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Jaws
by Peter Benchl ey

Sceny Bookz Etext Version 1.0

PART 1

The great fish noved silently through the night water, propelled by short sweeps of its

crescent tail. The nmouth was open just enough to permit a rush of water over the gills.
There was little other notion: an occasional correction of the apparently aimn ess course
by the slight raising or lowering of a pectoral fin -- as a bird changes direction by

di ppi ng

one wing and lifting the other. The eyes were sightless in the black, and the other
senses

transnmtted nothing extraordinary to the small, primtive brain. The fish mi ght have been
asl eep, save for the novenent dictated by countless mllions of years of instinctive
continuity: lacking the flotation bladder conmon to other fish and the fluttering fl aps
to

push oxygen-bearing water through its gills, it survived only by noving. Once stopped, it
woul d sink to the bottom and di e of anoxia. The | and seened al nost as dark as the water,
for there was no noon. All that separated sea fromshore was a | ong, straight stretch of
beach -- so white that it shone. From a house behind the grass-splotched dunes, lights
cast

yell ow glimers on the sand. The front door to the house opened, and a nman and a

woman st epped out onto the wooden porch. They stood for a nonent staring at the sea,
enbraced quickly, and scanpered down the few steps onto the sand. The man was drunk

and he stunbled on the bottom step. The wonman | aughed and took his hand, and together
they ran to the beach.

"First a swm" said the wonan, "to clear your head."

"Forget ny head," said the nan. G ggling, he fell backward onto the sand, pulling
the woman down with him They funbled with each other's clothing, tw ned Iinbs
around linmbs, and thrashed with urgent ardor on the cold sand. Afterward, the nman | ay
back and cl osed his eyes. The wonman | ooked at himand sniled. "Now, how about that
swi n?" she sai d.

"You go ahead. I'll wait for you here."

The woman rose and wal ked to where the gentle surf washed over her ankles. The
wat er was colder than the night air, for it was only m d-June. The woman cal | ed back
"You're sure you don't want to cone?" But there was no answer fromthe sl eeping man.

She backed up a few steps, then ran at the water. At first her strides were |ong
and
graceful, but then a small wave crashed into her knees. She faltered, regained her
footing,
and flung herself over the next waist-high wave. The water was only up to her hips, so
she stood, pushed the hair out of her eyes, and continued wal king until the water covered
her shoul ders. There she began to swim-- with the jerky, head-above-water stroke of the
unt ut or ed.

A hundred yards of fshore, the fish sensed a change in the sea's rhythm It did
not
see the woman, nor yet did it snell her. Running within the length of its body were a
series of thin canals, filled with nucus and dotted with nerve endi ngs, and these nerves
detected vibrations and signaled the brain. The fish turned toward shore.

The woman continued to swimaway fromthe beach, stopping now and then to
check her position by the lights shining fromthe house. The tide was slack, so she had
not noved up or down the beach. But she was tiring, so she rested for a nonent, treading
wat er, and then started for shore.

The vi brations were stronger now, and the fish recognized prey. The sweeps of its
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tail quickened, thrusting the giant body forward with a speed that agitated the tiny
phosphorescent animals in the water and caused themto glow, casting a mantle of sparks
over the fish.

The fish closed on the woman and hurtl ed past, a dozen feet to the side and six
feet below the surface. The wonan felt only a wave of pressure that seened to lift her up
in the water and ease her down again. She stopped sw nming and held her breath.

Feeling nothing further, she resumed her |urching stroke.

The fish snmelled her now, and the vibrations -- erratic and sharp -- signaled
di stress. The fish began to circle close to the surface. Its dorsal fin broke water, and
its
tail, thrashing back and forth, cut the glassy surface with a hiss. A series of trenors
shook
its body.

For the first time, the woman felt fear, though she did not know why. Adrenaline
shot through her trunk and her |inbs, generating a tingling heat and urging her to swim
faster. She guessed that she was fifty yards fromshore. She could see the line of white
f oam where the waves broke on the beach. She saw the lights in the house, and for a
conforting nonent she thought she saw sonmeone pass by one of the w ndows.

The fish was about forty feet fromthe wonan, off to the side, when it turned
suddenly to the left, dropped entirely below the surface, and, with two quick thrusts of
its
tail, was upon her.

At first, the woman t hought she had snagged her leg on a rock or a piece of
floating wood. There was no initial pain, only one violent tug on her right |leg. She
reached down to touch her foot, treading water with her left leg to keep her head up
feeling in the blackness with her |left hand. She could not find her foot. She reached
hi gher on her leg, and then she was overcone by a rush of nausea and di zzi ness. Her
groping fingers had found a hub of bone and tattered flesh. She knew that the warm
pul sing fl ow over her fingers in the chill water was her own bl ood.

Pai n and panic struck together. The wonman threw her head back and screaned a
guttural cry of terror.

The fish had noved away. It swallowed the woman's |inb w thout chew ng.

Bones and neat passed down the massive gullet in a single spasm Now the fish turned
agai n, homing on the stream of bl ood flushing fromthe wonan's fenoral artery, a beacon
as clear and true as a lighthouse on a cloudless night. This tine the fish attacked from
below. It hurtled up under the woman, jaws agape. The great conical head struck her like
a | oconotive, knocking her up out of the water. The jaws snapped shut around her torso,
crushi ng bones and flesh and organs into a jelly. The fish, with the wonan's body in its
nout h, smashed down on the water with a thunderous splash, spew ng foam and bl ood

and phosphorescence in a gaudy shower.

Bel ow the surface, the fish shook its head fromside to side, its serrated
triangul ar

teeth sawing through what little sinew still resisted. The corpse fell apart. The fish
swal | owed, then turned to continue feeding. Its brain still registered the signals of
near by

prey. The water was |laced with bl ood and shreds of flesh, and the fish could not sort
signhal from substance. It cut back and forth through the dissipating cloud of blood,
opening and closing its nmouth, seining for a random norsel. But by now, nobst of the
pi eces of the corpse had di spersed. A few sank slowy, coning to rest on the sandy
bottom where they noved lazily in the current. A fewdrifted away just bel ow the
surface, floating in the surge that ended in the surf.

The man awoke, shivering in the early norning cold. His nouth was sticky and
dry, and his wakening belch tasted of Bourbon and corn. The sun had not yet risen, but a
line of pink on the eastern horizon told himthat daybreak was near. The stars still hung
faintly in the lightening sky. The man stood and began to dress. He was annoyed that the
worman had not woken hi m when she went back to the house, and he found it curious that
she had | eft her clothes on the beach. He picked them up and wal ked to the house.

He tiptoed across the porch and gently opened the screen door, renmenbering that
it screeched when yanked. The living roomwas dark and enpty, littered with hal f-enpty
gl asses, ashtrays, and dirty plates. He wal ked across the living room turned right down
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a
hal |, past two closed doors. The door to the room he shared with the woman was open

and a bedside |ight was on. Both beds were made. He tossed the wonan's cl othes on one

of the beds, then returned to the living roomand switched on a light. Both couches were
enpty.

There were two nore bedroons in the house. The owners slept in one. Two ot her
house guests occupied the other. As quietly as possible, the man opened the door to the
first bedroom There were two beds, each obviously containing only one person. He
cl osed the door and noved to the next room The host and hostess were asleep on each
side of a king-size bed. The man cl osed the door and went back to his roomto find his
watch. It was nearly five.

He sat on one bed and stared at the bundl e of clothes on the other. He was
certain
the woman wasn't in the house. There had been no other guests for dinner, so unless she
had net soneone on the beach while he slept, she couldn't have gone off w th anyone.

And even if she had, he thought, she probably would have taken at |east sone of her
cl ot hes.

Only then did he permit his mind to consider the possibility of an accident. Very
qui ckly the possibility becane a certainty. He returned to the host's bedroom hesitated
for a nmonent beside the bed, and then softly placed his hand on a shoul der.

"Jack," he said, patting the shoulder. "Hey, Jack." The man sighed and opened his
eyes. "\What ?"

"I't's me. Tom | hate like hell to wake you up, but | think we nay have a

"What probl en®?"

"Have you seen Chri ssie?"

"What do you nean, have | seen Chrissie? She's with you."

“"No, she isn't. | nmean, | can't find her."

Jack sat up and turned on a light. H's wife stirred and covered her head with a
sheet. Jack | ooked at his watch. "Jesus Christ. It's five in the norning. And you can't
find

your date."

"I know," said Tom "lI'msorry. Do you renmenber when you saw her | ast?"

"Sure | renenber. She said you were going for a swm and you both went out on
the porch. \Wen did you see her |ast?"

"On the beach. Then | fell asleep. You nean she didn't come back?"

“"Not that | saw. At | east not before we went to bed, and that was around one."

"1 found her clothes."

“Where? On the beach?”

"Yes."

"You | ooked in the living roon?" Tom nodded. "And in the Henkels' room"

"The Henkels' room "

Tom bl ushed. "1 haven't known her that long. For all | know she could be a little
weird. So could the Henkels. | mean, |'mnot suggesting anything. | just wanted to check
t he whol e house before | woke you up."

"So what do you think?"

"What |'m beginning to think," said Tom "is that nmaybe she had an acci dent.
Maybe she drowned."

