s lap—and in shoving our cook just as he was
putting salt in the soup—which did not improve the
taste.

We began to cheer and place bets. The crab raced
behind a tent, Gianni one Ieap behind it. We were sure
the tent would collapse, but after five minutes Roghi
gave up, a defeated man.

Two hours later we were going to bed, The carbide
lamp was extinguished, and we were stretching out on
our rubber mattresses. Suddenly there was an inhuman
SCTEATIL

“Here it is! The cursed crab!™

The clever ereature, lying between the martress
and the pillow, had celebrated the end of the day by
biting the car of 2 member of the National Underwater
Expedirion.

One morming, peaceful like most others, 1 1ook the
greatest risk of all my time in the Red Sea. T did not
realize it was a risk undil later, for it did not concerm
anything like sharks, mantas, or octopuses. No, just a
shell.

1 was photographing Ceceo as he worked among the
madrepore when T noticed a conelike shell about two
inches across. I picked it up and tucked it under my
swimming trunks. When we returned to the boat about
an hour later, 1 showed it 10 Roghi.

“Look at the shell I found.”

“Drop it!” shouted Roghi. "Drop it! Throw it
away!”
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1 tossed the shell on the ground and looked for an
explanation of Gianni's strange behavior.

“It is a corus textylis—large and }'xn'soncms. It has
a stinger inside that springs out to give one of the most
poisonous stings of the tropical seas—usually fatal”

I decided in the future to limit my collecting to
stamps, from which one can receive no fatal blows.

Another capture I made was more pleasantly mem-
orable, chiefly because I am an explorer and not a hunter,
It was a nurse shark—a little one, to be sure, but 2 shark.
Such a capture is bound to be a great savisfaction for a
nonhunter.

1 had followed one strange fish with an elongated
snout into a grotto about sixty feet down. Slipping my
head inside to find our where it had gone, 1 saw not the
fish T had chascd but a big whitish shadow on the bottom.
When my eyes grew accustomed to the dim light. I conld
miake out that it was not just a big stone but something
alive and moving slightly. It had a long slim body about
five feet long, but I could not sce distinctly enough to
make out any details. Because of its whitish color. 1
thought it might be an enormous sca ecl, or some fish
that lived i grottos that T had never seen.

1 surfaced and called to those on the boar that there
was something down in the water to shoot—a large,
strange fish. 1 congratulated myself on tming over 1o
the hunters the job of hunting, But Roghi, whe had
come over in a small boat. handed his gun to me and
conceded the “game” 1o its discoverer.

Happily. I grabbed the long weapon, tried 1o foat
and harpoon, arched my back, and slipped into the water,
On the way down. I wondered what kind of fish T would
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wet and hoped it would be something interesting. I knew
that my friends on the surface were already making
wagers and waiting for my reappearance with nothing
important so that they could all have a good laugh.

At the entrance to the grotto I looked inside. The
whitish mass was still there. But where should I shoot
it o kill it2 I could not tell which was the head and which
the tail, so 1 decided 10 aim ar the center. It was hard 10
put both the barrel of the gun and my head into the hole
at the same time, but I finally made it. Then 1 pulled
the trigzer.

The whitish body threw itself into convulsions, and
thréw up clouds of sand inside the. cave so that 1 could
not see. Outside, 1 held on to the spear with bath hands
despite the terrifie jerks on it 1 had o keep the wonnded
creature from leaping out of its grotto while it still had
s0 much fight in 1t

The point of another gun and harpoon appeared
at my side, and T fele grareful that someone had come
to my aid. But why didn't he shoot? 1 took a quick look
and saw no one, only a gun suspended there in the water
beside me, Without trying to explain this fantastic appa-
rition, I grabbed the sccond gun and fired again. By
this time 1 was out of air and had to surface. Filling my
lungs again, 1 returned below, grabbed the two spears,
and pulled them out of the cave.

Then I saw my little shark. still Aighting, and look-
ing rather odd with its two long whiskers and a tail
shaped like a fag. Blood was fowing from it freely. and
it was some time before | managed to get it up and into
the boat. Cecco congratulated me and thanked me for
the new specimen. And Gianni explained the gun that
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Thus shiark’s exprression, better than any caption. describes the
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down and fired his weapon. but he decided 1o experi-
ment. He would descend below the beast so as to shoot
it from below where the gills open. the most vital spot
of any fish.

He carried out his plan perfecily, shot the manta
from beneath, and watched it race away. The foat
skimmed over the water. with the boat in pursuir, bur
suddenly the floar stopped and bobbed on the waves.
The beast had succeeded i mgemng rid Di' |h: ha.rpoun

Affter recovering his weap
what had happened, and why one should not shoot a
manta from below. The sounding line had pulled around
and up. bending the harpoon and fnally pulling it out
of the animal.

Gigi Seuart, Cecco, and Roghi also caught a manta.
They encountered a small school of the big creatures
sliding along just below the surface as if warming their
backs in the sun. They hir a two-hundred-pound fellow
and eventually wore him out after quite a chase.

That was the expedition's [ourth baude with
manias, two of them successful. but not one of them
could compare with the manta dance one March night
beyond the breakwater at Dur Ghella.

There was not a breath of wind, and the sea was
smooth and endless, without a ripple. Some clouds rose
from the horizon as the sun sank down and became a
fBaming red ball. I was ina boat with the scientific group,
doing routine work, when Cecco saw something that
stirred the flar surface some distance away. We started
up the motor and headed for the spor, which turned
out 1o be much further away than we thought. Fifteen
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minutes passed, and we were still a few hundred yards
from the disturbance in the water.

Suddenly it stopped. Well. perhaps it had been only
a school of sardines attacked by tuna or sharks. We were
about to tum back when the surface of the sea was
ripped open by a huge body leaping upward with
terrific force and speed. Spray poured over us. and we
heard the sound of rain pelting down. All eyes were on
a shiny spine. as black as India ink. hurling iselt from
the water toward the sky. At the peak of its flight, the
creature elongated its blunt horns, spread its winged fins.

“A mantal”

The oy came from all our throats. as we grabbed
the sides of the boats 1o save oorselves. For it had been
set rocking violently by the beast’s upward lunge.

We were in some danger, but we could not think
of that. Here was a manta such as none of us had seen—
truly a giant manta!

And how it performed! At the top of its leap. when
it was almost vertical, it flipped itself backwarnd, show-
ing its white belly. Then with a resounding splash it
toppled back onto the water, sending up another big
wave and billows of foam.

Flipping its tail. the manta dove slantingly down-
ward. still upside down and showing its white belly.
Finally it disappeared from our view. and the boat
stopped rocking. We spoke o each other in awed whis-
pers. trying to cstimate the size of the creature. Cecco
decided that its wing spread was more than twenty feer,
and we knew we had met one of the biggest of mantas.

Our talk was interrupted by another eruption about
thirty-five feet away, but this time the manta was some-
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what smaller. Its performance was almost identical, how-
ever: the upward leap, the backward dive, and the exit
upside down.

The red of the setting sun tinted the clouds, the
waves, the faces of the men in a small boat, The far-off
islands marned dark vielet. In this setting occurred the
mass dance of the sea devils, the dance of the mantas
of the Red Sca.

One after another they leaped, dove, splashed—one
smaller, one larger, one quite near. one [ar away, and
then two at a time, three ar a time. We were in the center
of a saraband of monsters, each one weighing several
tons. Our position was precarious, but it was probably
the only spor in the world in which one conld witness
such a spectacle; we remained. breathless, holding onto
the boat, looking in all directions about us.

We dimly saw that the mantas were performing
under water as well as above. We saw death-defying
loop-the-loops, swooping speed trials, and dive-bombing.

But why were the mantas performing in this way?

After half an hour, when it began 1o get dark, some-
thing happened that gave us some idea of the meaning
of the spectacle, We saw the surface of the water broken
by rows upon rows of much smaller mantas, each about
three or four feet across. In single file, they beat their
little wings and scurried along the top of the water, leay-
ing behind long streaks of foam,

They were baby mantas, the newhorn!

What good fortune had come o usl We were per-
haps the first in the world to sce this fabulous and myste-
rigus ceremaony, to be in the very center of a tumultuous
gathering of these largest inhabitants of the tropical seas,
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the coming-out party of their children. At a certain
moment in the lives of the mantas. some mysterions force
brings them together at one spot for the happy event.
And we were there.

As if a signal had been sent up from the depths of
the sea. the performance ended: the mantas disappeared.
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The phantoms of g#f)bc’.'

Around Gubbet Mus Nefit, a seemingly endless bay of
the Dahlak Archipelago, there extends flat, sanding land,
almost level with the sea and absolutely deserted. One
large and one narrow channel give Gubbet contact with
the sca, and through the larger onc the Formica passed
to cast anchor in the bay.

In the Red Sea, the tides are violent and strong,
with a notable rise and fall. The channels act as valves
for th(‘ loading and unloading of water in the bay. Four
ay great volumes of water pass lhmugh the
chanmnels, -::msm., a \usiuug flood. Iy L into the
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channel when the sea is moving, we have felt ourselves
dragged away as if by a violent mountain torrent. With-
out a blow of the fins, one sails ahead at 1op speed in
midse of big and little fish.

In the middle of the bay. at night. evervthing was
calm. But not ane on hoard could sleep because of the
noise of an electric generator which fed cumrent 1 a
string of underwater lights. Most of us were at the rail
observing this experiment to derermine which fish were
attracted by the li:.;l:ls and to see the nets of pl;ml\lnu
canght by the scientific group.

Many interesting specimens appeared: tiny lit
fish whose external structures were transparent and their
internal completely wisible, like certain plastic raincoats
worn by girls who like 1o have their clothes seen. We
saw little black-and-white crayfish. Infusoria. and organ-
isms no larger than specks. All went into the jars of the
scientific collection, with lide cards specifying the dare,
place. and depth of withdrawal.

A lightninglike apparition broke the calm: a shark
shooting toward the cone of light. We were used 1o sharks
by this time, but the size and speed of this one cvoked
a cry of wonder. Just as quickly as it appeared it flashed
away again. And despite my knowledge and belief con-
cerning the nature of sharks. when I dove the next morn-
ing 1 kept remembering that vision and looked behind
me occasionally.

Why did I go down in Gubbet Bayt To And a ship-
wreck—the wreck of a boatr sunk about twelve years
before. 1 thought it would be interesting to shoor some
photographs of it or perhaps film some scenes on its
supe rsrocture.
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Our nakhuda. who knows all about wrecks, gave
careful navigational instructions based on sightings of
a scrubby acacia and some white cliffs on the distant
horizon. With this information, Masino located it, and
Giorgio and T descended. We poked about on the bot
tom for a while. not feeling 100 comforable. The light
was dim. but that was not the real reason for our feel-
ings. Perhaps it was the presence of a wreck, of death
and destruction.

‘We slipped along the edge of the boat. sccing noth-
ing bur a dark wall. Finally we found the prow and
under it the name painted in white letters: Panaria. I
ook 2 rapid turm around the old propeller blades, while
Giorgio ook several pictures. But we had no heart for
our work and soon surfaced, to talk with our nakhuda
about the shipwrecks of Gubbet Mus Nehr.

Not one shipwreck. but many. In the bosom of the
bay lay several ships. taking us back to a day in April
twelve years before. Here was the last chapier of the
story of the Italian Navy, caught in a trap in the Red
Sca ax the outbreak of World War 11,

Omne night the silence of the bay had been broken
by the roar of bombers. There was a sharp explosion,
and the Mazzini, loaded with orpedoes, was hit squarely.
The Prometeo, hilled with naphtha, burned like an im-
mense torch, as if in honor of its own name. For two
days the flames burned, illuminating the end of the
other sinking ships. The Urania, the Botiego, the Sauro,
the Panaria—all lay stretched out on the bottom of the
bay. Our makhuda, who had served the Ialian Navy
command and knew all about those events, pointed our
w0 us the two dramatic masts of the Sauro poking up
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through the waves. and the rusted framework of the
Usrania lving on its side. These were the only remain-
ing evidence of the vessels sunk in Gubbet.

The nakhuda’s tales of these dead ships of the Red
Sea aroused our curimsity, and soon they were an irre-
sistible auraction. The last remnants of the Sauro and
the Uranis seemed 10 beckon 1o us, inviting us to come
below and sce all. Finally. when a day came on which the
waters of Gubbet had tossed away their fogs of plankion,
we went in search of an extraordinary experience.

The prow of the Urania poked half out of the water.
The rest lay on the botiom, pointing down abruptly
toward the deep center of the bay. The ship was on its
side and seemed to be cut in two by the sca. A metal rail
around the prow rose partly above the water, where it
served as a comfoniable perch for a white heron with
a long neck, which seemed annoyed at our presence:
below, it scrved asa pole around which litle hish danced.
The heron flew away with short sharp cries. cries that
reverberated in a silence so decp that one could feel it.
Ome could feel it because, arpund a dead ship. one is
overwhelmed by the enormous mass so devoid of life:
the smallest noisc—the lapping of 2 wave against an iron
plate, the rustle of the wind in the unsunk supersirizc-
ture—rebounds and enlarges. making the long pauses
in which nothing is heard scem empty.

We moored our little boat under the shadow of 2
helm that remained above the water. The immobile
hubs of the propeller. the blades of which were hidden,
was pointed like a cannon towand the white sky of the
Dzhlak. One by one we put on our autorespirators and
entered the water—Bucher, Roghi, Giorgio, Enza, and 1.
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Other underwarer expl have d
wrecks in their wanderings on the sea floor. They are
not difficult to find, for example. along the Mediter-
ranean coast. 1 had visited several and photographed
two of them thoroughly: one in Sardinia at Cape Car-
bomara and ene at Ponza. From these experiences, 1 ex-
pected the sunken Urania to be covered with soft green-
ish seaweeds, all one color, mimicking the color of the
sea. 1 expected deep shadonws, dark inaccessible recesses,
and an air of death.

The wopical sea. however. cannot conccive of the
word “death.” It wants o see life always Hourishing
with thousands of brilliant colors and in 2 multitude
of forms—even in a metal body dead for twelve years.
And that was whar we found 2s we completed 2 marvel-
ous vovage around the wreck. at depths of fificen, thirty,
fifry feet. The Urania did not remind me of any ship 1
had seen beneath the water. It was not empiy; it did not
disappear in the folds of seacolored seaweed. Thousands
of hish populated it. fish of every size, shape, and color—
from the brilliane parrot bsh 1o the fantastic arbalest,
from the silvery. shimmering scad and liche 1o the
slender barracuda.