Jack | ooked at himfor a nonment, then glanced again at his watch. "I don't know
what tine the police in this towm go to work," he said, "but | guess this is as good a
time
as any to find out."

probl em

Chapter 2

Pat rol man Len Hendricks sat at his desk in the Amity police station, reading a detective
novel called Deadly, |I'm Yours. At the nonment the phone rang the heroine, a girl naned
Wi stling Dixie, was about to be raped by a notorcycle club. Hendricks | et the phone
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ring until Mss Dixie castrated the first of her attackers with a Iinoleumknife she had
secreted in her hair.

He picked up the phone. "Amty Police, Patrol man Hendricks," he said. "Can |
hel p you?"

"This is Jack Foote, over on Ad MII Road. | want to report a missing person. O
at least | think she's mssing."

"Say again, sir?" Hendricks had served in Vietnamas a radi o nan, and he was
fond of mlitary term nol ogy.

"One of ny house guests went for a swimat about one this norning," said Foote.
"She hasn't cane back yet. Her date found her clothes on the beach."

Hendri cks began to scribble on a pad. "What was the person's nane?"

“Christine Watkins."

" Age?"

"I don't know. Just a second. Say around twenty-five. Her date says that's about
right."

"Hei ght and wei ght ?"

"WAit a minute." There was a pause. "W think probably about five-seven,
bet ween one twenty and one thirty."

"Col or of hair and eyes?"

"Listen, Oficer, why do you need all this? If the woman's drowned, she's
probably going to be the only one you have -- at least tonight, right? You don't average
nore than one drowni ng around here each night, do you?"

"Who said she drowned, M. Foote? Maybe she went for a wal k."

"Stark naked at one in the norning? Have you had any reports about a woman
wal ki ng around naked?"

Hendricks relished the chance to be insufferably cool. "No, M. Foote, not yet.
But once the sunmer season starts, you never know what to expect. Last August, a bunch
of faggots staged a dance out by the club -- a nude dance. Color of hair and eyes?"

"Her hair is... oh, dirty blond, |I guess. Sandy. | don't know what col or her eyes
are. I'lIl have to ask her date. No, he says he doesn't know either. Let's say hazel."

"Okay, M. Foote. W'IIl get onit. As soon as we find out anything, we'll contact

you.

Hendri cks hung up the phone and | ooked at his watch. It was 5:10. The chi ef
woul dn't be up for an hour, and Hendricks wasn't anxious to wake himup for sonething
as vague as a m ssing-person report. For all anybody knew, the broad was off hunping in
the bushes with some guy she net on the beach. On the other hand, if she was washed up
somewhere, Chief Brody would want the whol e thing taken care of before the body was
found by sone nanny with a couple of young kids and it becane a public nuisance.

Judgnent, that's what the chief kept telling himhe needed; that's what nmakes a
good cop. And the cerebral challenge of police work had played a part in Hendricks
decision to join the Amity force after he returned fromVietnam The pay was fair: $9, 000
to start, $15,000 after fifteen years, plus fringes. Police work offered security,
regul ar
hours, and the chance for some fun -- not just thunping unruly kids or collaring drunks,
but solving burglaries, trying to catch the occasional rapist (the summer before, a bl ack
gardener had raped seven rich white wonen, not one of whom woul d appear in court to
testify against him, and -- on a slightly nore el evated plane -- the opportunity to
become
a respected, contributing nmenber of the community. And being an Anity cop was not
very dangerous, certainly nothing like working for a nmetropolitan force. The | ast duty-
related fatality of an Amity policeman occurred in 1957 when an officer had tried to stop
a drunk speedi ng al ong the Mntauk H ghway and had been run off the road into a stone
wal | .

Hendri cks was convinced that as soon as he could get sprung fromthis God-forsaken

nm dni ght-to-eight shift, he would start to enjoy his work. For the tinme being, though, it
was a drag. He knew perfectly well why he had the late shift. Chief Brody liked to break
in his young nmen slowy, letting them devel op the fundanentals of police work -- good
sense, sound judgrment, tolerance, and politeness -- at a tinme of day when they woul dn't
be overtaxed.

The business shift was 8:00 AM to 4:00 PPM, and it called for experience and
di pl omacy. Six nmen worked that shift. One handled the sumrertinme traffic at the
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intersection of Main and Water streets. Two patrolled in squad cars. One manned the
phones at the station house. One handled the clerical work. And the chief handled the
public -- the | adi es who conpl ained that they were unable to sl eep because of the din
coming fromthe Randy Bear or Saxon's, the town's two gin mlls; the homeowners who
conpl ai ned that buns were littering the beaches or disturbing the peace; and the
vacati oni ng bankers and brokers and | awers who stopped in to discuss their various

pl ans for keeping Anity a pristine and excl usive sunmer col ony. Four to m dni ght
was

the trouble shift, when the young studs fromthe Hanptons would flock to the Randy

Bear and get involved in a fight or sinply get so drunk that they becane a nenace on the
roads; when, very rarely, a couple of predators from Queens would lurk in the dark side
streets and nmug passershy; and when, about twice a nmonth in the sumrer, enough

evi dence havi ng accunul ated, the police would feel obliged to stage a pot bust at one of
the huge waterfront honmes. There were six men on four to mdnight, the six |argest nen
on the force, all between thirty and fifty years ol d.

M dnight to eight was usually quiet. For nine nonths of the year, peace was
virtual |y guaranteed. The biggest event of the previous winter had been an el ectrical
stormthat had set off all the alarns linking the police station to forty-eight of
Amity's
bi ggest and nost expensive hones. Normally during the sumer, the m d-night-to-eight
shift was manned by three officers. One, however, a young fellow naned Di ck Angel o,
was now taking his two-week | eave before the season began to swing. The other was a
thirty-year veteran nanmed Henry Kinble, who had chosen the m dni ght-to-eight shift

because it permitted himto catch up on his sleep -- he held a daytinme job as a bartender
at Saxon's. Hendricks tried to raise Kinble on the radio -- to get himto take a wal k
al ong

the beach by dd MII Road -- but he knew the attenpt was hopel ess. As usual, Kinble
was sound asleep in a squad car parked behind the Amity Pharmacy. And so Hendri cks
pi cked up the phone and di al ed Chief Brody's hone nunber.

Brody was asleep, in that fitful state before waki ng when dreans rapidly change
and there are nonents of bleary semiconsciousness. The first ring of the phone was

assimlated into his dream-- a vision that he was back in high school groping a girl on

a

stairwell. The second ring snapped the vision. He rolled over and picked up the receiver.
"Yeah?"

"Chief, this is Hendricks. | hate to bother you this early, but -*
"What tinme is it?"
"Five-twenty."
"Leonard, this better be good."
"I think we've got a floater on our hands, Chief."
"Afloater? What in Christ's nane is a fl oater?"
It was a word Hendricks had picked up fromhis night reading. "A drowning," he

sai d, enbarrassed. He told Brody about the phone call from Foote. "I didn't knowif you'd
want to check it out before people start swiming. | nean, it looks like it's going to be
a

ni ce day."

Brody heaved an exaggerated sigh. "Were's Kinble?" he said and t hen added
qui ckly, "GCh, never mind. It was a stupid question. One of these days |I'mgoing to fix
t hat
radio of his so he can't turn it off."

Hendri cks waited a nonent, then said, "Like | said, Chief, | hate to bother..."
"Yeah, | know, Leonard. You were right to call. As long as |I'm awake, | night as
well get up. I'll shave and shower and grab sone coffee, and on ny way in |'l|l take a
| ook
along the beach in front of dd MIIl and Scotch, just to nake sure your 'floater' isn't
cluttering up sonebody's beach. Then when the day boys conme on, |'Il go out and talk to
Foote and the girl's date. I'lIl see you later."

Brody hung up the phone and stretched. He | ooked at his wife, Iying next to him
in the doubl e bed. She had stirred when the phone rang, but as soon as she determ ned
that there was no energency, she | apsed back into sleep

Ellen Brody was thirty-six, five years younger than her husband, and the fact
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t hat

she | ooked barely thirty was a source of both pride and annoyance to Brody: pride
because, since she | ooked handsonme and young and was narried to him she nmade him
seem a nman of excellent taste and substantial attraction; annoyance because she had been
abl e to keep her good | ooks despite the strains of bearing three children, whereas Brody
though hardly fat at six-foot-one and two hundred pounds -- was begi nning to be
concerned about his blood pressure and his thickening mddle. Sonetimes during the
sumer, Brody would catch hinself gazing with idle lust at one of the young, |ong-

| egged girls who pranced around town -- their untethered breasts bouncing beneath the
thi nnest of cotton jerseys. But he never enjoyed the sensation, for it always nmade him
wonder whether Ellen felt the sanme stirring when she | ooked at the tanned, slimyoung
men who so perfectly conplenented the |ong-1egged girls. And as soon as that thought
occurred to him he felt still worse, for he recognized it as a sign that he was on the
unfortunate side of forty and had already |lived nore than half his life.

Sunmmers were bad tinmes for Ellen Brody, for in summer she was tortured by
thoughts she didn't want to think -- thoughts of chances mssed and |lives that coul d have
been. She saw people she had grown up with: prep school classnates now married to
bankers and brokers, summering in Amity and wintering in New York, graceful wonen
who stroked tennis balls and enlivened conversations with equal ease, wonen who (Ellen
was convi nced) joked anong thensel ves about Ellen Shepherd marrying that policenan
because he got her pregnhant in the back seat of his 1948 Ford, which had not been the
case.

El | en was twenty-one when she net Brody. She had just finished her junior year
at Wellesley and was spending the summer in Amity with her parents -- as she had done
for the previous el even sunmers, ever since her father's advertising agency transferred
himfrom Los Angeles to New York. Although, unlike several of her friends, Ellen
Shepherd was hardly obsessed by nmarriage, she assuned that within a year or two after
finishing college she would wed soneone from approxi mately her own social and
financial station. The thought neither distressed nor delighted her. She enjoyed the
nodest weal th her father had earned, and she knew her nother did too. But she was not
eager to live alife that was a repetition of her parents'. She was fanmliar with the
petty
soci al problens, and they bored her. She considered herself a sinple girl, proud of the
fact that in the yearbook for the class of 1953 at Mss Porter's School she was voted
Most
Si ncere.

Her first contact with Brody was professional. She was arrested -- or, rather,
her
date was. It was late at night, and she was being driven home by an extrenely drunk
young man intent on driving very fast down very narrow streets. The car was intercepted
and stopped by a policenman who inpressed Ellen with his youth, his |ooks, and his
civility. After issuing a sumons, he confiscated the keys to Ellen's date's car and
drove
them both to their respective hones. The next norning, Ellen was shoppi ng when she
found herself next to the police station. As a |lark, she wal ked in and asked t he nane of
the young officer who had been working at about mi dni ght the night before. Then she
went hone and wote Brody a thank-you note for being so nice, and she also wote a note
to the chief of police comending young Martin Brody. Brody tel ephoned to thank her
for her thank-you note.

When he asked her out to dinner and the novies on his night off, she accepted out
of curiosity. She had scarcely ever talked to a policeman, |et alone gone out with one.
Brody was nervous, but Ellen seened so genuinely interested in himand his work that he
eventual |y cal med down enough to have a good tinme, Ellen found himdelightful: strong,
sinple, kind -- sincere. He had been a policeman for six years. He said his anbition was
to be chief of the Amity force, to have sons to take duck-shooting in the fall, to save
enough noney to take a real vacation every second or third year

They were married that Novenber. Ellen's parents had wanted her to finish
coll ege, and Brody had been willing to wait until the foll owing sumer, but Ellen
couldn't inagine that one nore year of college could nmake any difference in the life she
had chosen to | ead.
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There were some awkward nonents during the first few years. Ellen's friends
woul d ask themto dinner or lunch or for a swm and they would go, but Brody woul d
feel ill at ease and patroni zed. Wien they got together with Brody's friends, Ellen's
past
seened to stifle fun. People behaved as if they were fearful of commtting a faux pas.
Gradual ly, as friendshi ps devel oped, the awkwardness di sappeared. But they never saw
any of Ellen's old friends any nore. Al though the shedding of the "sumrer people"
stigma earned her the affection of the year-round residents of Amity, it cost her mnuch
t hat
was pleasant and famliar fromthe first twenty-one years of her life. It was as if she
had
noved to anot her country.

Until about four years ago, the estrangenent hadn't bothered her. She was too
busy, and too happy, raising children to let her mind linger on alternatives |ong past.
But
when her last child started school, she found herself adrift, and she began to dwell on
nmenori es of how her nother had lived her life once her children had begun to detach
from her: shopping excursions (fun because there was enough noney to buy all but the
nost outrageously expensive items), long lunches with friends, tennis, cocktail parties,
weekend trips. Wat had once seened shall ow and tedi ous now | coned in nenory |ike
par adi se.

At first she tried to re-establish bonds with friends she hadn't seen in ten
years,
but all commnality of interest and experience had | ong since vani shed. Ellen tal ked
gaily
about the conmunity, about |ocal polities, about her job as a volunteer at the
Sout hanpt on Hospital -- all subjects about which her old friends, many of whom had
been conming to Amity every sumrer for nore than thirty years, knew little and cared
| ess. They tal ked about New York polities, about art galleries and painters and witers
they knew. Mst conversations ended with feeble reniniscences and specul ati ons about
where old friends were now. Always there were pl edges about calling each other and
getting together again.

Once in a while she would try to nake new friends anong the sumer peopl e she
hadn't known, but the associations were forced and brief. They m ght have endured if
El Il en had been | ess sel f-conscious about her house, about her husband's job and how
poorly it paid. She nmade sure that everyone she nmet knew she had started her Amity life
on an entirely different plane. She was aware of what she was doi ng, and she hated
herself for it, because in fact she |oved her husband deeply, adored her children, and --
for nost of the year -- was quite content with her |ot.

By now, she had largely given up active forays into the summer comunity, but
the resentnents and the | ongings |lingered. She was unhappy, and she took out nobst of
her unhappi ness on her husband, a fact that both of them understood but only he coul d
tolerate. She w shed she could go into suspended ani mation for that quarter of every
year.

Brody rolled over toward Ellen, raising hinself up on one el bow and resting his
head on his hand. Wth his other hand he flicked away a strand of hair that was tickling

Ellen's nose and naking it twitch. He still had an erection fromthe remants of his | ast
dream and he debated rousing her for a quick bit of sex. He knew she was a sl ow waker
and her early norning noods were nore cantankerous than romantic. Still, it would be

fun. There had not been nuch sex in the Brody household recently. There sel dom was,
when Ellen was in her summrer noods.

Just then, Ellen's nouth fell open and she began to snore. Brody felt hinself
turn
off as quickly as if sonmeone had poured ice water on his loins. He got up and went into
t he bat hroom

It was nearly 6:30 when Brody turned onto Od MII| Road. The sun was well up
It had lost its daybreak red and was turning fromorange to bright yellow The sky was
cl oudl ess.
Theoretically, there was a statutory right-of-way between each house, to pernmit public
access to the beach, which could be privately owned only to the nean-hi gh-water nmark.
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But the rights-of-way between nost houses were filled with garages or privet hedges.
Fromthe road there was no view of the beach. Al Brody could see was the tops of the
dunes. So every hundred yards or so he had to stop the squad car and wal k up a driveway
to reach a point fromwhich he could survey the beach

There was no sign of a body. Al he saw on the broad, white expanse was a few
pi eces of driftwood, a can or two, and a yard-w de belt of seaweed and kel p pushed
ashore by the southerly breeze. There was practically no surf, so if a body was floating
on
the surface it would have been visible. If there is a floater out there, Brody thought,
it's
floating beneath the surface and I'Il never see it till it washes up

By seven o' clock Brody had covered the whol e beach along Od MII and Scotch
roads. The only thing he had seen that struck himas even renotely odd was a paper plate
on which sat three scalloped orange rinds -- a sign that the sunmer's beach picnics were
going to be nore el egant than ever.

He drove back al ong Scotch Road, turned north toward town on Bayberry Lane,
and arrived at the station house at 7:10.

Hendri cks was finishing up his paper work when Brody wal ked in, and he | ooked
di sappoi nted that Brody wasn't dragging a corpse behind him "No |uck, Chief?" he said.

"That depends on what you nmean by |uck, Leonard. |If you nean did | find a body
and if | didn't isn't it too bad, the answer to both questions is no. Is Kinble in yet?"

"No. "

"Well, | hope he isn't asleep. That'd | ook just dandy, having himsnoring away in
a
cop car when people start to do their shopping."”

"He'll be here by eight," said Hendricks. "He always is."
Brody poured hinself a cup of coffee, walked into his office, and began to flip through
the nmorning papers -- the early edition of the New York Daily News and the | ocal paper,
the Anmity Leader, which cane out weekly in the winter and daily in the sunmer.

Kinble arrived a little before eight, |ooking, aptly enough, as if he had been
sleeping in his uniform and he had a cup of coffee with Hendricks while they waited for
the day shift to appear. Hendricks' replacenent cane in at eight sharp, and Hendricks was
putting on his leather flight jacket and getting ready to | eave when Brody canme out of
hi s

of fi ce.

"I"mgoing out to see Foote, Leonard," Brody said. "You want to cone al ong?
You don't have to, but | thought you nmight want to follow up on your... floater." Brody
sm | ed.

"Sure, | guess so," said Hendricks. "I got nothing el se going today, so | can
sl eep

all afternoon.”

They drove out in Brody's car. As they pulled into Foote's driveway, Hendricks
said, "Wat do you bet they're all asleep? | renenber |ast summer a worman called at one
in the norning and asked if | could cone out as early as possible the next norning
because she thought sone of her jewelry was missing. | offered to go right then, but she
said no, she was going to bed. Anyway, | showed up at ten o'clock the next norning and
she threwnme out. 'l didn't nean this early,' she says."

"We'll see," said Brody. "If they're really worried about this dane, they'll be
awake. "

The door opened al nost before Brody had fini shed knocking. "W've been
waiting to hear fromyou," said a young man. "I'm Tom Cassidy. Did you find her?"

"I"'m Chief Brody. This is Oficer Hendricks. No, M. Cassidy, we didn't find her.
Can we come in?"

"Ch sure, sure. I"'msorry. Go oninthe riving room |'Il get the Footes."

It took less than five mnutes for Brody to learn everything he felt he needed to
know. Then, as nuch to seemthorough as from any hope of |earning anything useful, he
asked to see the nissing wonan's cl othes. He was shown into the bedroom and he
| ooked through the clothing on the bed.

"She didn't have a bathing suit with her?"

"No," said Cassidy. "It's in the top drawer over there. | |ooked."