Never haid the Urawia entertained so many pas-
sengers and such lively ones.

Cowered all over by a brighe cloak of little corals.
sponges, madrepore. sca urchins, ovsters. the Uranis
‘was a formidable polychrome spectacle of vellow, green,
red, black, violer, white, orange. We could not look at
it and think of a shipwreck as a thing without life. The
ship sank dramatically. lighted up with a grear explo-
sion. Since then. it had been covered with a beautiful
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flag, from the inside of its Jong smokestack 1o its Frst-
class cabins.

Near the keel, huge steel plates that were broken
at the time of the explosion and rusted since then by
the sl sea waved back and forth, pushed by currents
of water and giving the impression of the gilks of a giamt
hsh. That was how Giorgio and 1 slipped inside the
Urania. caleulating the space to the fraction of an inch
and timing our movements to dart in when the plate
swung widest. [t was like passing under a huge guillo-
tine with rough, but sharp. edges.

Inside, lights and shadows played through the
rooms, the corridors. and in the lasge salon. We crossed
mysterious openings. accompanied only by the sound
of the air unloaded regularly from our autorespirators.
In the machine room, among the boilers. ladders, and
piprs. square 1ays of light from far-off hatchways made
TOPSY-LUTVY patterns.

I came to a Black wall. in the center of which a
porthole showed the yellowish green water of the sea
outside. Suddenly a face appeared in the porthole: Gior-
gio, exploring the next om. He was a phantomlike
vision. a mask from which extended rubes and valves.
two eves dilated to see in the darkness. all framed by a
hole studded with yellow sponges and shells of black
O¥STETY.

We found a passage and followed it togesher in a
visit about the labyrinth. the last stop being in the bath,
where the wb was still intact. The occasional fash of
the camera lit the surrealist seene, and we gradually be-
ame accustomed to the Fantastic atmasphere.

A mysterions gong kept sounding from somewhere,
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as il announcing the dinner hour, so we started looking
for the dining room. A winding passage carried us almost
1o the top, and we discovered the cause oi the sound:
one of the big metal plams that “breathe

Then we heard a siven. We stopped, bewildered,
and stared at each other. Lis sound, distorted by the mass
of water into something that reminded us of a phono:
graph record running down, still reached onr ears clearky
despite our disbelic. Tt really was the sound of a siren.

But not the siren of the wrecked Drania. It was the
Formies, circling around the wreck to tell us that the
sun was seteing, that it was time to return. We had no
idea that the time hael passed so quickly. And suddenly
we realized that we had not really paid any attention to
our winding route, through the wreck, that we did not
know how to get back to the place where we had entered.

Seeing a gleam of light above us, we headed that
way quickly, and emcrged into a small, square mirtor
of water at the top of which was the sky. We were m a
corridor that now went straight up in this vessel that
lay on its side. We came to the surface of the water,
gulped some welcome fresh air, and saow that we could
not escape that way. The walls continued straight up for
some distance without anything to hold.

“Air?” 1 asked Giorgio, who in such marters is al-
ways more precise than I am.

“Enough for five or six minutes, T think."”

Waiting there would do no good, so we dove down
again. The walls with their yellow sponges and lule
rose-red leaves of madrepore faded quickly as the 1
disappeared, We were not really frightened, but cer:
tainly beginning to feel uneasy. Inside the enormous
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framework, among tons of steel floors and walls, we could
not figure out which direction we could take, With
everything on its side, Hoor plans did not make sense.
Through a crack we saw a little Ight, bur it was a
false alarm. There was no space f
We decided to go as deep as possible and look for
those waving plates by which we had entered. As we
descended. we breathed with great economy. hoarding
the little air leht us. Finally the plates were in front of
us, but then a blood-chilling Eact stopped us dead. They
were no longer waving., They were not moving at all.
The water currents which had moved them had ceased,
and our trap doors were shut. The guilletine had fallen.
We could have gone back to the long corridor where
there was air to breathe. Bur then we would have been

1 exit.

trapped, and in going there would have used the last
Temaining air in our respirators. [ had to wy the impos-
sible, T pushed against the big plate, braced my feet
15t a projection and pushed harder. Against my ex
pectations, it slowly moved—not much, but it moved.

1 nodded to Giorgio, who daned through like light
ning, streaking along the sand and scraping his back
on the lower edge of the plate. T let the door swing shut,
hr}])ing thate my friend outside would find some way o
pull from there, With my heart in my mouth, 1 watched
a line of light on the sand at the bottom o see if it grew
wider. Two seconds. three seconds. Four seconds.

The big plate moved, began to open. The clever
Giorgio had found a way to brace himself and was pull-
ing with all his might. I crouched low and at the first
possible moment slipped through,

The nightmare was ended. We sped For the sur-
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face, gulped in fresh air, and signaled to the boat 1o
pick us up.

That night I had a hard time going to slecp. T kept
secing scenies From insicle the wreck, and my thoughts
finally turned to a comparison of my experience with
that of the old type of diver in heavy suit and hose of
air from above—the kind of diver who works on wrecked
ships.

Theirs is considered a highly hazardous profession,
and they have many accidents, They are caused, I be-
lieve, by the clumsiness of their equipment, in most
cascs. The hose that brings him air, the cable thar haists
anel lowers him, forces him o undervake difficulc gym-
nastics to cnter the interior of a ship, bars him from
many places, and continually threarens him with engan-
glement. He cannot possibly assume a horizontal posi-
tion, which is the best way to enter cracks, portholes, and
wrenched doors,

One of the most common accidents to such divers
occurs when he is inside a ship and there is a swelling
aof his suit because of an excess of air sent down from the
surface. He rises like a balloon, hits against the ceiling,
and is almast helpless, unless he can let out some of the
air through the rubber wrists of his su

Anather great peril is presented by the hundreds
of little projections, sharp and curved picees of metal
that abound on a wrecked ship, each one eapable of
cutting the suit, resulting in complete loss of air and
drowning for the diver.

On top of all this, there are the great precautions
that the diver must take to decompress himself and re.
duee his suit pressure 1o that at the surface when he
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comes up in order to avoid blood embolisms. Consc-
quently, only a very few divers—you can count on one
hand all those in the world—can push beyond 100 or 125
feet in their work, in spite of the complicated equip-
ment and a special ship of assistance. 1F they could
descencd easily beyond these limits, some of the great
riches of the world beneath the water would be open to
them. There are scores of wrecked ships all over the
world, lying between one amd two bundred feer deep,
containing great (reasures.

Our advice, after our expe

iences, is thar divers
should become, instead of weighted, restricted antoma-
tons, agile amphibians, cquipped with fins, masks, and
individual vespivators. Then they can go almost any-
where in the Blue Continent. not only with ease but
with pleasure.




The high seas

At first we could not believe thar Benedetto was a Sicil-
ian fisherman and not an Arab. He came aboard the
Formica—thin, all, his face decply lined. dressed in a
futa, and barefoot—a man looking no different from the
thousand other natives of the Dahlak.

Then we saw that he was truly Sicilian. We saw
the cunming and alers flash of his eves, heard his unmis-
takable accent. Of his Afty years, he had spent twenty
at Dahlak. He had been married just a few days before
his departure from Sicily on a long fishing wip. and had
thought he would go back just as soon as he camed a

150

little money. Ar the end of every fishing season since
then, Benedetto had decided 10 go back o Sicily, but
he never got farther than Massaua. for the simple reason
that he spent all his money there. Then he had w0 go
back to the islands and start all over again.

We concluded that he talked about going back 1o
Sicily only from habit. He secemed 10 be happy as the
admiral of a linle floulla of fifiy narive fishing boats.
The passible drops of Arab blood in his veins. dating
from the ancient Arab invasion of Sicily. had somehow
brought him home, and he found it impossible 1o leave.

He came on board the Formim to discuss with
Bruno a possible trip around the edge of the Dahlak
Archipelagn. We wanted to push into the islands and
shoals of the high scas. where Baschieri’s men could
gather additional -ipﬂ'hncﬂi of marine life, where the
sun beats with its full force, where the strongest currents
How. where the greatess number of migratory fish pass.
The sports group wanted o hunt for even larger crea
TS, cngage in more excting adventures. And we doar-
memarians longed for more worlds 1o Alm, 1o add a new
chapter to the expedition’s history. Fimally, we knew
that in the high scas we could extend our studies of the
shark—a pet goal of all three groups. Up 1o thar time
we had encountered about a hundred sharks, some of
them anthropophagous. Despite the old adage thar “the
sharks of the Red Sea are the most dangerous on the
globe,” we had found them 1o be casi miumidated.
If the statement were really true. our experiences meant
that amphibious men could work withour real peril any-
where in the world. But we hesitated to make flar state-
ments on this subject. Someone might argue that the

151



sharks we met around Dahlak were smaller than most,
of a less aggressive pature, living as they do in peaceful
e true shark, the shark of werrible
med. was tf.-c shark of the open sea. We wanted to

fnd out.

So the For ded south, picking up on the
way some of the scentific group that had been work
ing at our first headquarters in Dissei. It was good 10 see
this place a . where 1 had encountered my first shark.
done my first .mpona'u hlming of the Blue Continent,
o advised
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¢ Buri peninsula, an island called
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gerous fish, a superiority that normal men apparently
do mot have. With their heads above the surface, the
fishermen not only fail to see the danger approaching
but have nothing with which to combat it. The barra:
cudas, assured that they are dealing with defenscless
creatures. rush to the attack.

‘We. on the other hand, see them coming and go 1o
meet them. A simple motion of counterattack is enough
to put them to flight. Baschieri found himself right in
the middle of a large group of them and, seeing a par-
ticularly beautiful specimen, shot it. His attack against
onc of their number did not anger the others. Instead,
it made them flee even Baster.

The next day. | was down in the water with Giorgio
when he informed me, through the sign language of
the Blue Continent, that numerous sharks of respect-
able dimensions were approaching. We promptly sat
down on the bortom, waiting for them 1o come along
so we could photograph them. In the silence thar was
broken anly by the gurgle of air bubbles from Giorgio's
apparatus and the sound of my own breathing, we calmly
anticipated our rendervous with the sharks of the high
seas—an incredible adventure that 1 would have found
hard to belicve if T had not been present.

Suddenly a shark appeared, passing rapidly in front
of us. He was of the dangerous dark varicty, about twelve
feet long. Right behind him came two timid blackfins,
followed by another just like the firsi. The blackfins
circled at some distance. obviously afraid of us, but the
big dark fellow began almost at once to make very quick
passes at us. We were really quite pleased at the chance
to get such good pictures, and ground away on our
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camerss. We felr less comfortable, however, when we
noticed that the timid blackfins. stimulated by the aggres-
sive actions of their larger companion, began to threaten
us, fon.

A man attacked by a wolf can defend himself with
a big stick. but when a wolf has companions. the animals
give cach other courage and they all anack together.
‘We were frightened, but at the same cme pleased 1o
experience this initiation into the ways of sharks of the
high scas.

“The big shark wrned and headed straight for Gior-
gio. who had his cye to the view finder trying to caich
the “stampede” of the beasts, at least at the beginning.
He obviously had not even thought of what he would
do in the later stages of the attack. This ume the big
shark really meant business and kept coming at Giorgio.
who used the only weapon he had: the camera. Lifting
the heavy machine by its two handles, he beat it with all
his might agzinst the shark’s snout. It was a powerful
blow, but the shark was probably more starded than
hurt. Az any rate, it tumed and raced away, with its two
buddics tagzing along behind.

With our heans pounding, we surfaced, 1o find
Masino shaking his head in wonderment. He had just
arrived at the spot and had scen the dimax of the scene
With his hand he signaled. “You had a narrow cscape
that time!”

The sharks around the Dahlak would never have
had the courage of our aggressive dark inend in the high
seas. Seill, it had run away when man counterattacked.
We began 1o wonder if there was a fundamental differ-
ence between sharks from different localitics. Omly fur-
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ther experiences. however, would tell us that.

Late that afternoon, Gigi Stuart harpooned 2 most
unusual specimen. We were having a licte snack on the
boat, stretched out comfortably in the last vays of the
sun alter our long immersions, when Cecco saw a large
pelican about fifty yards away, The clumsy bird with a
beak so huge that it looked ridiculous even on a pelican,

sat on an overhanging rock almost above us,

“I'm sovry, Priscilla,” Ceccn
ant. who was always upset at seeing birds shot,
beautiful catch is mine.” He brandished his gun and
shor, but the rocking of the boat spoiled his aim, The
pelican rose in fight. but seemed to be cither very tired
or not very worried, so cireled around and seteled in the
water not far from us. Glaring at us watchfully, it swam
between us and the shore.

“This is my moment,” Gigi said, “Keep quiet,”

He put on his fins and mask, grasped his gun, and
slipped silently imto the sea, As he swam toward the
pelican, the big bird began to oddle away, wondering
where to go. There were rocks on one side, the boat on
another. Then Gigi went under the water completely,
baffling the pelican, which seemed to know that there
was danger near by but could not understand ir.

Gigi was beneath the bird, with the idea of shoot-
ing it in such a way that it would be only slightly
wounded and thus could be captured in good condition.
His plan worked perfecily.

From the boat, we saw the pelican leap, beat its
wings, and fall o the water again, (;igj emerged and,
despite the pecks, kicks, and blows from the bird's wings,
held it firmly until we came up with the boat. His shot
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had just grazed the wing, and the pelican was stll in
good health. From that time on, the Formien had a new
mascot.

Gaoing south from Sehil we passed near an island
of similar name—Dehil-where some of us would have
liked to land. It was Benedetto who told us about it
early one morning as he came into the cabin and awak-
ened me by pulling on my leg, which stuck over the
end of the berth about ten inches. I suspected that he
was pulling my leg hguratively, too, in the story he told,
but he swore it was true,

“Dehil is inhabived only by women,” he said,
“young and beautiful, old and ugly. They are Arabs
with fair skin and blue eyes, the most beauiful of the
race.”