Brody paused for a nonent, taking care with his words, then said, "M. Cassidy, |
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don't mean to sound flip or anything, but has this Mss Watkins got a habit of doing
strange things? | nean, like taking off in the mddle of the night... or wal king around
naked?"

"Not that | know of," said Cassidy. "But | really don't know her too well."

"I see," said Brody. "Then | guess we'd better go down to the beach again. You
don't have to cone. Hendricks and | can handle it."

"I'"'d like to cone, if you don't nmind."

"I don't mind. | just thought you might not want to."

The three men wal ked down to the beach. Cassidy showed the policenmen where
he had fallen asleep -- the indentation his body had nade in the sand had not been
di sturbed -- and he pointed out where he had found the woman's cl ot hes.

Brody | ooked up and down the beach. For as far as he could see, nore than a nile
in both directions, the beach was enpty. Cunps of seaweed were the only dark spots on
the white sand. "Let's take a walk," he said. "Leonard, you go east as far as the point.
M.

Cassidy, let's you and I go west. You got your whistle, Leonard? Just in case."

"I'"ve got it," said Hendricks. "You care if | take my shoes off? It's easier

wal ki ng
on the hard sand, | don't want to get themwet."

"I don't care," said Brody. "Technically you're off duty. You can take your pants
off if you want. O course, then I'll arrest you for indecent exposure."

Hendricks started eastward. The wet sand felt crisp and cool on his feet. He
wal ked with his head down and his hands in his pockets, |ooking at the tiny shells and
tangl es of seaweed. A few bugs -- they looked like little black beetles -- skittered out
of
his path, and when the wavewash receded, he saw m nute bubbl es pop above the hol es
nmade by sandworns. He enjoyed the walk. It was a funny thing, he thought, that when
you live all your life in a place, you al nbst never do the things that tourists go there
to do
-- like wal k on the beach or go swimring in the ocean. He couldn't renenber the | ast
time he went swinmmng. He wasn't even sure he still owned a bathing suit. It was |ike
sonmet hi ng he had heard about New York -- that half the people who live in the city never
go to the top of the Enpire State Building or visit the Statue of Liberty.

Every now and then, Hendricks | ooked up to see how nuch cl oser he was to the
poi nt. Once he turned back to see if Brody and Cassidy had found anything. He guessed
that they were nearly half a nmile away.
As he turned back and started wal ki ng agai n, Hendricks saw sonet hi ng ahead of him
a clump of weed and kel p that seened unusually large. He was about thirty yards away
fromthe clunp when he began to think the weed m ght be clinging to sonething.

When he reached the clunp, Hendricks bent down to pull sone of the weed away.
Suddenly he stopped. For a few seconds he stared, frozen rigid. He funbled in his pants
pocket for his whistle, put it to his |lips, and tried to blow, instead, he vonited,

st agger ed
back, and fell to his knees.

Snarled within the clunp of weed was a woman's head, still attached to shoul ders,
part of an arm and about a third of her trunk. The mass of tattered flesh was a nottl ed
bl ue-gray, and as Hendricks spilled his guts into the sand, he thought -- and the thought
made himretch again -- that the woman's renmi ni ng breast | ooked as flat as a fl ower

pressed in a nmenory book

"Wait," said Brody, stopping and touching Cassidy's arm "I think that was a
whistle." He listened, squinting into the norning sun. He saw a bl ack spot on the sand,
whi ch he assuned was Hendricks, and then he heard the whistle nore clearly. "Cone
on," he said, and the two nmen began to trot along the sand.

Hendricks was still on his knees when they got to him He had stopped puking, but his
head still hung, nouth open, and his breathing rattled with phl egm

Brody was several steps ahead of Cassidy, and he said, "M. Cassidy, stay back
there a second, will you?" He pulled apart sone of the weeds, and when he saw what was
inside, he felt bile rise in his throat. He swall owed and cl osed his eyes. After a nonent
he said, "You mght as well | ook now, M. Cassidy, and tell me if it's her or not."
Cassidy was terrified. H s eyes shifted between t he exhausted Hendricks and the
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mass of weed. "That?" he said, pointing at the weed. Reflexively, he stepped backward.
"That thing? Wiat do you nean it's her?" Brody was still fighting to control his stonmach.
"I think," he said, "that it nay be part of her."

Rel uctantly, Cassidy shuffled forward. Brody held back a piece of weed so
Cassidy could get a clear look at the gray and gaping face. "Ch, ny God!" said Cassidy,
and he put a hand to his nouth.

“Is it her?"

Cassi dy nodded, still staring at the face. Then he turned away and said, "Wat
happened to her?"

"I can't be sure," said Brody. "Ofhand, |'d say she was attacked by a shark."

Cassi dy's knees buckl ed, and as he sank to the sand, he said, "I think I'm going

to
be sick." He put his head down and retched.

The stink of vomit reached Brody al nbst instantly, and he knew he had lost his
struggle. "Join the crowd," he said, and he vonmited too.

Chapter 3

Several ninutes passed before Brody felt well enough to stand, wal k back to his car,
and call for an anbul ance fromthe Southanpton Hospital, and it was al nost an hour
bef ore the anbul ance arrived and the truncated corpse was stuffed into a rubber bag and
haul ed away.

By el even o' clock, Brody was back in his office, filling out forns about the
accident. He had conpl eted everything but "cause of death" when the phone rang.

"Carl Santos, Martin," said the voice of the coroner.

"Yeah, Carl. What have you got for ne?"

"Unl ess you have any reason to suspect a rmurder, |'d have to say shark."
"Murder?" said Brody.
"I''"'mnot suggesting anything. All | nmean is that it's conceivable -- just barely

that sone nut could have done this job on the girl with an ax and a saw."

"I don't think it's a nmurder, Carl. |'ve got no notive, no nurder weapons, and --
unless | want to go off into left field -- no suspect."

"Then it's a shark. And a big bastard, too. Even the screw on an ocean liner
woul dn't have done this. It mght have cut her in two, but..."

"Ckay, Carl," said Brody. "Spare ne the gore. My stonmach's none too hot
al ready. "

"Sorry, Martin. Anyway, |'mgoing to put down shark attack. |'d say that makes
the nost sense for you too, unless there are... you know... other considerations."

"No," said Brody. "Not this tinme. Thanks for calling, Carl." He hung up, typed
"shark attack" in the "cause of death" space on the forns, and | eaned back in his chair.

The possibility that "other considerations" mght be involved in this case hadn't
occurred to Brody. Those considerations were the touchiest part of Brody's job, forcing
hi m constantly to assess the best neans of protecting the commpn wealth wi thout
conproni sing either hinmself or the | aw.

It was the beginning of the sunmer season, and Brody knew that on the success or
failure of those twelve brief weeks rested the fortunes of Anmity for a whole year. A rich
season neant prosperity enough to carry the town through the I ean winter. The wi nter
popul ati on of Amity was about 1,000; in a good sunmer the popul ation junped to nearly
10, 000. And those 9,000 summer visitors kept the 1,000 pernmanent residents alive for the
whol e year.

Merchants -- fromthe owners of the hardware store and the sporting goods store
and the two gas stations to the | ocal pharnacist -- needed a boom sumrer to support
them through the winter, during which they never broke even. The w ves of carpenters,
el ectricians, and plunbers worked during the sutmmer as waitresses or real estate agents,
to help keep their famlies going over the winter. There were only two year-round |iquor
licenses in Anmity, so the twelve weeks of summer were critical to nost of the restaurants
and pubs. Charter fishermen needed every break they could get: good weather, good
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fishing, and, above all, crowds.

Even after the best of sumrers, Amity winters were rough. Three of every ten
famlies went on relief. Dozens of nmen were forced to nove for the winter to the north
shore of Long Island, where they scratched for work shucking scallops for a fewdollars a
day.

Brody knew that one bad summer would nearly double the relief rolls. If every
house was not rented, there wouldn't be enough work for Amity's blacks, nobst of whom
were gardeners, butlers, bartenders, and naids. And two or three bad sunmers in a row --
a circunmstance that, fortunately, hadn't occurred in nore than two decades -- could
create
a cycle that could weck the town. If people didn't have enough noney to buy cl othes or
gas or anple food supplies, if they couldn't afford to have their houses or their
appl i ances
repaired, then the nerchants and service firns would fail to nake enough to tide them
over until the next sumer. They woul d cl ose down, and Amity's citizens would start
shoppi ng el sewhere. The town would | ose tax revenue. Minicipal services would
deteriorate, and people would begin to nove away.

So there was a common, though tacit, understanding in Armity, born of the need to
survive. Everyone was expected to do his bit to nmake sure that Amity renmined a
desirabl e sunmer community. A few years ago, Brody renmenbered, a young man and his
brot her had noved into town and set thensel ves up as carpenters. They cane in the
spring, when there was enough work preparing houses for sumrer residents to keep
everyone busy, so they were wel coned. They seened conpetent enough, and severa
establ i shed carpenters began to refer work to them

But by midsumrer, there were disquieting reports about the Felix Brothers.

Al bert Mrris, the owner of Amity Hardware, let it be known that they were buying
cheap steel nails instead of gal vani zed nails and were charging their custonmers for

gal vani zed. In a seaside climate, steel nails begin to rust in a few nonths. Dick
Spi t zer,

who ran the lunberyard, told sonebody that the Felixes had ordered a | oad of | ow grade,
green wood to use in sone cabinets in a house on Scotch Road. The cabi net doors began
to warp soon after they were installed. In a bar one night, the elder Felix, Arnando,
boasted to a drinking buddy that on his current job he was being paid to set supporting
studs every sixteen inches but was actually placing themtwenty-four inches apart. And
the younger Felix, a twenty-one-year-old naned Danny with a stubborn case of acne,
liked to show his friends erotic books which he bragged he had stolen fromthe houses he
wor ked i n.

O her carpenters stopped referring work to the Felixes, but by then they had built
enough of a business to keep them going through the winter. Very quietly, the Amty
under st andi ng began to work. At first, there were just a few hints to the Felixes that
t hey

had outworn their wel cone. Armando reacted arrogantly. Soon, annoying little m shaps
began to bother him All the tires on his truck would nysteriously enpty thensel ves of
air, and when he called for help fromthe Amity Qulf station, he was told that the air
punp was broken. Wen he ran out of propane gas in his kitchen, the | ocal gas conpany
took eight days to deliver a newtank. His orders for lunber and other supplies were

i nexplicably mslaid or delayed. In stores where once he had been able to obtain credit
he

was now forced to pay cash. By the end of Cctober, the Felix Brothers were unable to
function as a business, and they noved away.

Generally, Brody's contribution to the Amity understanding -- in addition to
mai ntaining the rule of |Iaw and sound judgnent in the town -- consisted of suppressing
runors and, in consultation with Harry Meadows, the editor of the Amity Leader,
keeping a certain perspective on the rare unfortunate occurrences that qualified as news.

The previous sumer's rapes had been reported in the Leader, but just barely (as
nol estati ons), because Brody and Meadows agreed that the specter of a black rapist
stal king every female in Amity wouldn't do nuch for the tourist trade. In that case,

t here

was the added probl emthat none of the wonen who had told the police they had been
raped woul d repeat their stories to anyone el se.

If one of the wealthier sunmer residents of Anity was arrested for drunken
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driving, Brody was willing, on a first offense, to book himfor driving without a

| i cense,

and that charge would be duly reported in the Leader. But Brody nade sure to warn the
driver that the second tine he was caught driving under the influence he would be
charged, booked, and prosecuted for drunk driving.

Brody's relationship with Meadows was based on a delicate bal ance. When
groups of youngsters cane to town fromthe Hanptons and caused troubl e, Meadows was
handed every fact -- nanes, ages, and charges |odged. Wen Anity's own youth nmade
too much noise at a party, the Leader usually ran a one-paragraph story without nanes or
addresses, informng the public that the police had been called to quell a mnor
di sturbance on, say, Od MII| Road.

Because several summer residents found it fun to subscribe to the Leader year-round,
the matter of wintertinme vandali smof sumer houses was particularly sensitive. For
years, Meadows had ignored it -- leaving it to Brody to nake sure that the honeowner
was notified, the of fenders puni shed, and the appropriate repairnen dispatched to the
house. But in the winter of 1968 sixteen houses were vandalized within a few weeks.
Brody and Meadows agreed that the tine had conme for a full canpaign in the Leader
against wintertinme vandals. The result was the wiring of the forty-eight homes to the
police station, which -- since the public didn't know whi ch houses were wired and which
weren't -- all but elimnated vandalism nade Brody's job nuch easier, and gave

Meadows the image of a crusadi ng editor

Once in a while, Brody and Meadows col lided. Meadows was a zeal ot against the
use of narcotics. He was also a nan with unusually keen reportorial antennae, and when
he sensed a story -- one not susceptible to "other considerations" -- he would go after
it
like a pig after truffles. In the sunmer of 1971 the daughter of one of Amity's richest
famlies had died off the Scotch Road beach. To Brody, there was no evidence of foul
play, and since the fanmily opposed an autopsy, the death was officially listed as
dr owni ng.

But Meadows had reason to believe that the girl was on drugs and that she was
bei ng supplied by the son of a Polish potato farnmer. It took Meadows al nost two nonths
to get the story, but in the end he forced an autopsy which proved that at the tine she
drowned the girl had been unconscious from an overdose of heroin. He al so tracked down
the pusher and exposed a fairly large drug ring operating in the Anity area. The story
reflected badly on Anmity and worse on Brody, who, because several federal violations
were involved in the case, wasn't even able to redeemhis earlier insouciance by naking
an arrest or two. And it won Meadows two regional journalismprizes.

Now it was Brody's turn to press for full disclosure. He intended to close the
beaches for a couple of days, to give the shark time to travel far fromthe Anity
shoreline. He didn't know whether or not sharks could acquire a taste for human flesh (as
he had heard tigers do), but he was deternmined to deprive the fish of any nore peopl e.
This tinme he wanted publicity, to nmake people fear the water and stay away fromit.

Brody knew there would be a strong argunment agai nst publicizing the attack. Like
the rest of the country, Anity was still feeling the effects of the recession. So far
t he
sumer was shaping up as a nmediocre one. Rentals were up fromlast year, but they were
not "good" rentals. Many were "groupers," bands of ten or fifteen young people who
cane fromthe city and split the rent on a big house. At |east a dozen of the $7,000 -
$10, 000- a- season shore-front houses had not yet been rented, and many nore in the
$5, 000 class were still wi thout |eases. Sensational reports of a shark attack m ght turn
medi ocrity into disaster.

Still, Brody thought, one death in md-June, before the crowds cone, would
probably be quickly forgotten. Certainly it would have | ess effect than two or three nore
deat hs woul d. The fish mght well have disappeared already, but Brody wasn't willing to
ganbl e lives on the possibility: the odds m ght be good, but the stakes were
prohibitively
hi gh.

He di al ed Meadows' nunber. "Hey, Harry," he said. "Free for |unch?"

"I've been wondering when you'd call," said Meadows. "Sure. My place or
your s?"

Suddenly Brody w shed he hadn't called at nealtine. H s stonach was stil
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groani ng, and the thought of food nauseated him He glanced up at the wall calendar. It
was a Thursday. Like all their friends on fixed, tight incomes, the Brodys shopped
according to the supermarket specials. Mnday's special was chicken, Tuesday's |anb,

and so forth through the week. As each item was consuned, Ellen would note it on her
list and replace it the next week. The only variabl es were bl uefish and bass, which were
inserted in the menu when a friendly fisherman dropped his overage by the house.

Thur sday' s speci al was hanburger, and Brody had seen enough chopped neat for one

day.

"Yours," he said. "Wiy don't we order out fromCy's? W can eat in your office."
"Fine with nme," said Meadows. "Wat do you want? I'Il order now. "
"Egg salad, | guess, and a glass of mlk. I'll be right there." Brody called

Ellen to
tell her he wouldn't be hone for | unch.

Harry Meadows was an i mense man, for whomthe act of drawi ng breath was
exertion enough to cause perspiration to dot his forehead. He was in his late forties,
ate
too nmuch, chain-snoked cheap cigars, drank bonded Bourbon, and was, in the words of
his doctor, the Western world's | eading candidate for a huge coronary infraction

When Brody arrived, Meadows was standi ng beside his desk, waving a towel at
the open window. "In deference to what your lunch order tells ne is a tender stonach,"”
he said, "I amtrying to clear the air of essence of Wite OM."

"I appreciate that," said Brody. He glanced around the small, cluttered room
searching for a place to sit.

"Just throw that crap off the chair there," Meadows said. "They're just
gover nient
reports. Reports fromthe county, reports fromthe state, reports fromthe hi ghway
conmmi ssion and the water conmission. They probably cost about a nmillion dollars, and
froman informational point of viewthey don't amount to a cup of spit."

Brody picked up the heap of papers and piled thematop a radiator. He pulled the
chair next to Meadows' desk and sat down.

Meadows rooted around in a |arge brown paper bag, pulled out a plastic cup and a
cel | ophane-w apped sandwi ch, and slid them across the desk to Brody. Then he began to
unwrap his own lunch, four separate packages whi ch he opened and spread before
hinself with the loving care of a jeweler showing off rare gens: a nmeatball hero, o0o0zing

tomat o sauce; a plastic carton filled with oily fried potatoes; a dill pickle the size of
a
smal | squash; and a quarter of a | enon neringue pie. He reached behind his chair and
froma small refrigerator wthdrew a sixteen-ounce can of beer. "Delightful," he said
with
a smle as he surveyed the feast before him

"Amazing," said Brody, stifling an acid bel ch. "Absofuckinlutely amazing. | mnust
have had about a thousand neals with you, Harry, but | still can't get used to it."

"Everyone has his little quirks, ny friend," Meadows said as he lifted his
sandwi ch. "Some peopl e chase other people's wives. Sone | ose thenselves in whiskey. |
find nmy solace in nature's own nourishnent."

"That' Il be sone solace to Dorothy when your heart says, 'That's enough, buster,
adios."'"

"We've discussed that, Dorothy and I," said Meadows, filtering the words through
a nmout hful of bread and nmeat, "and we agree that one of the few advantages man has
over other animals is the ability to choose the way to bring on his own death. Food may
well kill me, but it's also what has nade life such a pleasure. Besides, |'d rather go ny
way than end up in the belly of a shark. After this norning, |'msure you'll agree."

Brody was in the nmidst of swallowing a bite of egg salad sandwi ch, and he had to
force it past a rising gag. "Don't do that to ne," he said.