“Are we going to land?” 1 asked. trying not to look
o interested, but actually wide awake and ready for a
new kil\[l ﬂ} cxp!()’ml!'on.

“No," said our chief, Bruono, almost too quickly.
“There are no good depths he
had to measure evervthing by meters only, then listened
to the rest of Benedero's story.

“The women fish most of the day. for trocas, the
mother-of-pear] shell. The old ones stay ar home and
work the same shells, making them into beautiful things.
Their beauty and their skill in fashioning mother-of-
pearl are well known around the Red Sea, so oce 1011
ally sampans land to conclude business of a rwolold

-, 1 wondered why he

nature,” Benedetro smiled the smile of a good Sicilian,
“If the quality of the merchandise offered, the mother
of-pearl, is satisfactory, the first transaction is concluded.
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If the other merchandise is equally good, that is if the
sailors satisfy the young Arabs with the blue cyes, then
the second transaction is also concluded.”

Thus the women live on their island in sacred
peace without the quarrels of married couples. The
fathers will never be seen again, and the mothers will
not remember them two days after the transaction. But
ted. We lonked at the rocky
island thar was slipping away behind us.

“What about the boys born there?” T asked Bene-
detto,

“They stay on the island until they are seven or
eight years old. Then they are pue on the first sampan
that appes

And that is the wuth, according o Benedetro.

s, and they learn 1o be sailors”

We came to the islind of Madowe, where Silverio
Zecea had a great day. At the base of a coral precipice,
he saw a gigantic brown umbra, 2 big-bellied fish with
its mouth always halt open, This one was of a very in-
viting weight so, thinking more about a good dinner
than glory, Zecea dove toward the fish. Just as he was
about to shoot, he saw a large shadow on his left. For-
getting abour the umbra, he crouched and turned slowly
s0 a5 not to frighten this more interesting prev, Propped
inst a huge brain coral and seemingly stuck o the
ral wall, there was a huge tortle. It seemed 10 be
sleeping, but when Zecca pointed his gun, the wrtle
leaped and headed for the botom, swimming jerkily
hut very fast,

I'his was his undoing, for Zecca found himself in
a good position 1o shaot the beast squarely in the neck.
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The rurtle struggled, Silverio tagged on the sounding
line, and the water tumed red with blood. But the
hunzer had come down without a respirator, and he was
almost out of breath. Holding the line, he guickly sur-
faced, but before he could descend again the line was
jerked violemly and then went limp. The tnle had
freed itsclf from the harpoon.

From above, Raimondo Bucher saw the beast
emerge from a coud of blood in his flight. But the
wurtle was swimming slowly and apparently without
direction. $o Raimondo dove and grabbed one of the
wartle’s back legs with both hands, but could not bring
it up alone. Zecca, with a lungful of fresh air, went
down again in time to see Bucher being dragged away:
he caught the other leg and 1ogether they brought the
turtle to the boat. It was big and restless. so instead of
trying to get it in the small boat we dragged it to the
Formica, where it was hoisted aboard with the aid of
a tackle.

That was not the end of Silverio’s day. however.
He reentered the water and evenmally caught up with
Masino and Giorgio. The latter had scen a stupendous
bunterfiy hsh with yellow and wiolet stripes and was
searching for it in a cave beneath a great mass of madre-
pore. Finally he saw it—terribly frightencd—at the
entrance 1o a crevice. Giorgio advanced and looked in-
side. The buuerfly fish was nowhere to be seen, but
there was another fish: a grear whitish shadow like the
ong that had once puzred me. It was a nurse shark,
simple-minded and harmless, but very big.

Giorgio shot 1w the surface and called Zecca and
Masino, then took them down to show the exart loca-
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tion. But the shark did not allow himself 1o be pointed
out for the kill. Already perturbed by the first meeting
with Giorgio. it decided to flee when it saw the fish-man
reappear. With a flash it stirred up a doud of sand and
raced out of the linle cave. Giorgio leaped out of the
way. but a flip of the immense tail hit him, knocking
away his mouthpiece and filling the mask with water.
Although he had to surface 2t once, he saw Zecca ke
out after the fecing shark, which soon darted into
another cave.

In a few minutes, the three men foated down above
the opening of the cave, after formulating a plan of
attack. The beast had slipped into a cave with two en-
rrances, one large and one narrow, so Masino wok up
his station ai the narmow enirance, with his amera, while
Zecca approached the main crevice with his gun. Giorgio
stayed behind to film the whole scene.

As Silverio approached the entrance. the shark
made another effort o escape. But this time his adver-
sary had a gun which put a harpoon night in 1ts gills.

The beast twisted and beat its fins furiously, but
Zeoca dragged it from the cave without fear and pulled
it toward the surface. All alone he was handling a fish
twice his size, at least—a wounded creature flipping its
il with great power, writhing in an effort to seize its
attacker in the big mouth, which kept opening and
closing. The shark could not overcome Zecca, who kept
pulling it steadily toward the surface. We saw the figures
of the shark and the undcrwater man gradually rising,
two figures intertwined, struggling, acwally bound to-
gether by the turns of the sounding line as well as the
lines of the harpoon and gun. The conqueror and the
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eonguered came up together. but it was the shark that
lay expiring in the bottom of the boat.

There was much talk about Silverio’s two catches.
The shark was the largest of that variety that had been
captured, and the turtle was six times as big as any we
had scen av Dahlak. Baschieri was beside himself with
joy. chiefly because of the turtle shell thar wonld enrich
his collection so much. We documemarians were in
good humor, because we had filmed two spectacular
scenes, It was a good day. all around. thanks to Zecca.

10

Southern islands and atolls

An atoll is an island thar did not have enough force 10
rise above the surface of the waves and s remains for-
ever submerged in a few feet of water. Looking a1 one
from the floor of the Blue Continent, we sec a gently slop-
ing hill compared 10 the mountains we call islands.

The Mugiunia atoll. where we stopped for some
exploration, truly gave the impression of a lovely. peace-
ful hill. Enormous madrepore were its vegetation. The
atmosphere around it was light-green water, averaging
thirty feet in depth. It was very quiet.

1 decided o have a look around before taking the
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camera under water. Submerging a few feet from the
boat. 1 saw Enza Bucher looking intently at a school
of scad. She dove, fired, and hit one, which strugeled
hereely, with great loss of blood, while she was trying
to bring it to the surface, As a result, four sharks ap-
peared almost at once, quite interested. 1 did not ke
much notice of them ar first but went to help her cury
her prey to the boat as quickly as possiblc. The
four dangerous visitors circled wildly around near the
boteom, searching for the wounded fish whose blood
spread through the water.

Suddenly one shark discovered that the scad was na
longer near the bottom, bur was being pulled roward
the surface. He pointed his snout toward us. then hesi-
taterd 2 moment in surprise at having found two hig
meals instead of one small one. But only for a moment,
after which he flew straight up at us. Enza gave a sharp
ory and drew up her legs. T did the same, but at the
shark’s arrival 1 kicked out ar his nose with bath feer,
which were shod conspicuously in red fins.

Who can well what they must have looked like m
the shark? At any rate, he didn't like the idea. He
changed divection quickly, skimmed along the surface
ten feer from us, cutring it with his dorsal fins, then
headed for the depths and disappeared, Then I helped
Enza bring home her scad.

At Mugiunia 1 had an unforgenable encounter
with a liche, I called it Mariuccia because of a great
resemblance to my aunt. Don't think I speak entirely
in jest. 1f you talk with any underwater men, vou will
fincl that many fish down below remind them strongly
of people they know. Cherna, sargus, muller, and others
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sometimes have the physical wraits of a high-schoal Ger-
man teacher, a bicycle racer, T'oscanini, or a dear rela-
tive. This is not meant o be insulting. [ was completely
serious in thinking that the ficke looked like Aunt
Mariuccia.

Finning along about forty feer down, grazing enor-
maous sheets of madrepore, 1 was looking for subjects to
hlm. After rejecting an ordinary eloud of boniws and
some black arbalests 1 had photographed many times,
I came upon Marivecia. She was a beantiful silver liche
weighing about ninety pourids, measuring about fve
feet, and as flat as the shield of a medieval warrior. I
pressed the lever that starts the movie camera, and the
whirring sound reverberated through the depihs. The
fish made a sudden start, and 1 was afraid it would flee
like all the others. But no—the buer of the camera en-
chanted ie. Lis big round eyes softened as it began 1w
rock back and forth slightly, carcful to keep within the
frame of the camera. Sweetly and demurely, it moved
closer to the camera, so 1 had a chance to observe i
cirefully as 1 filmed. A little blue Ash with a yellow
belly, aboue the size of a hnger nail, swam along with it
—a parasite, very excited, darting about nervously. When
Mariuceia opened her gills 1o breathe, the little fish
made nibbling thrusts inside. moving in, taking a tiny
bite—1 could actually see a fHeck of blood—and moving
out before the gills closed.

I had seen comparable relationships many rimes.
Orie of the most amusing occurred when Masine was
filming a ball fish which was assaulted by four of these
riny parasites. They threw themselves against the fish,
chewing its fat white belly and making it jump from
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the pain and dash away in headlong Hight.

My friend Mariuccia was somewhat troubled by the
litele parasite, but in this situation decided to pretend
that it did not exise.

After photographing the fiche in all attitudes, the
camera showed me that T had run out of Alm, I had to
surface and load agxin. [ did not believe, of course, that
1 would see Mariuccia again. But there she was a half
hour later, floating peacefully about six feet beneath
the keel of the boar.

To reward such faithfulness. I called Silverio Zecca,
who was passing abour thirty fect away, and signaled tor
him o notice the licke. He understood, so 1 aimed the
camera and started it turning again. Mariuccia, en-
chanted once more by the buzzing sound, passed slowly
in front of me. Behind her, 1 saw Silverio. aiming his
gun. With a metallic sound the arrow flew and centercd
itself in the targer. The big fish jumped and starred
through a series of crazy evolutions, which finallv en-
abled it o pull the harpoon out. I continued filming
the scene, even when Marineaa fled like a rocker.

I thought that the story was finished—another ale
which pointed out the dangers of voung beauties taking
movie tests. But an houor later, there was a fiche in ront
of my camera. Was it another one? No, it was my Mari-
uccia for [ could see the big wound in her side. Vanity
had conquered fear, and she was ready for another
“take.” And this time, I did not eall Silverio,

After stopping at the tip of the Buri peninsula,
which juts out into the open sea, at the two Asheker
Islands and a pair of unnamed shoals, we went even
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further south w the island of Shumma. There. Gigi
Stuart prepared a bomb so thar the scientific group
could collect a quantity of small fish and the rest of us
could study the sharks that would quickly gather,
Shumma is situated between Africa and the Dahlak, in
a very deep channel along which many ships pass. The
sea promised 1o be full of sharks and many other fish.

The boat was at the edge of a coral harrier when
Gigi busily inserted the detonator in his red package of
“plastic™ explosive. Everyone was waiting cagerly, for it
is important to get into the water quickly afrer an ex-
plosion. Gigi wuched his cigaretie to the shor fuse and
tossed it toward the water. Priseilla closed her eyes as
the little bomb sank toward the bottom with several
curious fish making gay turns about it

‘There was a strong hlast, a reverherating echo, and
the sound of hundreds of fish falling back into the w
followed by the sound of more hundreds farther aw
leaping from the sea as a result of the aftereffects of the
explosion. For an instant, the sea was changed from blue
to silver. Within ten seconds we were all in the water—
even Priscilla, despite the warnings of Ceeco about how
dangerous this moment was, with interjections abour
riger sharks. Priscilla could not have been kept out of
the water at such an exciting time by ten tiger sharks.

Giorgio and I went down with our respivators and
sat back to back at the base of the barrier. For a while
we looked at the scientists hard at work above, collecting
their litrle fish. Then we saw large dentexes with long
Faces, and whitish chernas ||rt.‘|ri & ot from the crevices
in the rock, Rather hesitatingly, they swam out and
started circling, then caught sight of some dead umbra
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beast in its most vital spot, right behind the gills. The
spear even came gut on the other side.

Blood flowed all around: there was a tense but brief
struggle, and the shark was captured. In little more than
one minute [ had captured on film a drama filled with
emotions: cunning, fear, courage, surprise, decision,
agony
Giorgio and 1 resumed our interrupted rip beyond
the breakwater, but suddenly we stopped. Below us in
the water there appeared to be an airpornt—an airport
eighty-five [eet down, with a dozen planes ready 1o take
off. They were mantas dozing on the sand.

We filmed them as they lay there, but wanted totake
them in flight. T made all the noise 1 could, but they
continued their naps undisturbed. While Giorgio aimed
his camera, 1 swam up behind them, thinking they would
certainly take off when I came near. But nothing hap-
pened—even at six feer, three feet, one foot. 1 was right
next 10 the first one, so reached out my hand and tonched
its tail. It jumped, shook jerkily, then shot upward, with
the others following. The beating of the big wings
stirred up so much sand that [ could not see, but the
cloud around me was suddenly lighted by a streak of
lightning, and 1 knew thar Giorgio had taken his picture.

At the same moment, at the other end of the island,
Zecca had come upon a school of mantas, separated one
from the others, and shot ir. Despite a violent struggle,
he had conguered it alone with ingelligent use of an
“elastic” technique; giving a great deal of line to the
beast 1o tire it out. Finally, he hoisted his manta aboard
the hoat.

The final adventure of the day involved Cecco,
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Gigi. a scad, and a shark. The scad was wraveling along
peacclully enjoying the last rays of the sun. Suddenly
there appeared abead of it two fish the likes of which it
had never seen before. They came toward it, but. before
it undersiood that Messrs. Stuart and Baschieri were not
hish but men who intended 1o eat it fried that very
evening. a spear of steel had penetrated its body. Gigi
was then strugsling with the scad when a large shark
sprang out of the shadows right by his feet. For several
seconds, man, shark, and prey crisserossed in underwater
mancuvers. The shark showed no fear of Gigi, nor was
it intimidated when Ceooo imtervened with actions in-
tended to frighten the beast. Such moments of fear and
courage add 1o the store of our knowlelge about the
actions of sharks. But no one could explain why sud-
denly, for some reason of its own, the beast went away.
The dinner, conguered at such a price. was carried 10
the boat.