They ate in silence for a few nonments. Brody finished his sandwi ch and nilk,
wadded t he sandwi ch wapper and stuffed it into the plastic cup. He | eaned back and lit a
cigarette. Meadows was still eating, but Brody knew his appetite woul dn't be dim ni shed
by any discussion. He recalled a time when Meadows had visited the scene of a bl oody
aut onobi | e accident and proceeded to interview police and survivors while sucking on a
coconut Popsi cl e.
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"About the Watkins thing," Brody said. "I have a couple of thoughts, if you want
to hear them" Meadows nodded. "First, it seenms to ne that the cause of death is cut-and-
dried. |'ve already talked to Santos, and -*

"1 did, too."

"So you know what he thinks. It was a shark attack, clear and sinple. And if
you' d
seen the body, you'd agree. There's just no --"

"I did see it."

Brody was astoni shed, nostly because he couldn't imagi ne how anyone who had
seen that mess could be sitting there now, licking lenon-pie filling off his fingers. "So
you agree?"

"Yes. | agree that's what killed her. But there are a fewthings |'mnot so sure
of . "

"Li ke what ?"

"Li ke why she was swinmring at that tinme of night. Do you know what the
tenperature was at around nidnight? Sixty. Do you know what the water tenperature
was? About fifty. You'd have to be out of your mind to go swiming under those
conditions."

"Or drunk," said Brody, "which she probably was."

"Maybe. No, you're right -- probably. |'ve checked around a little, and the
Foot es
don't mess with grass or nescaline or any of that stuff. There's one other thing that
bot hers ne, though."

Brody was annoyed. "For Christ's sake, Harry, stop chasing shadows. Once in a
whil e, people do die by accident.”

"It's not that. It's just that it's damm funny that we've got a shark around here
when
the water's still this cold."

"I's it? Maybe there are sharks who |ike cold water. Who knows about sharks?"

"There are sone. There's the Greenl and shark, but they never cone down this far
and even if they did, they don't usually bother people. Who knows about sharks? I'lIl tell
you this: At the nonent | know a hell of a ot nore about themthan |I did this norning.
After | saw what was left of Mss Watkins, | called a young guy | know up at the Wods
Hol e Cceanographic Institute. | described the body to him and he said it's likely that

only
one kind of shark would do a job like that."

"What ki nd?"

"A great white. There are others that attack people, like tigers and hamrer heads
and maybe even nmakos and blues, but this fell ow Hooper -- Matt Hooper -- told ne that
to cut a wonan in half like that you'd have to have a fish with a nouth like this" -- he
spread his hands about three feet apart -- "and the only shark that grows that big and

attacks people is the great white. There's another nanme for them"

"Ch?" Brody was beginning to |lose interest. "Wat's that?"

"Man-eater. Qther sharks kill people once in a while, for all sorts of reasons --
hunger, maybe, or confusion or because they snell blood in the water. By the way, did
the Watkins girl have her period |ast night?"

"How the hell would I know?"

"Just curious. Hooper said that's one way to guarantee yourself an attack if
there's
a shark around.”

"What did he say about the cold water?"

"That it's quite common for a great white to cone into water this cold. Some
years
ago, a boy was killed by one near San Francisco. The water tenperature was fifty-seven."”

Brody sucked a long drag fromhis cigarette and said, "You've really done a | ot
of
checking into this, Harry."

"It seemed to ne a matter of -- shall we say -- conmon sense and public interest
to determ ne exactly what happened and the chances of it happeni ng again."

"And did you determ ne those chances?"

"I did. They're al nost nonexistent. Fromwhat | can gather, this was a real freak
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acci dent. According to Hooper, the only thing good about great whites is that they're
scarce. There's every reason to believe that the shark that attacked the Watkins girl is
| ong

gone. There are no reefs around here. There's no fish-processing plant or slaughterhouse
that dunps blood or guts into the water. So there's nothing at all to keep the shark
interested." Meadows paused and | ooked at Brody, who returned his gaze silently. "So it
seens to ne, Martin, that there's no reason to get the public all upset over sonething
that's al nbst sure not to happen again."

"That's one way to look at it, Harry. Another is that since it's not likely to
happen
again, there's no harmin telling people that it did happen this once."

Meadows sighed. "Journalistically, you may be right. But | think this is one of
those tinmes, Martin, when we have to forget the book and think of what's best for the
people. | don't think it would be in the public interest to spread this around. |'m not
t hi nki ng about the townspeople. They'll know about it soon enough, the ones that don't
know al ready. But what about the people who read the Leader in New York or
Phi | adel phia or d evel and?"

"You flatter yourself."

"Balls. You know what | nmean. And you know what the real estate situation is
like around here this summer. We're right on the edge, and other places are, too, like
Nant ucket and the Vineyard and East Hanpton. There are people who still haven't made
their sumer plans. They know they've got their pick of places this year. There's no
shortage of houses for rent... anywhere. If | run a story saying that a young wonan was
bitten in two by a nonster shark off Anmity, there won't be another house rented in this
town. Sharks are |ike ax-rmurderers, Martin. People react to themwth their guts. There's
sonmet hing crazy and evil and uncontrollable about them If we tell people there's a
killer
shark around here, we can kiss the sunmer good-by."

Brody nodded. "I can't argue with that, Harry, and | don't want to tell the
peopl e
that there is a killer shark around here. Look at it fromnmy point of view, just for a
second. | won't dispute your odds or anything. You're probably right. That shark has

probably gone a hundred nmiles fromhere and won't ever show up agai n. The nost
dangerous thing out there in the water is probably the undertow. But, Harry, there's a
chance you're wong, and | don't think we can take that chance. Suppose -- just suppose

we don't say a word, and sonebody el se gets hit by that fish. Wiat then? My ass is in a

sling. |I'm supposed to protect people around here, and if | can't protect themfrom
sonmething, the least | can do is warn themthat there is a danger. Your ass is in a
sling,

too. You're supposed to report the news, and there's just no question but that soneone
killed by a shark is news. | want you to run the story, Harry. | want to close the
beaches,

just for a couple of days, and just for insurance sake. It won't be a great inconvenience
to
anybody. There aren't that nany people here yet, and the water's cold. If we tell it
straight, tell people what happened and why we're doing what we're doing, | think we'll
be way ahead."

Meadows sat back in his chair and thought for a nonent. "I can't speak for your
job, Martin, but as far as mine is concerned, the decision has al ready been made."

“"What does that nmean?”

"There won't be any story about the attack in the Leader."

"Just like that."

"Well, not exactly. It wasn't entirely ny decision, though | think that generally
I
agree with it. I'mthe editor of this paper, Martin, and | own a piece of it, but not a
bi g
enough piece to buck certain pressures.”

"Such as?"

"I'"ve gotten six phone calls already this norning. Five were from advertisers --
one restaurant, one hotel, two real estate firns, and an ice cream shop. They were nost
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anxi ous to know whether or not | planned to run a story on the Watkins thing, and nost
anxious to let me know they felt Amity would best be served by letting the whole thing
fade quietly away. The sixth call was from M. Coleman in New York. M. Col eman who
owns fifty-five per cent of the Leader. It seens M. Col eman had received a few phone
calls hinself. He told ne there would be no story in the Leader."

"I don't suppose he said whether the fact that his wife is a real estate broker
had
anything to do with his decision."

"No," said Meadows. "The subject never came up."

"Figures. Well, Harry, where does that |eave us? You're not going to run a story,
so as far as the good readers of the Leader are concerned, nothing ever happened. |'m
going to close the beaches and put up a few signs sayi ng why."

"Ckay, Martin. That's your decision. But let me remind you of sonething. You're
an el ected official, right?"

"Just like the President. For four thrill-filled years."

"El ected officials can be inpeached."

"I's that a threat, Harry?"

Meadows smiled. "You know better than that. Besides, who am | to be naking

threats? | just want you to be aware of what you're doing before you tinker with the
lifeblood of all those sage and discrimnating souls who el ected you."

Brody rose to go. "Thanks, Harry. |'ve always heard it's lonely here at the top.

What do | owe you for |unch?"

"Forget it. | couldn't take noney froma man whose fanmly will soon be beggi ng
for food stanps.”

Brody | aughed. "No way. Haven't you heard? The great thing about police work is
the security."

Ten minutes after Brody returned to his office, the intercombuzzer sounded and a
voi ce announced, "The mayor's here to see you, Chief."

Brody smiled. The mayor. Not Larry Vaughan, just calling to check in. Not
Lawr ence Vaughan of Vaughan & Penrose Real Estate, stopping by to conplain about
some hoi sy tenants. But Mayor Lawence P. Vaughan, the people's choice -- by seventy-
one votes in the last election. "Send his honor in," Brody said.

Larry Vaughan was a handsone man, in his early fifties, with a full head of salt-
and- pepper hair and a body kept trimby exercise. Though he was a native of Amity, over
the years he had devel oped an air of understated chic. He had nade a great deal of nobney
in postwar real estate speculation in Amity, and he was the senior partner (sone thought
the only partner, since no one had ever nmet or spoken to anyone naned Penrose in
Vaughan's office) in the nost successful agency in town. He dressed with el egant
sinplicity, in timeless British jackets, button-down shirts, and Wejun |loafers. Unlike
El Il en Brody, who had descended from sunmer folk to winter folk and was unable to
nmake the adjustnent, Vaughan had ascended snoothly fromw nter folk to sumer folk,
adj usting each step of the way with grace. He was not one of them for he was technically
a local merchant, so he was never asked to visit themin New York or Pal m Beach. But in
Amity he noved freely anong all but the npst al oof nenbers of the sumrer
communi ty, which, of course, did an i mense anmount of good for his business. He was
asked to nost of the inportant sunmer parties, and he always arrived al one. Very few of
his friends knew that he had a wife at honme, a sinple, adoring woman who spent nuch of
her tinme doing needlepoint in front of her tel evision set.