Later that week, Shumma gave the expedition an-
other unforgettable day. Early in the moming we were
at work with the sports group. Vailau, Bucher, Enza,
and Zecca were with us—or rather above us. Masino and
I were on the bottom with respirators and cameras,
ready to film a hunting scene.

At first it seemed that Shumma wished 1o place a
curtain between us at the bottom and the others on the
surface. Dense clouds of parror fish passed by with the
current, imerrupiing the rays of the sun and making all
fish look like silhouettes, except for the fins and tails,
which were wansparent, vellow, and strongly illumi-
nated. And around each ligure there scemed to be a halo



of light. My eye at the view finder sought to capture on
film glimpses of this overflowing richness. Then the
masses of hish separated as Bruno and Zecea swam toward
me, and Raimonde and his wife toward Masino—cutting
through the living curtain that had separated us.

We followed them, ready to turn the cameras, Large
fish of many kinds had come to wvisit us ar last, with good-
sized sharks and mantas among the first. It looked like
a promising day.

The mantas circled around us in groups. appearing
and disappearing in the depths. Bruno aimed and hit
one of the largest. which immediately found great
strength in its wounded body and jerked Bruno vio-
lently. The gun flew out of his hand and the ceature
sped away.

Giorgio enjoyed the panorama a great deal. He was
about a hundred vards away and had sarcely slipped
his head under water when he saw below him a manta
which Hew past hike a rocker, dragging behind it a
!mrpoon. a long sounding line, and a gun withoue an
owWner.

Before he could say “Teh!™ Bruno arrived. finning
like mad and cursing. By signs he asked if Giorgio had
seen a manta and which way it had gone. Giorgio sig-
naled, “Ahead and 1o the lekt,” and Bruno took up
the chase.

Not far away, Masino had seen another group of
mantas cronching on the hottom. He approached them
cautiously 1o get pictures, being very careful not o dis-
turh them. But suddenly the winged devilfish rose and
fled, and in a moment Masino saw what hadl upset them.
Above were fifieen or sixteen large tortoises—an amazing
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sight, for we had never known them to travel in such
Large groups. Masino, rejoicing in having fallen out of
the frying pan into the fire, got a beautiful shot of the
majestic passage of the tortoises.

At just about that time, T was Glming Zecca's cap-
ture of a beautiful ray. Bruno returned to action with
a new gun and went off to seek his revenge on the
AN

These fish reappeared some rime later in a group.
They swam lazily, in formation, parallel to the coral
barrier, Obviously the shots of Brune and Silverio had
not overly disturbed them, They almest flaunted their
imperturbability. Without a word, Bruno, Silverio, and
Bucher threw themselves into the formation. This time
there were three shots and three mangas o be hauled
inte the boat.

Masino and T were still in the water and, as we
hoped. the large amount of blood from the devilfish
attracred many sharks. Three of them came near us re-
peatedly with quick thrusts, and we were happy at being
able 1o photograph them to our heart's content.

The next day I was filming a sca ancmone, with its
green tentacles and fleshy red body. and getting a good
close-up of a pomacenirid, or damselfish, cleaning up its
ordinarily deadly friend. 1 saw Masino climb astride a
big brain coral to take pictures of me filming the sea
anemone.

In half a minute, I noticed that Masine had stopped
his shooting and seemed to be staring at something be-
hind me. Suddenly he shook, waved his arms, moved his
fins, and acred as if he were seized by an epileptic fr.

Confused and somewhat frightened. T moved a bit,
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selves” and the least endowed with collective organiza-
tion of any creatures alive. But they regularly make
important decisions together—even those belonging to
different families and species.

The scientific group was particularly pleased at
being able to study for the first time some aspects of
the social or collective life of fishes, as they wanted 10
compare the actions of fishes in groups with their actions
alone. Working at the edge of the high seas had also
brought them many new specimens of the migratory fish
and of mollusks, coelenterates, and plankron.

We had all learned a good deal about diving under
new conditions, bringing us to the conclusion thae, at
present, underwater man can work with safery no deeper
than 200 10 225 feer. And there are variations in this
limit, depending upon the location of the work. Areas
near coasts or archipelagos, where the sea bottom de-
dines more or less gradually toward the great depihs,
are generally safer than the waters near islands and
shoals planted in the middle of the high seas—chiefly
because the marine life of the high seas is more dan-
gl"l'l'l'l'liy

Both areas, however, are safe for steady work. More
carcful preparation and more constant attention must
accompany high-scas work, that’s all. Currents ¢an be
incredibly strong, tiving men quickly and sometimes
preventing them from going or coming as they wish,
The high seas are also much more likely 1o suffer from
bad storms thar disturb work or make it difficult and
dangerous,

All chis, however, is no different from the situation
on land. Working conditions are quite different in dif-
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fevent parts of the world—in the tropics. in the cold
north, at high altitudes, on the desert. Men know how
1o adapt themselves o such variations.

The extreme depths in the high seas are best suited
for planned fishing. or marine “animal-husbandry,” for
such places contain many more fish, and these are con-
rinually replenished by large schools of migratory fish.
Also, the high seas will be the location for generators of
electric power because of the terribly strong currenis
there,

As for our studies of the shark, we were leaming
that the creatures of the high seas were quite different
from these of the coastal regions: they were more coura-
geous, more agpressive. Bur it seemed to us that the
underwater man could leel sure of his superiority and
sccurity even here, provided he always kept on the alert
and maimained his sell-confidence,
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Giants of the sea

We sailed even farther south into the open sea, 1o the
island of Gurum Shash, where the natives specialize in
fishing for sharks. We wanted to see and film them at
work, and we looked forward to diving near the nets
dropped trom their sampans. There we might expect 1o
see many big sharks of different varieties.

Bucher could hardly wait for the chance to hunt
even larger fish, but he looked worriedly ar the horizon,
where he saw the first signs of the coming khamsin, a
regular storm of great violence that sweeps down from
Egypt carrving clouds of sand and desert dust.
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The storm struck before we reached the island,
bringing a great gray wall that blowed ot the sun. The
sea changed color, and choppy waves made the Formica
dance and rall. Then the wind seemed 1o pick our ship
up in its arms and whisk us over the last ten miles to
the 1sland of the sharks.

The first evening spent at Gurum Shash revealed
the methods of native fishermen. Just before dusk,
dozens of boats went ont from the island with huge nets
that were sretched out over wide areas of the sea. The
ends of the nets were held up by inflaed goaskins, and
the sea was dotted with these bobbing figures, stomachs
up and paws foating on the water as if a sudden pesti-
lence had swept down on a strange herd.

At dawn the fishermen went out in the boats and
drew in the nets, which were wsually filled with sharks
of all kinds, most of them dead. On board the boats, the
big fish were cut open with special shark knives, and
skilled hands reached in 1o extract the liver—the chief
source of profit. On the p!'cnu. hundreds of kegs were
filled with Livers, sealed. and sent to Massaua. from
which they were shipped to pharmaceutical frms that
extracted vitamins of great value.

The other parts of the shark were thrown on the
heach, covered with salt. and allowed o dry. The fins
were ground into a fine dust, which became a stimulant
much in demand in some Oriental couniries. Enormous
heads lay scartered along the beach: the long heads of
the blue shark, massive heads of tiger sharks, ugly heads
of the hammerheads, and the incredible heads of saw-
fish. The head of the sawhish, incidentally, which is abous
a third of the length of its body, is not used as a weapon
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but for a far more prosaic purpose. It is a kind of shovel,
for this fish feeds on small animals and fish thar are
found in mud and scaweced at great depths.

Had it not been for the khamsin we might have
encountered the swordfish near Gurum Shash, but the
storm kept blowing and made the waters so muddy that
immersions would not have been very fruitful. So the
underwater part of our program was abandoned, and
we had to content ourselves with eur documentation of
the work of the natives.

Since our days in the Red Sea were numbered, we
could not wait indefinitely for clear water. We pulled
up anchor and headed north on our return voyage, with
nothing to do but sit on deck and gaze ai the distant
horizon.

Legions and legions of sea gulls were fiying over-
head.

“They are following sardines.” someone sawd.

“Sardines?” Ceceo asked. “Since when have sardines
had hos ren feet long?”

“What finsi"

* Just look out there and you will see.”

Bucher jumped up. A fin of that size meant an
enormous fish. We all started guessing at once. brought
out of our lethargy in a hurry. Could they be sperm
whales? Although we were skepiical, we decided to veer
from our course and have a Jook.

When the Formica approached fairly near o the
cloud of sea gulls, we ook to the small boats and set
out. We saw the birds following the big fish, warching its
shadow as it disappeared beneath the surface. Ar that
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moment they plunged to the surface of the water, cover-
ing it with myriad white specks.

As we arrived among them we looked around
apprehensively, wondering where and when the beast
would emerge again. And we wondered how the sea
gulls. resting on the water, knew in advance about sur-
facing of the hsh.

Suddenly there was a great clamor from the birnds
as they took to the air. They stretched out their necks
and headed for a certain spot on the water ahead. We
were right behind them when we saw, about a hundred
vards ahead. a mrbulence in the water and 2 sudden
swelling of the sea. A huge black body showed a few feer
above the surface, & body fifty-five to sixty-five feet long,.
A b stuck wp, straight as a sword. black as ebony.

Then we vumderstood why the sea gulls knew where
the whale was. Vast schools of linde tuna raced along
ahcad of the whale in terror. They were only about
eighteen inches long, with blue stripes and enormous
eves. and they threw themselves out of the water in an
effort 1o escape the whale. The big beast. driven by his
gargantuan hunger. was gulping down dozens and dozens
of the mna. The sea gulls noticed when the linde fish
leaped for their lives, showering the surface of the sea,
and Hew to the spot. snatching up many of those which
bl escaped the cavernous mouth. The wma thought
there was only onc danger: the whale. They leapt in the
air 1o cscape, only to land in the beaks of the sea gulls
and the claws of the sea hawks.

After watching this performance several times, as
we followed along behind, we were sure that we had
indeed encountered the famous. sperm whale. And in a
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short while. we realized that there were more than one,
that we had landed in the middle of an area in which
they had encircled their prey, the tuna.

Masino, Giorgio, and 1 managed 1o bring our boat
close to the spot where the whale emerged and learned
that he came out of the water almost on his side, show-
ing his belly, The head was square and squatty, at the
bestom of which opened a wide, cracked-lip mouth. The
stomach was whitish with black lines, the ends of which
looked a little red.

Under the water the whale appeared as a dark,
obscure shadow, Masino watched it and speeded up the
outhoard motor so that we could come as close as possible
for the pext surfacing.

“Faster! Faster!” I shouted.

“We're going at top speed now.” Masino velled
back, “Where is it heading?”

“To the right!” Giorgio, who was in the bow,
called back. He was standing up, with a Rolleifiex in
his right hand. signaling directions with his lefr. Masino
stood up to see better. trving o manipulate the out-
beard motor with his legs. bur the experiment brought
a shower bath to us all, and he had o sit down.

“It’s there!" T shouted. " Just a bit ahead.”

“No, over to the left.” Giorgio yelled. “Tum w
the lefe.”

“Here it 5! 1 cried as the head of the whale
emerged right in Eront of our little boat, which chugged
along through spray, foam, and hundreds of sca gulls.
We wanted to be near—but not that near?

Giorgio forgot all about taking pictures and
grabbed on with both hands. Masino sent the boat into
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a wide turn o avoid hitting the whale. If he had made
a sharp memn at the speed we were going. we would all
have been in the water.

We kept going, alert to evervihing we could see.
Some sea gulls. we noticed. preferred to stay on the
water, a hittle to one side. instead of plunging down for
the Jittle tuna. They waited until the spouting of the
whale hurled up dozens of fish and scattered them over
a wide area.

The contest between the whale, the sea galls, and
the tuma lasted more than two hours. Suddenly we saw
thar the sun was going down, and the wind coming up.
Looking northward, we observed the giant gray curiain
of the khamsin heading in our direction. Within a few
minutes it struck the sea and us with a steady, violent
blow.

There was not a momen: to lose. The boas left
whale. tuna, and sea gulls o run [ast for the Formicr,
which was busy blowing its siren to warn us of the
approaching peril. The race between us and the heart
of the khamsin was won by a breath. The boats were not
even hoisted aboard when the first bad squalls hit us,

As we conunued on our way north through the
storm, there was lively discussion about our unexpected
meeting with the whales, mingled with regrets that we
had been unable to photograph them. We had no idea
that the sea beld in store for ws an experience that
wouldl wipe out all regrets guickly.

It happened as we were getting near Massana. We
stopped at the madreporic barvier of Dur-Gaam. a livile
island ar the tip of the Dahlak Archipelago. to ke on
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supplies of fish for exchange in the big port. While
there, we put in a little time fishing and hAlming.

As we worked, we all felt that there was something
strange in the air—or rather, in the sea. Unusual noises
oceasionally reached our ears: ecrie whistles, shrieks, and

ade us

cries that were completely inexplicable. They mw

interrupt our work and look at cach other c|m.'s(||)n||1'_',] 3

We began to guess about the origin of the ne
Some thought that they had some trouble with their
eardrums; others suggested that somewhere abour there
wt respirator. Then our imaginings became
15 the noises that we heard without

was

wilder—as at

guite believing that we heard them.

But we went on working just the same. About four
thirty that afternoon we returned 1o the Formica, tived,
hungry. and baked as usual. Some went to take a shower,
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ing the specimens they had collected, and some went to
the galley to goad Peppe the cook into hunvying the
meal, The crew raised tf
for Massaua.

some headed tor the mineral water, some searted ary

1e amchor, and we left Dur-Gaam

Half an hour later one of the sailors on deck began
to shout like a madman.

“Dolphins! Lots of them! Hundreds of them!”

We rushed to the rail 1o find that the Formica was
literally surrounded by an enormous school of big fish
that jumped and shot about in every direction.

But they were not dolphins. The snouts did not

end like beaks, the color was not greenish yellow, and

—most importani—these beasts were at least four times
as !>i_~.{-|u3.-xl]\i|ins. Thie heads were enormous, round and
blunt, without projection of any kind. No, these were
















not dolphins, but they were certainly Globicephala.

The Globicephala arc cetaceans, brother beasts of
the whales and dolphins. Like all cetaceans, they live in
great schools eraveling together, The Formice was sur-
rounded by such a school, with these big fish tirelessly
cireling around it.

Here was the chance to make up for our lost time
farther south, It was probably the first chance under-
water men had ever had to dive among hsh of this size,
Imperturbably the crestures continued their minuet
around the Formica, with an almost rhythmic splash of
water as they submerged, interrupted by the sonorous
soumd of their breathing as they came to the surface.

Three of us prepared for the exciting dive, The
crew were terrified and looked ar us as if they would
never see us again. The captain tricd to dissuade us,
along with Benedetto, e were too busy o listen.

“Arc you ready?” Bruno shouted from the mail,
already prepared to jump.

" Just a moment,"” Giorgio implored. tightening the
last serews on the case of the underwater camera so fast
that he seemed to be a jugzler.

Bruno, Giorgio, and T were about to leap from the
side of the boat when Ceceo appeared. leaping across
the deck,

“Just a moment, boys, just a moment. Be calm.
You say they are Globicephala, probably blackhsh, but
vou can't be sure from here.”

“Well then,” Bruno said, "we'll go into the water
to find our.”

“Wait a moment,” Ceceo argued. “They might be
Orca—killer whales. Those are creatures that don't fool
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around. They attack and devour in a few minures. Now,
I don't think they ave killer whales, but let's be sure.
Killer whales and blackhsh arc quite similar.”
““We shall be careful,” Brano said. “We'll stay close
to cach other and not go far from the ship.”
"Come on, or it will be too late to take piciures,”
-‘{.
Are vou really going?” Cecco asked,
“Yes, vight now,” Bruno said.
“Then I'll go with you.”
Cecco darvted into the cabin to put on mask and
fns. But he had nothing clse to carry. Tt would have
been silly to think of weapons against such beasts.
With a splash we Ieaped into the sea, which at this
point was at least a thousand feet deep. We eould not
see the coasts. and so found ourselves suspended in a
world of dark blue and impenetrable black. blue around
us. black beneath. The setting sun sent its yellow streaks
to pierce the obscuriry, but its Tays died after a few yards
in the wi
Under the water we could hear. loudly and plainly,
the sounds that we had been hearing faintly all day.
Whistles and shrieks echoed from one part of the sca
to another, sounding near at times, then Farther away,
reverberating and erisscrossing. Their firse effect was 1o
terrify us, accustomed as we were to complete silence in
the depths.
It is hard to describe the sounds in words. I think
“shriek” eomes closest, but better vet is a eross between

I s

fer.

a shriek and a whistle.
We tried 1o wace the sounds to their origin and
finally realized that they came from spots that showed
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long silvery lines of bubbles extending to the surface.
We [ollowed the bubbles and there, about eighty feet
below us, we saw enormous shadows. Moving very slowly,
the big creatures seemed to be rising gradually. We conld
see them more clearly—clear enough 1o be sure of what
they were. They were not killer whales. Cecco signaled
that they were definitely Globicephala, blackfish—some-
times called pilot whales. We decided to go and meer
them.

We dove down. finning rapidly. and after a few
seconds came close to some of the big blackfish. They
had immense apering bodies, stocky and almost yound,
with huge horizontal tails. Each one of us sclected a hsh
and swam as close to it as possible. | came within abour
thirty-five feet of a huge areature and saw that two
smaller ones followed along under i baby blackfish
about thirteen or fourteen feet long. The children of
this mammal are not weaned for a long nime afrer their
birth. but follow their mothers constantly—so different
from other marine creatures, whose children are on
their own almost from the moment of birth.

Some of the big fish swam near us and turned w
look. They did not like to have us behind them, and
when they realized that we were in that posirion they
moved brusquely and turned. 1 thought the end of the
world was coming. A huge mass of water moved., whirled.
and wmed. My motions had no effect against it, and I
felr myself dragged. turmed over twice, and sucked sev-
eral yards below. But nothing else happened. The black-
fish had just created a remendous current of water by
the movement of their ails when they deaded o .
They disappeared from our view:

188

We sped toward the surface, while the shrieks of
the blackfish spread and dissolved gradually in the dis
tance. For the first time we had heard the language of
fish when they were discurbed. We knew that hish could
speak, or communicate, but their sounds are generally
bevonid the range of our hearing, just as ultraviolet and
infrared light are beyond the range of our sight

When we came to the surface of the water. we swam
together and stanted showting to each other at once,
comparing our impressions of the magnificent sight we
had just scen.

The shouts of those on board the Formica brought
us back o our senses.

“They're wring! They're tuming!”

We looked around and saw the big blackfish ad-
vancing toward us. We could not believe our eves. for
the picture before us looked so much like some illus-
tration out of a book of myths—like the one of Benus
heing drawn in a sea shell over the water by four leap-
ing dolphins.

Eight blackhish in perfect formation came directly
toward the four of us in the water. About every hun-
dred and fifty feet they leaped from the water in grace-
ful, dripping curves, with sprays of water shooting
toward the sky. As they plunged under again, eight
tails in line waved a moment before disappearing.

The big tapaing bodies continued 1o advance as
in a naval nmaneuver. When they came near, we all dove
as deep as possible and looked up. Suddenly we saw
them; they scemed to be plunging down from the sky
above. The water was agitated as if by an carthquake,
and their shrieks became louder and louder. until they
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seemed about to break our eardrums.

They saw us, dove straight down past us, and con-
tinued moving toward the depths. In a few seconds
they were quite deep, bur before they disappeared in
the blackness they all rolled over on their sides and
looked back at us with their big whitc cyes, curious but
neither frightencd nor contempiuous. And then they
WeTE gone.

Before the echoes of their shrieks had ended. an-
other adventure was upon us. A fish appeared, very
small in comparison with those we had just seen—but
it was a shark. It was a kind we had never seen before,
moving at great speed and quite rigid, without the usual
sinuous motion. Then we saw that it was a white shark
—the shark for whom the word “man-cater” was created.

The voices of the blackfish disappeared, and we re-
turned to the silence we were accustomed to in the
depehs. Circling, the white shark approached us with-
out haste. We surfaced slowly. not ing it to think
that we were afraid of it. The moment our heads came
out of the water I velled as loudly as I could, ““Masino,
a launch!™

The others kept an eve on the shark. We could not
maove toward the small boat that was quickly lowered
because we did not want 1o give the impression of flee-
ing. Somconc had to come from the Formica and pull
us out of the water. The best thing for us 1o do at the
moment was 1o Temain motionless, back 1o back, keep
mg our eyes on the circling shark that came dloser and
closer

Were we afraid? Well, I was afraid, and I think my
friends were, Loo. It was the first time that 2 shark seri-
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ously frightened me. Its sly advance, majestic and sinis-
1T, in a sea without bottom, and in growing darkness—
ves, it was frightening. The circumstances were all in
the shark’s favor: a proven man-cater, on the high seas,
we on the surface. men without weapons of any kind.
and darkness.

The seconds scemed like hours as the boar ad-
vanced from the Formica. It was hard not to leap aboard.
for the shark was coming close, If we had mied 1o leap,
the shark probably would have chosen that moment of
fear and flight 1o awack.

They pulled us quickly into the Tittle boat. and in
a few minutes we were back on the Formics. The sun
was disappcaring, and the Red Sca deserved its name.
Far away we saw the blackhsh. leaping from the water.

Our most beautiful adventurce in the Blue Conti-
nent had ended.
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The king is dead

Look at those reefs, broken black points that appear and
disappear in the waves of the sea.

Here a sampan full of pilgrims on the way to Mecea
lost their lives one night many years ago. A so
ing mass of people fell into the sea, and a good many
drowned. Some managed to stay afloar, holding to pieces
of wood. Others tried o swim 1o shore, Suddenly the
water began to boil. Frightened shouts rose to the sky.

Sharks!

Alter five terrible minutes, the sea was silent again.
An enormous spot of blood expanded over the surface,

A

and the survivors could smell its sweet odor in the dark-
ness, The fish completed their man-eating quickly and
then disappeared.

Our of forty-seven people, only seven survived, The
wragedy was complete,

Now close your eyes an inst Let's change the
time from night to day, to a morning in May last year,

Around these same reefs are some boats, and i you
loak well you will recognize us. There is Masino p
paring his Aquaflex to the accompaniment of a few oaths.
Bucher is loading his gun. Brono is speaking to me about
the subject of today's hlming, and Enza is slipping on
her tins. All of us are there. twelve persons who spend
fronn five 1o six hours unde

o water, Each one sees sharks,
but no one will even be scrawched by them. Maybe a litle
frightened s a shark passes too close tor comtort, but
nothing sevious. Yer we are submergee in the exact spo
where in one tervible moment dozens of human bodies
were devoured by a school of sharks—perhaps the same
sharks.

Why docs the shark treat the poor Moslem travel-
ing to Mecea differently from the way he eats us?

The shark is accustomed to feed on wounded hish,
on carcasses. He seems to know that the bobbing lump
of a drowned corpse is a succulent mouthful and that
there is no risk involved for him. He circles around
under it to take aim, then atracks. He makes no distine-
tion between a drowned or eillipwrr: ked Moslem and
someone swimming on the surface. They look the same
to him. Once he attacks, draws blood. and is not artacked
in return, he closes in for the kill.

We have photographed the shark swimming peace-

g



: among schoals of scad, his favarite Faod. He atcacks
only if one of them is wounded or in difficulty. To him,

| s just another living hish, of a different
species—to be cxamined carefully. But ir is enough to
make a dive or violent gesture in his direction for him
1 toerny tail ane run.

If someone asks whether or not sharks atack men,
the answer must be another question: what shark, what
man. in what circumstances? After five months of volun-
tary coexistence with the King of the Sea. we have found
ourselves in complete disagreement with the widespread
“bloody mythology” of sharks.

I would not advise anyone to take a swim without
mask across the six hundred yards of the channel at Great
Dahlak. On the other hand. I would take along with
m

underwater man

wone wishing to come with an aurorespirator right
to the bottom, where a bomb has exploded and where
twentey or thirty sharks, from seven to fourceen Feet long,
are darting about,

After taking the proper precautions. making the
necessary preparations, one may sately descend to the
depths, as our experiences prove. But one must consider
that a substantial difference exists between “'voastal
sharks” and “sharks of the high seas.”” The sharks en-
countered on our trip outside the Dahlak were less
cimid than those we saw at first. The shark which assailed
the swordhish and then was shot by Bruno as we came
from the Suez to Massaua, behaved more violently than
others we met along the coast. The white shark that
civeled aronnd s alter our encounter with the blackfish
was probably viglent, Although it didn't actack, it was
very likely just waiting for the right moment. Certainly

L
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its behavior was nat reassuring. So there are sharks and
sharks, just as there are men and men. The shark is essen-
tially a fish of the high seas. His cowardice prompis him
o assault ather beings only when they are in a disadvan-
tageous position. Only at night does the shark go hunt-
ing. Then he knows he can actack suddenly and without
ht‘]‘ f];" AT

It seemed to us that sharks found in the narrow
coastal strip where frogmen work most of the tme were
absolutely harmless. Those found in the high seas pre-
sent a potential peril, for they are in or near the natural
habitat of anthropophagous fish. But cven here, having
f'ﬂkt’n ]J]'U}JL"' [}r(.‘i:illlli‘“].s, underwater man can 'dh\';l}"h'
rely on his psychelogical superiority 1o feel relatively
secure. At night, in the open ocean, the picture changes.
Here the shark is truly the King of the Sea, not 1o he
challenged by amphibious man,

Certain behavior patterns of the shark have been
a conrroversial question for some fime. What makes the
shark arvive a few seconds after we have shot a fish? Obvi-
ously neither sight nor smell. To us the only possible
explanarion is acoustics. Sharks must hear the scream
af the wounded fish. Or perhips they are atracted by
the fish’s vielent movements. If you throw a dead fish
in the water, even af it is sull bBleeding, it brings no
sharks. But throw in a hall-dead fish, not bleeding at all,
and the sharks come at full .';pu(‘.(l. All of us have gradu-
ally been convineed that they respond o some sound
or vibration emitted by the fish in peril. An adventure
of Cecro's helped to confirm this beliel,

Onee he was submerged about filty feer down, look-
ing toward the bottom, his gun pointed below. He fele
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something bearing down on him. Raising his eyes, he
saw six large tuna, about fifty pounds each, quickly
marching against him.

Instinctively, almost as il parrving a blow, Cecco
raised the barrel of his gun. His brusque movement
frightened the six fish. They all jumped and reversed
their route. The start was as sudden as if one of the
fish had been hit.

A second later, the tuna had disappeared, but three
sharks circled around Ceceo with the resentful air of a
maid called by the bell by mistake. Why?

They arrived ke lighining because they had evi-
dently “heard” or “felt” something: the cry of fear
emitted by the six tuna, or the sharp vibrations sent
out as they twisted 1o avoid Ceceo's gun. They ran be-
cause of a sonorous call, naturally not audible to our ears.

I would say thar sharks possess a complex character.
They are very stupid and incredible cowards. Just as
we indulgently excuse certain of our acquaintances with
the phrase, “He was dropped on his head as a baby,”
when we do not want to consider them responsible for
their stupidities, so do we excuse sharks because they
belong to the prehistoric Selachii family, These are ani-
mals without skeletons or spinal columns, with the small-
estof brains that rests in a cranium made of cartilage.

From their stupidity comes their cowardice, be-
cause evidently they cannot credit their own power. They
eannot appreciate the psychology of other beings that
live around them, They cannot realize that no one would
be able to withstand their attack.

Probahly the best way to explain the way we came
to feel about sharks is to tell of the argument which took
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plice between Enza Bucher and Raimondo.

One day a bomb had been dropped and there were
dead fish and sharks of every size and type around the
boat. Raimondo, at his complicated job of loading his
Usupergun,” was not yet ready 1o go into action. Enca
was ready and ecager (o jump in the water, The couple
argued vehemently, and as 1 overheard them from a dis-
tance 1 could not help sympathizing with whar 1 took
to be Raimondo's concern for his wife, But as T ap-
proached I hnally understood that the argument had
been started for an entirely different reason.

Raimondo was pounding the ship’s rail. “Once and
for all, Enza,” he shouted, “don’t dive! Don't divel Tt
vou do, you'll frighten the sharks away!"