Brody |i ked Vaughan. He didn't see much of himduring the summer, but after
Labor Day, when things cal ned down, Vaughan felt free to shed sonme of his social
scal es, and every few weeks he and his wife would ask Brody and Ellen out to dinner at
one of the better restaurants in the Hanptons. The eveni ngs were special treats for
El |l en,
and that in itself was enough to nake Brody happy. Vaughan seened to understand El | en.

He al ways acted nobst graciously, treating Ellen as a clubnate and conrade.

Vaughn wal ked into Brody's office and sat down. "I just talked to Harry

" he said.

Vaughan was obvi ously upset, which interested Brody. He hadn't expected this
reaction.

"I see,

Meadows,

he said. "Harry doesn't waste any tine."
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"Where are you going to get the authority to close the beaches?"

"Are you asking ne as the mayor or as a real estate broker or out of friendly
i nterest or what, Larry?"

Vaughan pressed, and Brody coul d see he was having trouble controlling his
tenper. "I want to know where you're going to get the authority. | want to know now. "

"Officially, I'"'mnot sure | have it," Brody said. "There's sonething in the code
t hat
says | can take whatever actions | deem necessary in the event of an energency, but |
think the selectnmen have to declare a state of enmergency. | don't inmmgine you want to go

through all that rignmarole."”

"Not a chance."

"Well, then, unofficially | figure it's ny responsibility to keep the people who
live
here as safe as | can, and at the nonent it's ny judgnent that that neans cl osing the
beaches for a couple of days. If it ever came down to cases, |'mnot sure | could arrest
anyone for going swimrmng. Unless,"” Brody smiled, "I could nake a case of crimna
stupidity."”

Vaughan ignored the remark. "I don't want you to close the beaches," he said.

"So | see.”

"You know why. The Fourth of July isn't far off, and that's the make-or-break
weekend. We'd be cutting our own throats."

"I know the argunent, and |'m sure you know ny reasons for wanting to close the
beaches. It's not as if | have anything to gain."

"No. |I'd say quite the opposite is true. Look, Martin, this town doesn't need
t hat
kind of publicity."

"It doesn't need any nore people killed, either."

"Nobody else is going to get killed, for God's sake. Al you' d be doing by
cl osi ng
the beaches is inviting a lot of reporters to come snoopi ng around where they don't have
any busi ness."

"So? They'd cone out here, and when they didn't find anything worth reporting,
they'd go hone again. | don't imagine the New York Tines has nmuch interest in covering
a | odge picnic or a garden-club supper."”

"We just don't need it. Suppose they did find sonething. There'd be a big to-do
that couldn't do anybody any good."

"Li ke what, Larry? What could they find out? | don't have anything to hide. Do
you?"

"No, of course not. | was just thinking about... maybe the rapes. Sonething
unsavory."

"Crap," said Brody. "That's all past history."

"Dammit, Martin!" Vaughan paused for a monment, struggling to cal mhinself.
"Look, if you won't listen to reason, will you listen to ne as a friend? |'munder a | ot
of
pressure fromny partners. Sonething like this could be very bad for us."

Brody | aughed. "That's the first tinme |I've heard you adnmit you had partners,
Larry.
| thought you ran that shop |ike an enperor."

Vaughan was enbarrassed, as if he felt he had said too nmuch. "My business is
very conplicated,"” he said. "There are tinmes |'mnot sure | understand what's going on
Do ne this favor. This once."

Brody | ooked at Vaughan, trying to fathomhis notives. "lI'msorry, Larry,
can't.
| wouldn't be doing ny job."

"If you don't listen to nme," said Vaughan, "you may not have your job much
| onger. "

"You haven't got any control over nme. You can't fire any cop in this town."

"Not off the force, no. But believe it or not, | do have discretion over the job
of
chi ef of police."

"I don't believe it."
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From his jacket pocket Vaughan took a copy of the corporate charter of the town
of AmMty. "You can read it yourself," he said, flipping through until he found the page
he
sought. "It's right here." He handed t he panphl et across the desk to Brody. "Wat it
says,
in effect, is that even though you were elected to the chief's job by the people, the
sel ect ren have the power to renove you."

Brody read the paragraph Vaughan had indicated. "I guess you're right," he said.
"But I'd love to see what you put down for 'good and sufficient cause.'"

"I dearly hope it doesn't cone to that, Martin. | had hoped this conversation
woul dn't even get this far. | had hoped that you would go al ong, once you knew how
and the selectnen felt."

"All the sel ect men?”

"Amjority."

"Li ke who?"

"I'"'mnot going to sit here and nane nanes for you. | don't have to. Al you have
to
know is that | have the board behind me, and if you won't do what's right, we'll put

sonmeone in your job who will."

Brody had never seen Vaughan in a nobod so aggressively ugly. He was
fascinated, but he was also slightly shaken. "You really want this, don't you, Larry?"

"I do." Sensing victory, Vaughan said evenly, "Trust nme, Martin. You won't be
sorry."

Brody sighed. "Shit," he said. "I don't like it. It doesn't snell good. But okay,
i f
it's that inportant."

"It's that inportant." For the first time since he had arrived, Vaughan sml ed.
"Thanks, Martin," he said, and he stood up. "Now | have the rather unpl easant task of
visiting the Footes."

"How are you going to keep them from shooting off their nmouths to the Tinmes or
t he News?"

"I hope to be able to appeal to their public-spiritedness,

Vaughan said, "just
as |
appeal ed to yours."

“Bull."

"We do have one thing going for us. Mss Watki ns was a nobody. She was a
drifter. No family, no close friends. She said she had hitchhi ked East from Idaho. So she
won't be nissed.”

Brody arrived home a little before five. Hs stomach had settled down enough to
permit hima beer or two before dinner. Ellen was in the kitchen, still dressed in the
pi nk
uni form of a hospital volunteer. Her hands were i mersed in chopped neat, kneading it
into a nmeat | oaf.

"Hell 0," she said, turning her head so Brody could plant a kiss on her cheek.
“"What was the crisis?"

"You were at the hospital. You didn't hear?"

"No. Today was bat he-the-ol d-ladies day. | never got off the Ferguson w ng."

"Agirl got killed off Ad MII."

"By what ?"

"A shark." Brody reached into the refrigerator and found a beer. Ellen stopped
kneadi ng neat and | ooked at him "A shark! |'ve never heard of that around here. You see
one once in a while, but they never do anything."

"Yeah, | know. It's a first for me, too."

"So what are you going to do?"

"Not hi ng. "

"Really? |Is that sensible? | nean, isn't there anything you can do?"

"Sure, there are sonme things | could do. Technically. But there's nothing | can
actually do. Wiat you and | think doesn't carry nuch wei ght around here. The powers-
that-be are worried that it won't look nice if we get all excited just because one
stranger

file://IC|/My Documents/Mike's Shit/utilities/books/pdf format/Benchley, Peter - Jaws.txt (18 of 131) [1/18/2001 2:02:21 AM]



file://IC|/My Documents/Mike's Shit/utilities/books/pdf format/Benchley, Peter - Jaws.txt

got killed by a fish. They're willing to take the chance that it was just a freak
acci dent that
won't happen again. O, rather, they're willing to let me take the chance, since it's ny

responsibility."

"What do you nean, the powers-that-be?"

"Larry Vaughn, for one."

"Ch. | didn't realize you had talked to Larry."

"He canme to see ne as soon as he heard | planned to dose the beaches. He wasn't
what you'd call subtle about telling me he didn't want the beaches cl osed. He said he'd
have ny job if | did dose them"

"I can't believe that, Martin. Larry isn't like that."

"I didn't think so, either. Hey, by the way, what do you know about his partners?"

"In the business? | didn't think there were any. | thought Penrose was his mddle
nane, or sonmething |ike that. Anyway, | thought he owned the whole thing."

"So did |. But apparently not."

"Well, it nakes ne feel better to know you talked to Larry before you nmade any
decision. He tends to take a wider, nore over-all view of things than nost people. He
probably does know what's best."

Brody felt the blood rise in his neck. He said sinply, "Crap." Then he tore the

netal tab off his beer can, flipped it into the garbage can, and wal ked into the |iving
room

to turn on the evening news.

Fromthe kitchen Ellen called, "I forgot to tell you: you had a call a little
whi | e
ago. "

“Who fronP"

"He didn't say. He just said to tell you you're doing a terrific lob. It was nice
of
himto call, don't you think?"
Chapter 4

For the next few days the weather renmined clear and unusually calm The w nd cane
softly, steadily fromthe southwest, a gentle breeze that rippled the surface of the sea
but
made no whitecaps. There was a crispness to the air only at night, and after days of
constant sun, the earth and sand had war ned.

Sunday was the twentieth of June. Public schools still had a week or nore to run
bef ore breaking for the summer, but the private schools in New York had al ready
rel eased their charges. Fanmilies who owned summer hones in Anmity had been com ng
out for weekends since the beginning of May. Summer tenants whose | eases ran from
June 15 to Septenber 15 had unpacked and, familiar now with where linen closets were,
whi ch cabi nets contai ned good china and which the everyday stuff, and which beds were
softer than others, were already beginning to feel at hone.