These discussions on the fear of the shark, these
abservations exposing something of their sham. must
not take away any laster from other expeditions that have
gone below o meet and study these creatures. The
amount of courage necessary to undertake the risks of
shark humting can be clearly shown by comparing big
game hunting on land to biggame hunting voderwater.
The beasts of the forest—lion, tiger, clephant, thinos
—are met face to face on equal grounds and with a
that has perhaps a range of six hundred vands. We face
the beasts of the sea. on the eontrary, in an element to
which we are not accustomed, and we have a gun that
delivers a single blow with a range of eight or nine feet,
Land beasts can be scen several hundred yards away,
while underwater visibility is ar most thirty-three vards,
iese are distances that

often only ten or twelve feer.
a shark traveling at forty miles an hour—or more—can
cover in a fraction of a second. With this information,
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pasition once more. Annoyed, Silverio tried w0 get rid
of it, but in vain. The little fish would not leave for any-
thing. not even at the menacing gestures Silverio made.
1 followed. waiting patiently for it to make advances to
me, as Silverio finally went above. Then the pilot fish
realized its loss and sccmed quite upser that us strange
new “fish” had gone out of the water and left it in the
lurch. Buz the pilot did not adopt me.

Something of this sort occurred some time lLater w0
Masino. Bruno shot a shark. After a brief struggle the
shark was dead. Masino dashed 1o the scene with his
Aquafiex and noticed that while the wounded shark
made its last thrusts and was being carried 1o the surface,
2 remora, that had been anached undemneath it. de-
tached itself and darted around francically. Finally, all
bewildered without a home. it hurried like a ball of fire
toward Masino.

Masino took his eye away from the view finder and
looked around. Where was the remora® It was hanging
beneath the roundish belly of the movie camera, mis
taking it for the belly of a shark!

These stories prove again that we underwater men
are considered to be fish, by other fish. That fact explains
muich of their behavior toward us,

One day ar Dur-Gaam, a shark advanced toward
Gianni and me when we were on the bottom with res-
pirators. It displaved a mixwure of cowardice and curi-
osity as it circled warily about us. Evidently we were
something troublesome, new, unknown, to its eyes. It
wanted to look, but at the same time it was deathiy afraid.

The remora, hanging by its left fin, suddenly de-
tached itself from the shark and made a quick recon-
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naisance. The shark was still circling fearfully, likeaman
mowing in the dark expecting an ambush. The remora,
ending its tour, retumed o attach itsclf to the shark. At
the uncxpected touch, the shark gave a start, as if the
man in the dark had been Frightened by a “Boo!™ There
was a flash. a leap. and quick fight.

It was good for our program when we found the
sharks afraid of us. for this gave us confidence 1o get
s close as possible 10 film them. The greatest difficulty,
in fact. was not the ferocity of these beasis. but rather
the problem of approaching them without making them
fAce in fear. Even more difficalt was the task of gering a
man and a shark in the same picture, particularly when
the water was turbid.

The best system was not 10 work in two-man teams,
but to have another aide ar one’s back 10 shoot at a threat-
ening fish.

Another notable dificulty was that of color, for the
sharks look so similay to the dark botom of the sea over
which they move. It was not the tuna or the shiny scad
that were hard 1o shoot seventy-five or a hundred feer
down. but the metallicgray sharks. Photographs with
the flash wurned out vather well, for the beast became
illuminated with strange reflections which were quite
effective. But with movies there was a great problem.
We solved it by shooting them from a linde above in
order to sce them ag::'m the white sand, by taking them
with rocks or madrepore behind, by taking them from
the bottom looking up, against the light

From the strialy photographic point of view. an-
otlrer problem was the velocity of the sharks. Our photos
were generally made at 1f50 of a second, bui some
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turned out blurred. Giorgio's flash was a grear aid. If
the subject was near, one was able with its help always
to keep the largese opening of the lens and use the fast-
est speed. The lightning flash of a shark swallowing a
fish, the most siriking black and white we made, was
taken at a yard's distance, g.5 lens opening, and at a
speed of 1/1000 of a second. As actors, sharks are a bit
difficule to handle, but they are exceptionally photo-
genic personalities of great interest. The results are
worth all the trouble.

Even though the shark is not the phenomenon of
courage, of unrestrained force that we once believed,
it remains a stupendous fish o encounter—imposing,
streamlined, elegant, rapid.

Our conclusion is really this: Despite its six rows
of teeth, cach an inch long, its six hundred pounds, and
thirteen feet of lengeh, the shark, ninery-nine times our
of a hundred, will flee rapidly if one just says “Bool”
in his face. Nevertheless, when one meets it one feels
one's heart beat a litle more rapidly. Ie is still the King
of the Sea, and monarchs keep a special fascination even
for the eyes of the most rabid republican, and even after
they have been deposed.

Buche

§ triwmph

The day fnally arrived when we returned to Massaua
after aur last spell of work in the Dahlak. We were ready
o go home, During the return voyage we would draw
our final conclusions, draft the reports on the three pro-
grams we had undertaken, outline the potentialities of
the Blue Continent. In the main, we felt sitisfied with
sults we had obtained.

“But T am not satsficd ar all.,” Bucher said, as the

the

Formica noisily rounded the breakwater and entered
the port of Massaua in the st light of evenir
According to our champion, there was something




missing. He [elt that he had not found the crowning
link that would complete the chain of victories of the
sports group. For the past month be had stubbornly
searched for the right dramatic dlimax, for something
to match, at the end of the expedition, his remarkable
breaking of the world’s record at the beginning. Some-
times, in this desperate search for a special vietory that
would cast all ethers in the shade, he had remurned to
the water at twilight, when working in the Blue Gon-
tinent became dangerous. Almost anything might have
happened—one of those sharks coming up unseen from
the deep sea, a giant manta amusing itself on the surface
in the rippling waves. He sought out danger in an cffort
o reach the pinnacle he dreamed of.

No one else was dissatishied. We tried to persuade
Bucher that he had performed miraculous feats on the
expedition, but he brushed us aside. He was not con-
cermed about the good opinion of others. He had not
come up to the goal set for himself. He wanted the truly
great capture, the victory over the biggest or strongest
or most dangerous fish that would empharically confirm
the superiority of man over all other animals in the
depths of the sea.

Bucher could think of nothing else. And we began
to feel that if fortune did not help him during our retum
voyage. he would be deeply disappointed despite the
impottant objectives alveady reached. There was not
much time left. The expedition was fast drawing to
an end.

“We have to solder the zinc cases.”

“Have you got the film ready to send?’

“Gret busy with those little tanks of air,”

2y

"Wailati, hiave you found out about the fuel?™

Directions, orders, and recommendations criss-
crossed as we docked. Then we scattered on land, to
work or amuse ourselves until morning. Night de-
scended, and with it interminable hours of suffocating
hear. The immaoderately heavy humidity of this region
bathes everything as if the rains had fallen. Finally
Formica saw daybreak and the sun that gradually dries
all. Tts rays began to hit the houses, cranes, ships, the
waters of the harbor, People began to move abour the
strects of the town: a few boats started out into the bay

We were all up early, for we had many tasks to com-
plete before our departure. We were on shore finishing
these chores, but no one noviced that Raimondo and
Enza were missing. They had risen very early. hefore
anyone else. . . .

Suddenly we saw people running from every direc-
tion—Italians and natives, running toward the harbor.
The drowsy morning calm of Massaua disappeared all
at once. People were shouting excitedly. We followed
the shouts, running with the others.
the harbar, to the harbor! Bucher his caughe
a devilfish!”

“¥our Bucher has taken an enormous manta! Ru

The white rowboat of the sports group was being
monred N the Formice, which was crowded with
people jumping from the pier to the ship and back
again, all trying to ger a beteer view.

b the rowhoat sat Bucher and his wife, both happy.
with a native at the oars. One look and we knew that
Bucher had found the missing link, had accomplisherd
the erowning achievemenrt he longed for.

the
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Something was slhung across the prow of the boat,
something whitish, disproportionately large. The most
vital part of this large beast had a harpoon planted m
its center, and it was giving the last feeble beats of its
wings and rail.

It was a giant manta—the prize Bucher had wanted,
It weighed over 330 pt.‘vund.\ the largest we had ever
caughu. and provided a brilliant finale 1o the adventures
of the National Underwater Expedition in the Red Sea.
The devil of the sea had had its wings dipped.

Rammondo finally came on board the Formica, and,
alter the big excitement had died down and the crowds
thinned out, we were able to hear his story.

The drama had for its theater the port of Massaua.
The stage was a mimror of decp muddy water noted for
its dramatic stories of sharks. It was a scene woally dif-
feremt from all others of underwater hunting. There
was none of the solitude, the silence. the grandeur of
the usual hunt on the shoals or among the reefs. Instead
there was the background of a city, of ships being loaded
by crancs and natives going 1o work on the guays.

The spectacle took place almost in the center of
a stadium, with hundreds of evewiinesses, with a cheer-
ing audience, like a sensational bullfight.

Bucher had not slept well, thinking abour the final
prize so dear to him. He and his wife had arisen before
dawn, had gone down to the harbor, found the boat and
an oarsman. A light breeze blew across the water, send-
ing long waves in the direction of the wind.

As the first light of the sun stuck the harber,
Bucher saw two fins. always cquidistant, cutting the
surface in a leisurely fashion. Then, between them,
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there was a third fin. The two fins were the points of
wings beating against the sea. The third was the linle
dorsal fin. It was a mantat

The distance between the two parallel fins not only
told Bucher the identity of the creature but its size—it
was almost ten feet across! He knew that he was dealing
with a huge specimen, o he did not lose a sccond. As
the boat drew near. he threw himself into the water
with cnly a face mask and spring gun, while his wifc
tried to guide him wward the spot where the manta
had appearcd on the surface.

Suddenly someone on shore spotted the manta and
the hunter pursuing it. He called 10 others. and in a
short time the shore was dotted with people who shouted
like madmen. like fans of a great “star”™ at a sports event.
They cheered for the littde man who swam steadily and
with great courage to track down and capture single-
handed a beast three times as large as he. Soon there
were peaple on the piers, on the rooftops, climbing up
on Lop of the cranes.

They saw Raimondo approach the mama. dive,
and aim. They held their breath, but the hunter emerged
without having shot. He had not found the right spot,
the right distance.

Man and manta went through more arcolar maneu-
vers. on the bowom, near the surface. The manta made
wide sweeping tums, moved this way and that 1o escape.
Somctimes it appeared that Bucher was near enough
1o shoot, but he knew to the inch the effective range of
his gun. the strength of its blow. And he wanted ro kill
the beast with onc perfect shot.

Bucher did not allow himself to be overcome by
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beast adwvar and saw
was only a few vards

at that moment Bucher

great for




and prepared to give the final blow, But the manta, al.
though almost exhansted, saw his implacable encmy
above and beat its pointed wings Irantically. using its
last drop of energy in an effort to reach to open sea.
But he could not go far. The harpoon had worked into
the gills. and blood spurted out, a long, dense, brown
strip like the thread of a tangled skein, draining the
manta of all its sorength.

The two terrorized eyes at the base of the horns
were already glazed when Bucher, seeing the beast sud-
denly stop and drop to the bottom, knew that the battle
was won. The whole hght had taken him nearly ninery
minutes. He fell upon his prey and broughr it to the
surface. As far as we knew, underwater man had for the
hrst ime won the baule against the giant manta ray in
its own habitat, with the technique, weapons. and equip-
ment of the underwater hunter.

A big crowd gathered about the prize as if it were
holding a meeting. From the stern of the Formica the
trophy was transferred to a jeep, The crowd parted 1o
let the jeep pass. Then the inevitable photo. The manta
was to be presented to the fish-meal factory, As i traveled
acrass Massaua, our hosts witnessed the glorious end
of the sports prigram of the Talian Expedition,

10
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Return to land and afr

One morming the Formica gave a much longer blow of
its siven than usual. It bade goodbye to Massaua, to the
sea, to Dahlak, to the friends. native and ltalian, waving
from the quay. We departed for the north, for Ialy
But we had decided against a direct wrip through
the Red Sea. Cecco and I had persuaded Bruno to stop
at least a couple of times for forty-eight hours ar inter-

esting points in the northern waters. The first stop would

be at the coral barrier of Mersa Halaib, in the Sudan
Four days of droning and hght rolling as we plodded

slowly mile afrer mile through the water. One day the



sea was calm, and 1 threw a harpoon into a stupendous
dolphin. It appeared at the prow with six or seven com-
panions, making agile leaps from the water, slipping
quickly under the keel and shooting out on the other
side like lightning. It was the largest of the group and
the largest I had ever seen.

Five months before, we harpooned a dolphin shortly
after leaving Crete, after which a terrible storm struck
us. When my dolphin was hoisted aboard on this return
voyage, it lay on its side “erying” a long rime before it
died. Subdued moans came from its opening and clos-
ing mouth. causing the crew to mutter and predict a
terrible storm,

“You will see,” they said, “When dolphins cry. they
call the wind.”

We smiled. But thar night a storm hit us, and we
almost wound up in the mouths of fishes.

The next dav, standing on the prow with my har-
poon in hand. my arm vaised for a blow at another leap-
ing dolphin. I felt the glare of the captain and heard his
warning. 1 waited for a fraction of a second. 1f 1 should
hit the dolphin, the captain would certainly be in a
bad humeor. Perhaps we would have bad weather again,
another storm.

The devil take it! T threw!

" Beautiful! Caught! Caught!” Cecro yelled, seeing
my mighty thruse of the harpoon into the body of the
dolphin as it slipped from the side of the ship.

"Caught! Caught!” 1 shouted, running along the
rail,

"“Stop! Stop the engines!” screamed Giorgio. The
line connecting the harpoon to a hook on the ship un-
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wound quickly. Then a dull thud. The cable was broken,
just as the Formica slowed down. The dolphin had
escaped.

~ No dolphin, no storm. Peppe. Mollo. and the cap-
tain assured me that blows from the il of the other
dolphins bad liberated their companion. It was still alive,
s0 no storm would come. And none did.

Mersa Halaib is a vast gulf surrounded by a desert
and mountains. The sea was yuffled by a sirong wined
that blew from the interior, bending the palms. A row
of black hats dotred the beach between the warer and
the desert,

The Formica anchored in the center of the bar,
with 2 coralline barrier stretching bevond her: Ir was
quire lave, but not woo late for a dive. Brune, Giorgio.
and I wene in.

The sandy botrom rose steeply and suddenly, and
we found oursclves above the shoal in less than two fect
of water. We swam around rapidly, then the wind blew
up long waves that raised us and pushed vs oward the
waters outside the barrier.

There we leaped into the open sea and went down
0 look at the barrier. It was altogether different from
that at Dahlak—in color, in the architecture of the
madrepore, in the luxuriant richness of its blossoming
coral. We found a completely new type of poma-
centrid that dotied evervthing with lile specks of
yellow and red.

The next moming Giorgio and 1 loaded the res
pirators o 150 amospheres, their maximum, to try a
rather exceptional dive to the very base of the barrier.
At eleven, having shot some seenes, we drew away from
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fish swimming about. A few sharks appeared and dis-
appeared.

A school of dark blue parrot fish with clear, enor-
mous, dilated eyes advanced with tails in air, beaks
grazing or nibbling along the bottom. A carangid, with
its back crowned by a series of large thomns, darted
toward Giorgio.

A sudden flash blinded our eves. The fish glittered
for a fraction of a sccond, hke a mirror when it reflects
the sun. Then all returned w darkness. All the fish
around us had fled, Irightencd.

The Hash signaled the start of our work at this depth.
We had been there twenty seconds and would be able
to remain another minute and a hall. The strong pres-
sure at this depth would empry the tanks of compressed
air quickly. and we wanted 1o take some photos to dis-
cover it the brilliant colors of the surface existed here.
The obscurity was broken by a scries of flashes of grear
power. The colors were there.

I saw the black wall hanging over us frescoed with
th ds of tints gnificent yell and rods and
oranges. | turned to Giorgio. He saw them, too, he twld
me with a nod of his head. Later the developed flms
confirmed our impressions. One might ask why nature
placed brilliant colors down there, where no one can
see them, where no light penetrates. Since the: begin:
ning of the world they have been there. but they were
seen as colors only in the moments when we photo-
graphed them.

Surfacing toward the increasing !ig}n gave us a very
pleasant sensation, especially since the water gradually
became warmer.

216

The Formica left Mersa Halaib and headed nornth
again. Aboard, there was some excitement around Enza’s
cabin, for she was in bed waiting for her leg 1o swell
up like a balloon and for a fever that mighr rise very
high.

She had shor a large sea eel. (Have 1 already com-
mented on Enza’s fixation about sca ¢cls? At Dahlak she
caught a monstrous one, weighing more than twenty-six
pounds.) Skillfully she had dragged it from a grotto,
jerked it along the bowom, and surfaced with it Juss
when she was throwing it into the boat, the sea eel.
which was twisted around the spear, loosened itself and
like lightming wound iself around Enza's calf. biring
her severely.

Vailai immediately grabbed it and Aung it inwo
the sea. Then he sucked and squeezed the wound, mak-
ing the blood rush out freely. After half a day. except
for pain, nothing happened, The expected infection had
not shown ies symproms—an indication that Vailau had
succeeded in forcing the poison out with the blood.

This was the only successful aggression of any so-
called dangerous fish in the five months of our work—
a good score, Which brings us to a consideration of the
results obtained by the cxpf:di:iml.

Whar about the sports group? The first point estab-
lished. it scemed to us, was that cven when they are
hungry. “dangerous” fish permit underwater men 10
work without roubling him. Except in the one case
with Enza, these fish did not even trouble men who
killed and molcsied other fish around them

The rwenty sharks of every type captured, the
great mantas harpooned by Bucher. Vailati, and Zeeca.
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ing a scene with Vailati and Zecca, a shark was circling
around us. We were dozens of yards deep, and when 1
finished my pictures of the two underwater men, rumed
to see i [ could get a good photo of the shark.

It was making a swift advance toward Giorgio's
back. My friend was bent over with his eve on the Rollie-
Hex, pi:q[ogrzphing something ahead of him. The shark
didn’t seem to have any particularly warlike intentions.
Tt went slowly above Giorgio and gradually decreased
its speed. He was more curious than anything clse. But
it was a good twelve feet long, quite dark, and not a
pleasant sight.

Suddenly its shadow covered Giorgio, who gave a
start and surmised that something was right on 1op of
him. He made a quick leap upward., and his head
bumped against the shark’s belly. The shatk was so
terrified rhat it disappeared in a flash from the scene.

Giongio turned toward me, still frightened, star-
tled. Fortunately. here below we cannot speak. for on
occasions like this we could not find words to commenn
on such an incident. We turned to the silent language
of the Blue Continent, grabbed each other's shoulders
and spread open our arms. There couldn’t have been
a better comment.

From Zabargiadh to Koscir it was a day and a night
of sailing. My turn at the warch on deck ocourred from
midnight to four. How slowly can the night hours pass?
I tried to cheat sleep by recalling the beautiful dive at
Zabargiadh. Then Gigi appeared at my side.

“What time is it?” T asked.

“Three o'clock.™

“5till an hour to go.”
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Gigi had been doing his turn in the engine room
and had come up on deck for a few moments in an effort
to keep awake. We chatted 1o pass the time while the
motor hummed monotonously. The Formica sailed up
the Red Sca leaving in its wake a long tail of silver, a
streak of phosphorescence that the propeller lit up be-
ncath the water.

That cvening the scientific group had made the
first analysis of its collections and had drawn some con-
clusions. Gigi gave me a condensed picture of the results
—very condensed because the full analysis and study will
last two years and will be the work of many specialists,
1 have already talked abour the most important general
observations as we went along, but Gigi gave me an
accounting of the collecions. In the hold there were
forty cases stacked away, with three hundred different
species of hsh in formalin (many unknown up to that
time) , plus many kinds of mollusks, thirty-five species of
Coelenterata (madrepore and eoral) . fifteen perpheri
(sponges), dozens of specics of tumicates, worms, anne-
lids, crustaceans, and a vast range of plankton caught in
different localities.

At Kosier our Italian and Egypeian fricnds prepared
great festivities for us and we passed the entire day
telling tales to justily our changed appearance. Our
faces were framed by beards and mustaches, and alto-
wether we had lost a 1otal of 350 pounds. These calcula-
tions were made by Silverio, who was upset over being
the only one to return to Taly faner. When they asked
how in the world that happened, he answered evasively,
but we all explained loudly that he was in charge of
food supplies.




Ihe nexr day we loaded our last provisions. We
stopped for thirty-six hours at the shoals of the Ghit
islands because of a2 damaged motor, and profited by
shooting
jellylish.

Affter the repairs, the Fo

several good scenes of some treme

wa’s fabulous speed of
sevent miles an hour was reduced o two and a half.

We besan 10 be worried about catching the plane from
Cairo on the twenty-seventh. Bue the last long hours of
the trip enabled us to daw up a twentative score for

the documentary group.
We hlmed—within the limns of what was
cvervithing o
true and acou

nable

it secmed interesting and  uschul §

ate picture of th

: EXpe

T se ty-five thousand [eet of colored
ilm in the aid the

dition by showing the owe natare of s work and s

picture 0Cess is hlm w

ults. and it will spread our concept of the Blue Con

roughout the world.

tinent
The

miths may be used in the

vast series of still phowgraphs aken during

1e way. Ravelli anx

hrese 1
1 wok about five hundred picrure
thousand in black oth under the water and
above. In addition. Bucher, Roghi, Sous
hing, so I can only estimate that
k
I knew that when we retume

sa

i color ar

art, and Prisailla

were busy photogray
the total will be alx

ur thousa aphs.

ud phe

1 home, we

vould
ettable

been am

rejoice in the memory of the visions of unfor

beauty we had scen a ng

»e proud of |

e seen such sights. Most of

the Few n the world 1o

satisfaction n havir
£ thar voyage, permitii

all, T will take deej
bring a visual documen




everyone to participate in those spectacles and adven-
tures, and to imbibe some of our enthusiasm.

Two and a half miles an hour. The Farmica didn't
seem to be moving at all. But ahead we saw the Lights
of Suez. Soon we were on deck saving a last farewell to
the Red Sea. We saw the red beacon light of the canal,
the beacom that had told us five and a hall months
before that our adventure was beginning. On May 26,
1953. it announced thar the adventure had ended.

The Supermaster rolled sweetly over the long run-
way. the wheels drew up. and a hand seemed to pick us
up and lift us skyward. We crossed the labyrinth of the
Nile. which soon Eaded in the distance, then lefr the
coast and flew over the sea. Finally, high in the sky,
we were surrounded only by the infinite blue above
and rthe darker blue below—just the same a5 when we
left the surface and descended deeper and deeper into
the blue of the Blue Continent.

The roar of the motors repeats the name: Blue
Continent, Blue Continent. Will man always be in flight
toward new conquests? Will he see clearly and assure
himself of his rightful dominion? The last small picce
of unconquered land, the top of Mount Everest, is now
ours. In the search for new worlds. some think of the
moon and Mars. Why don't they think of the Blue
Continent, so vast and rich and so near at hand?

The earth swarms with inhabitanis—every year
millions more. The carth hungers and scems doomed
o more hunger as populations increase much Faster than
food production possibly can. Today we are 2.2 billion
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people. If we continue to increase with the same speed,
we shall be three billion in the vear 2000.

But there are still hundreds of thousands. of acres
on the eanth ready and capable of being cultivated. The
Sahara? The Mato Grosso® All right, but there is more
land than all that—rich land for crops of all kinds—
Iving close to most of us, beneath a little beautiful blue
water. The Bluc Continent can end the specter of star-
vation and want throughout the world. The first
explorers have penetrated its borders and learned some-
thing about it Let us hope that many more will follow.

(1T



appendix
Underwater photography
by Folco Quilici and Giorgio Ravellt

Taday, the movie camera plays a strategic part in every
expedition. With the immed of the picture, the
camera popularizes and publicizes for millions the aims
of an expedition, its adventures and its results.

Our ambition was to wring from the sea the secrets
and mysteries of its depths, its hife. its colors and lights.
We wanted 1o produce an image powerful enough 1o
satisty those who had heard the enthusiastic accounts of
our adventures, We wanted photographs and films which
would whet the curiosity of those who were not yet
aware of the seerets of this new sport. We wanted to
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make enthusiasts of those who were sull skeprical as
to the emorions which such a strange and fantastic
exploration could evoke.

The Camera: As a rule, the camera is equipped
with certain special features, and in using it, certain
specific and sometimes quite complex factors have 1o
be kept in mind.

By “complex” we do not mean those terribly com-
plicated underwater gadgets sometimes shown in tech-
mical magazines. Not the sort of brain storms repre-
sented, for instance, by a cage with watertight walls,
capable of carrying two men, both comfortably sereiched
out on & small rubber mattress, one operating a movie
camera, the other a still camera, with plenty of addi-
riomal space for lamps, accumulators, rmpplir:s. air
boules, dynamos, eic. This gadget was warmly recom-
mended in the columns of a widespread monthly by
someone who has obviously never seen the sea. Our task
was more difficult than the designing of gadgets abound-
ing in clever “inventions,"

We were concerned, really, with achieving the ut-
most simplicity without sacrificing an ounce of rechnical
perfection for all those instruments which had 10 be
locked in protective containers and lewered into the
sea. Under water, the simplest mechanisms net the best
results. We often used old iron boxes, parts of water
taps, bits of gear taken from grandfather clocks. and
other materials patiently collected from secondhand
dealers.

Actually, we had to reconcile two purposes; the
goal of simplicity on the one hand, on the other the
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technical requirements of color and monochrome pho-
tography, with and without artificial lighting, plus prob-
lems peculiar to the underwater color movie. These two
different objectives, however, had a commeon determi-
nator: that of practical usefulness.

The cameras we used for making movies were two
Kodak Specials with spring impulse and two lenses: and
for the stills a Rolleiflex in which an addirional lens
could be used for shots up to one foot. The use of the
spring impulse should be emphasized. We chose i de-
liberately in preference to an eleciric motor because
the latter involves the problem of cooling off, as well as
the problem of special batteries. These cameras were
lowered into the sea wrapped in special metal cases, the
walls of which were ¢ /8t of an inch thick.

Figure 1, the cross section of the watertight fasten-
ing that was used, shows one of the four rods anached
to the sides of the lid to allow for a rapid opening or
closing. By giving the nut a few twists and turning the
rod, the lid can be removed.

The containers were relatively heavy. As far as the
Rolleiflex was concerned, this somewhar facilitared the
underwater work. In the case of the Kodak cameras,

FIGURE 1 AR,




some weight was climinated for underwater operation
by means of wooden wings about g feet in length, which
served to sabilize their moverents.

All the controls (shutter, focussing, speed, chang-
ing of lenses) could be operated from the outside by
means of levers which worked on the same principle as
an ordinary faucet (Figure 2). An asbestos filament,
soaked in llow and adequately compressed. was
wrapped around the shaft.

Lenses: In the movie cameras, the lighe hits the
lens through a round window of about 2 inches in diam-
eter, with a pane abour 1 1/2 inches thick. A protective
container built in this way can withstand pressure up
w0 about 5 pheres, corresponding to a depth of
150 feet.

The Rolleiflex. on the other hand, has two ~port-
holes.” one oval which permits the light w hit both
lenses, and another round through which the reflex
mirtor can be scen.

The lenses must, of course. be the strongest that
can possibly be found. There are two basic types: hrst,
a wide-angle lens with the smallest possible focus (2omm
or even 1 8mm), required because water lacks the trans
parency of air and tends, in addition. to be somewhat
muddy. Consequently, one often has to get preuy close
1o shoot a scene. The wideangle lens, moreover, has
certain specific functions. The panoramic view of a sub-
marine landscape, of the human figure, small against
Cyclopean scenery; of men and fish together in the same
picture, recreates on the screen some of the poetry of
the underwater world, conveying a sense of its majesty,
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Besides the wide-angle lens, one also needs a ele-
photo lens of somm to 73mm at the most, for the shoot-
ing of details. Larger lenses are not advisable because
the picture would become unsteady.

Operating the Camera: Only in exceptional cases
can the camera be mounted on a tripod. Usually, this
is impossible for a variety of reasons. First of all. the
subject is almost constantly in motion, so that most
scenes berome a pursuit of an object by an operator,
who has te roam about, scarching among various views
for one that promises 10 make an interesting picture.
Obviously, he canmot have an assistani swim after him
to put down a tripod whenever there is 2 chance for a
nice picture. Besides, by the rime the camera is installed
on the |ripryd. the object may have moved on several
hundred vards farther. Those reallife. underwater
actors are unfortunately rather undisciplined and not
good at taking orders. And what about taking a scene
near the surface. while the floor is 75 fect below and
might be covered with a vast undergrowth. The tripod
would need rather outsired legs. In short, one has o
keep moving.

Assuming. however, that the cameraman is an ex-
cellent swimmer; that he feels perfectly at home under
water; and that he knows how to use his respiratory
gear so that be will always be in perfect balance (ie.
that he neither goes up roward the surface, nor sinks
when he wishes to remain in one spot), there still remains
the problem of the movie camera, which is in itsclf ex-
tremely heavy. With the added weight of the container
box. which is of wrought bronze, it would seem an im-
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possibility to maintain a desired position without sup-
port, grasp the camera with both hands, and at the same
time twrn it to the left or right. Acrually, it can be done
because the designer, when planning the underwater
container box. caloulated the exact relation between its
weight and the volume at which it will stay in balance,
so that it can “Hoar™ without weight. Thus, even a
camena of gigantic dimensions can be handled without
trouble by 2 swimming cameraman. The “wings” of the
camera. of course, aid immensely in stabilizing it

Lighting: Tt is usually assumed that only a small

of lighe | below the water. This as-
sumption 1s quite wrong. especially for the area in which
most of the Alming is done, ic.. from zero to 120 feet.
Even at a depth of 180 feer, scenes have been shot with
excellent results. The face is that there is light under
water—a different light. to be sure. from that which we
experience above the surface. but neventheless sufficient.
The diver finds himself enveloped by a strong, diffused
glow which reaches him partly from the surface, and is
partly reflected from the layers of sand covering the foor.
The exposure showld be adjusted, by and large, on the
rule that the lens must be opemed two stops divectly
below the surface; and one additional stop for approx-
tmalely each additional 24 feet of depth. Practically
speaking,. if the lens s open at 16 outside of the water,
you would have to set it at 8 for the first 24 feet; at 5:6
from 24 1o 48 feet: at 425 from 48 to 72—and so on. As
one approaches the floor, the exposure has to be adjusted
according to different rules because, as was mentioned,
the sand covering the floor reflects a grear deal of light.
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The following index suggests the exposures under
which we reached most satisfactory resules for still shoes:

Tapie 1
Monochrome | Index of diaphragem|
black & winte | adjustment |
zro INN Depth in feet | o6 3153 g B0 go
u}“ Fysacom) i} Clear water or with| I‘Iiar_ph_n_gn adjustment
150 sec. 1
4 dark background 2 6y 56 4 35
Whice batkgnu‘nﬁ | N
aadiancenfishl 9 8 — — —
sof, & 6y 6y — —
Ansco Color ety i B E
150 scc. Dark objecs 35 28 — = —
Ektachrome Bright objects 45 35 — — —

It is even possible 1o take pictures inside an under-
water cave. In this case. the camera has to be tumed
against the entrance; or, in other words, toward the
bright area contrasting with the dark shapes of the sur-
rounding rock. The lens is adjusted in accordance with
the light, and you are ready for shooting. In these sur-
roundings, all shapes are reduced to black silhoucttes
moving against a bright background. This again is a
peculiar effect high-lighting the underwater atmos-
phere. One obtains the identical effect by photograph-
ing against the light. with the camera momed upward,
toward the surface. The lens is stopped down, and once
more the figures appear as silhoucties. The piciure
achieves a particularly suggestive effect of depth, if the
figures are moving either downward or upward. This
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creates the fantastic impression of fight—which man
does indeed experience in exploring the submarine
world.

Normally, the camera stays at approximately the
same level as the object. Shooting from above is defi-
nitely inadvisable, because the picture looks squashed
and 50 fails to convey any sense of the actual depth. The
following exposure table for a movie camera within 24
feet of the surface and in bright sunlight may help
clarify some of these relationshif

Tasee [1

1: Object on sandy or rocky ground; bright: I I G
ark: 45

11: Panorzmic view

ith blue sea in background:

I From above, against bright background: | 56
against dark background: 4
From below the wobject—dingonal: L]
vertical: 0
vertical, fully against the sun; 1

The problem of artsficial lghting and color: On a
sunny day, one may take color shots under water with-
out the help of artificial lighting. In theovy, shots can
be taken to a depth of 75 feet without too much unider
exposure. However, below 15 feet, shooting color film
is 110 longer a problem of the quantity of available lighe:
another element enters in.

Under the impact of sunlight, sea water behaves
like a bluish green filter. Red and purple radiations are
absorbed with an increasing intensity according to the
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quantity of water extending hetween the object and the
source of light.

At a few feet depth, red colors disappear com-
pletely; and as one descends farther, also orange and
vellow, until everything assumes a uniform gray-green
tone.

Antificial lighting is required—much like the flash
bulb [or a night picture—to make the floor of the sea
reveal the wealth of eolors hidden beneath the blue-
green blanket of the water. For a variety of reasons, all
connected with the fac that under ies APPTON-
imate the conditions of reallife docwmnentaries rather
than the Alming of a staged scene, artificial lighting is
a fairly complex proposition.

For black and white photography this is, of course,
irrelevant. But for color photography, it poses a prob-
lem of primary importance, At a depth of 3o feet a coloy
photograph will turn out totally blue. It does not help
to :mpfn}' colored filters, because of the almost total ab-
sence of rad ns for the colors one desires (o soress,

In moderate depths such as 6 to 15 feet, the layer
of water 15 still thin enough to behave as a very light
hlter. Hence, one can obtain good results without em-
ploving specilic devices.

By holding a source of light near the object ane
achieves the double advantage of augmenting the actual
lighting and of obtaining a practically white-light effect
while the entire mass of water above is no longer of im-
portance. The only way to reveal those colors which
the human eye is unable to see under water is by
the use of antificial lighting devices, especially those
equipped with a lash lamp.
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The handful of professional underwater photog-
raphers is divided into two distince schools: those who
insist upen using electronic fash lamps and those who
are obsessed with a passion for using the magnesium
flash bulb. Both methods have advantages and disadvan-
tages, but we have found that the electronic flash lamp
is less suited for routine work because of its complicated
de:sign and the dangtr of high tension inherent in its use,

The flash-bulb lamp is quite easy to build. It simply
consists of a container shaped like a tube which holds
three batteries of 1.5 volts cach. The container is at-
tached to a lamp socket, the electric contacts of which
are immersed in the water, and there is a fixture in which
to insert the reflector. The reflector should be of frse-
rate design because the effective lighting of the whole
scene depends entirely on its presence. If the lamp
foated freely in water, a mere 5 per cent of the emnit-
ting light would strike the object. The reflector makes
possible a utilization up to 6o per cent.

To build a flash lamp according to this design
recquires very little effort and negligible cost, On the
other hand, operating expenses are rather high. By con-
wrast, the electronic Hash lamp requires grear initial costs
and cumbersome construction—a eylinder of 8 inches
in diamerer and 6 feet in length, according o Rebikoff's
design—while the operating expenses are slight.

Table 1L on p. 241 lists the dara for sarisfacrory
exposure with color films, based on our own experierice.

240

Tarre III

GE 23 lamp—1 /50 scc | ].\ist-:;n-r'\' in feet
ansco color —Agfacolor | 114 3 6
Depth Bright objects | 6.3 5.6 4
6-30 fr. Dark objects | & ’

DE&-_ Brig]‘:'l. objects g 5.5 4 4.5

goqo fr.  Dark objects 4 a5 =8 -
In the Bright o't'r-jctis | 4 S0 R =
dark Dark objects | g5 28 -

If one wants to take objects at a considerable dis-
tance in effective lighe, one may use a lamp which per-
mits the lighting of two flashes at the same time, one of
the regular type, and one of the blue-color type. While
the first serves to heighten the eolors of relatively close
objects, the second lights up more distant scenes with
sufficient intensity.

Two of the photographs in this book, taken with
and without flash lamps, have been juxtaposed for com-
parison. They reveal the miraculous capacivy of the flash
lamp to bring to life colors which the cye is unable to
perceive,

Tt should be noted that the intensity of light, capa-
ble of Pmducj:;lg the color tones seen in the picmr:--: in
this book, which have been taken with the flash lamp,
would require at least ten lamps of 5.000 warts, conce:
trated on an area of not more than go square feer. Obvi
ously this gear would be too cumbersome 1o handle.

For our own shoti—such a battery of searchlights
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being out of the question—we insisted on having enough
light 1o penetrate the bluish mist which was always
spreading across the picure. After we had studied the
problem for some time, we decided to set up small clus-
ters of four lamps, each of 1,000 watts with a reflecior,
mounted on disks and connected with the surface by
watertight elearic wire abour go feet long. Each disk
had 2 handle, so that 2 man swimming close to the
camera was able 1o hold one disk in cach hand—a total
of ciglu Iam;u, or 8,000 Watls,

With four men, we were able 1o obtain a lighting
up to 32.000 watts. Actually, this still was not enough,
but we let it go at thar. The lights were. in this way,
concentrated on some detail such as a high-colored back-
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ground. coral. a haleyon, some Hoating algac. The back-
drop stood out so from the rest thar its different levels
became sufficiently evident to give the proper depth 1o
the picture. Sometimes we would obtain interesting
stereoscopic effeas. I we wanted 1o shoot deails or
colored objects a fiew fret below the surface, our search.
light battery proved 10 be more than sufficient.

Speaial Effects: Long-standing expenience in un-
derwater films has taught us the use of cerain special
effects.

So far. nobody has been able o ke pictures in
backward motion. While it is easy (o swim torward, push-
ing the camera ahcad of oncself and therchy keeping it
steady. this is definitely impossible under water during
backward strokes. The following methods have heen
tried by us—usually with succes:

One: Reverse Gear Method. Advancing with the
camera in reverse gear. In projecting the picture upon
the sareen. 1t will have 10 be upside down. so that the
motion Temains in Teverse- The only thing o avoid s
having any fish or human being on the scene. because
they will appear 10 be moving backward.

Two: “Rod” Mcthod. The underwater container
box is equipped with a rod. held in horizontal position.
This may be attached to the wing. To get a good pic-
ture, the cameraman first has to check the distance be-
tween camera and object. Next, he starts the camera,
and as soon as that is done, lifis himself up in back of it
Two men start advancing at both ends of the rod. push-
ing the camera backward. taking care that their fins do
not enter the picture, The effect is quite good although
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the p dure is cumb . F the scene may
easily look wobbly on the screen.

Three: “Flight” Method. This is by all means the
best and most successful of the three. The camera, as

ioned before, is equipped with “wings” enabling
it 1o float, without rising or sinking when left to itsclf.
However, in this method, onc loads the back part of
the container with a small weight. Close to 2 sandy point,
one allows the camera 1o sink. It will descend in a slop-
ing curve, completing an automatic backward swim.

A man who has w be flmed while descending
under water should think only of staying constantly
within the frame of the lens. so that his igure remains
on the optical axis. The result will be an excellemt pic-
wire of descent from surface to foor. If the film stares
exactly below the surface. exposure should be adjusted
according to the light in that area. As one desornds. the
scene becomes gradually h lerexposed. But
that is perfectly all right, since it conveys the fecling
of diving.

There is another special effea particularly suitable
for hunting scenes. To increase the inherent cxcitement
and 10 help the audience share in the spirt of a fight
with the inhabitants of the sca—in short. to produce a
maximum impact, we exqquipped one of the three camcras
we used in the Red Sea with an underwater gun. w be
attached 1o the side of the camera by four simple hooks.
The gun pushes oot so that it is always in the ficld of
vision. The right hand grasps the handle of the camera.
with the forefinger on the starter. With the left hand.
onc holds the other handle of the camera. and the fore-
hnger rests on the trigger of the gun. This makes it pos-
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sible to sight, and at the same time pursuc, a nice speci-
men of fish, take zim and fire. Nine out of ten times,
the result will be startling and dramatic.

To the above let us add that even the combination
of the most perfect technical mastery and the best un-
derwater swimming form are not sufficient to produce
underwater movies of real documentary value. One
other element has to be considered—a thorough famili-
arity with the habiss, the weaknesses, the cunning of the
inhabitants of the sca. One has to know that it is advis.
able 1o remain will in front of some fish: that one has
10 tease the chermna; that one should make metallic noises
1o arouse the curiosity of the silver mullet; that photo-
graphing sca ecls requires the patience of a saint; that,
in front of polyps. one must remain motionless or wave
some white object: that rays should not be annoved by
any movemcnt untl they are safely grounded on the sca
floor, but that one must pursue hard on their heels as
soon as they raise for a “flight.” In shon. one necds a
long-standing experience, which naturally can be ac
quired only through practice.

When we arrived at the Red Sea, we found our-
selves for some time at our wits” end. How should we
behave with certain types of fish which we had never
seen until then® We were especially worried about the
bolder ones because we did not know how w approach
them. The sharks and the barracudas, in particular, were
our undoing. As soon as we saw one, we would paddie
after it, but the big fish would notice us in a flash. We
learned eventually that those “wild” fishes would come
toward us when we proceeded into the open sea but
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would tam o cscape as soon as we came closer, We began
10 exploit that discovery. In the end. feigning a retreat
at their approach, we managed o flm some extremely
close encounters with these fishes. The shark or the bar
tacuda would be emboldened and stant diving after us.
We would continue our flight. The hsh would come sull
closer. When the fish was really at close range. we would
start the camera taking him by surprise. In this way, we
were able to get very interesting close-ups. Perhaps this
sounds like a somewhat sensational method, but risk
and adventure are part of the job.

All these are not just theoretical assertions. They
are. rather. the result of longstanding experience in
underwater movie-making. Perhaps these few obser
vations will help those whe might be planning some
similar venture.

And thus, we come back 0 the general subject of
this book—the opportunitics awaiting man on the “Bluc
Continent.” To underscore once again the great chal-
lenge which this new frontier presents mighs be the most
fitting conclusion for these remarks The submarine
world opens up new Froatiers for the scientific, popular
and—why not?—adventure type of film. The stage is set,
on the floor of the sca, for any team ready to descend.
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