By noon, the beach in front of Scotch and O d MII| roads was speckled with
peopl e. Husbands | ay semi -conmat ose on beach towels, trying to gain strength fromthe
sun before an afternoon of tennis and the trip back to New York on the Long |sland Rai
Road' s Cannonball. Wves | eaned agai nst al um num backrests, reading Hel en Macl nnes
and John Cheever and Taylor Caldwell, interrupting thenmselves now and then to pour a
cup of dry vernouth fromthe Scotch cooler.

Teen-agers lay serried in tight, synmetrical rows, the boys enjoying the
sensation
of grinding their pelvises into the sand, thinking of pudenda and occasionally stretching
their necks to catch a brief glinpse of sone, exposed, wittingly or not, by girls who | ay
on their backs with their |egs spread.

These were not Aquarians. They uttered none of the platitudes of peace or
pollution, or justice or revolt. Privilege had been bred into themw th genetic
certainty.
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As their eyes were blue or brown, so their tastes and consci ences were determ ned by
ot her generations. They had no vitam n deficiencies, no sickle-cell anemia. Their teeth
thanks either to breeding or to orthodontia -- were straight and white and even. Their
bodi es were | ean, their nuscles toned by boxing | essons at age nine, riding | essons at
twelve, and tennis | essons ever since. They had no body odor. Wen they sweated, the
girls snmelled faintly of perfune; the boys snelled sinply clean.

None of which is to say that they were either stupid or evil. If their 1@ could
have
been tested en nasse, they woul d have shown native ability well within the top 10 per
cent of all nmankind. And they had been, were being, educated at schools that provided
every discipline, including exposure to mnority-group sensibilities, revolutionary
phi | osophi es, ecol ogi cal hypot heses, political power tactics, drugs, and sex.
Intellectually,
they knew a great deal. Practically, they chose to know al nost nothi ng. They had been
conditioned to believe (or, if not to believe, to sense) that the world was really quite
irrelevant to them And they were right. Nothing touched them-- not race riots in places
like Trenton, New Jersey, or Gry, Indiana; not the fact that parts of the Mssouri River
were so foul that the water sonetines caught fire spontaneously; not police corruption in
New York or the rising nunber of nmurders in San Francisco or revel ations that hot dogs
contai ned insect filth and hexachl orophi ne caused brai n damage. They were inured even
to the econonic spasns that wracked the rest of Anerica. Undul ations in the stock

mar kets were nui sances noticed, if at all, as occasions for fathers to benpan real or
fanci ed extravagances.

Those were the ones who returned to Anity every sunmer. The others -- and
there were sone, mavericks -- nmarched and bl eated and joi ned and signed and spent their

sumer s wor ki ng for acronym ¢ social -acti on groups. But because they had rejected
Amity and, at nost, showed up for an occasional Labor Day weekend, they, too, were
irrel evant.

The little children played in the sand at the water's edge, digging holes and
flinging nuck at each other, unconscious and uncaring of what they were and what they
woul d becone.

A boy of six stopped skinming flat stones out into the water. He wal ked up the

beach to where his nother lay dozing, and he flopped down next to her towel. "Hey,
Mom " he said, Iiming aimess doodles with his finger in the sand.
His nother turned to | ook at him shielding her eyes fromthe sun. "Wat?"
“1''m bored."
"How can you be bored? It isn't even July."
"I don't care. |I'mbored. | don't have anything to do."

"You' ve got a whol e beach to play on."

"I know. But there's nothing to do on it. Boy, am| bored."

"Way don't you go throw a ball ?"

"Wth who? There's nobody here."

"I see a lot of people. Have you | ooked for the Harrises? What about Tomry
Converse?"

"They're not here. Nobody's here. | sure am bored."

"Ch, for CGod's sake, Alex."

"Can | go swi mi ng?"

“"No. It's too cold.”

"How do you know?"

"I know, that's all. Besides, you know you can't go al one."

"WIIl you cone with me?"

"Into the water? Certainly not."

"No, | mean just to watch ne."

"Alex, Momis pooped, absolutely exhausted. Can't you find anything else to do?"

"Can | go out on ny raft?"

"Qut where?"

"Just out there a little ways. | won't go swmmng. |'Il just lie on ny raft.”

Hi s nother sat up and put on her sungl asses. She | ooked up and down t he beach.
A few dozen yards away, a nan stood in waist-deep water with a child on his shoul ders.
The woman | ooked at him indul ging herself in a quick nonent of regret and self-pity
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that she could no I onger shift to her husband the responsibility of amusing their child.

Bef ore she could turn her head, the boy guessed what she was feeling. "I bet Dad
would et ne," he said.

"Al ex, you should know by now that that's the wong way to get ne to do
anything." She | ooked down the beach in the other direction. Except for a few couples in
the dimdistance, it was enpty. "Ch, all right," she said. "Go ahead. But don't go too
far
out. And don't go swinmng." She | ooked at the boy and, to show she was seri ous,
| owered her gl asses so he could see her eyes.

"COkay," he said. He stood up, grabbed his rubber raft, and dragged it down to the
water. He picked up the raft, held it in front of him and wal ked seaward. Wen the water
reached his waist, he | eaned forward. A swell caught the raft and lifted it, with the boy
aboard. He centered hinmself so the raft lay flat. He paddled with both arms, stroking
snoothly. H's feet and ankles hung over the rear of the raft. He noved out a few yards,
then turned and began to paddl e up and down the beach. Though he didn't notice it, a
gentle current carried himslowy offshore.

Fifty yards farther out, the ocean floor dropped precipitously -- not with the
sheerness of a canyon wall, but froma slope of perhaps ten degrees to nore than forty-
five degrees. The water was fifteen feet deep where the slope began to change. Soon it
was twenty-five, then forty, then fifty feet deep. It leveled off at a hundred feet for
about

half a mle, then rose in a shoal that neared the surface a mle fromshore. Seaward of
t he

shoal, the fl oor dropped quickly to two hundred feet and then, still farther out, the
true

ocean dept hs began.

In thirty-five feet of water, the great fish swamslowy, its tail waving just enough
to maintain notion. It saw nothing, for the water was nmurky with notes of vegetation
The fish had been noving parallel to the shoreline. Now it turned, banking slightly, and
foll owed the bottom gradually upward. The fish perceived nore light in the water, but
still it saw nothing.

The boy was resting, his arnms dangling down, his feet and ankl es dipping in and
out of the water with each small swell. H s head was turned toward shore, and he noticed
that he had been carried out beyond what his nother would consider safe. He could see
her lying on her towel, and the man and child playing in the wavewash. He was not
afraid, for the water was calmand he wasn't really very far fromshore -- only forty
yards
or so. But he wanted to get closer; otherwise his nother nmight sit up, spy him and order
hi mout of the water. He eased hinmself back a little bit so he could use his feet to help
propel hinself. He began to kick and paddl e toward shore. H s arns displaced water
al rost silently, but his kicking feet nmade erratic splashes and left swirls of bubbles in
hi s
wake.

The fish did not hear the sound, but rather registered the sharp and jerky
i mpul ses
emtted by the kicks. They were signals, faint but true; and the fish | ocked on them
honming. It rose, slowy at first, then gaining speed as the signals grew stronger

The boy stopped for a nonent to rest. The signals ceased. The fish sl owed,
turning its head fromside to side, trying to recover them The boy lay perfectly still,
and
the fish passed beneath him skinmmng the sandy bottom Again it turned.

The boy resuned paddling. He kicked only every third or fourth stroke; Kkicking
was nore exertion than steady paddling. But the occasional kicks sent new signhals to the
fish. This tine it needed to lock on themonly an instant, for it was alnost directly
bel ow
the boy. The fish rose. Nearly vertical, it now saw the conmotion on the surface. There
was no conviction that what thrashed above was food, but food was not a concept of
significance. The fish was inpelled to attack: if what it swall owed was digestible, that
was food; if not, it would later be regurgitated. The nouth opened, and with a final
sweep
of the sickle tail the fish struck
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The boy's last -- only -- thought was that he had been punched in the stonach.
The breath was driven fromhimin a sudden rush. He had no tinme to cry out, nor, had he
had the tinme, would he have known what to cry, for he could not see the fish. The fish's
head drove the raft out of the water. The jaws smashed together, engul fing head, arns,
shoul ders, trunk, pelvis, and nost of the raft. Nearly half the fish had cone cl ear of
t he
water, and it slid forward and down in a belly-flopping notion, grinding the nass of
flesh
and bone and rubber. The boy's | egs were severed at the hips, and they sank, spinning
slowy, to the bottom

On the beach the man with the child shouted, "Hey!" He was not sure what he had
seen. He had been | ooking toward the sea, then started to turn his head when an uproar
caught his eye. He jerked his head back seaward again, but by then there was nothing to
see but the waves nade by the splash, spreading outward in a circle. "Did you see that?"
he cried. "Did you see that?"

"What, Daddy, what?" H's child stared up at him excited.

"Qut there! A shark or a whale or sonething! Sonething huge!"

The boy's nother, half asleep on her towel, opened her eyes and squinted at the
man. She saw hi m point toward the water and heard himsay sonmething to the child, who
ran up the beach and stood by a pile of clothing. The man began to run toward the boy's
not her, and she sat up. She didn't understand what he was saying, but he was pointing at
the water, so she shaded her eyes and | ooked out at sea. At first, the fact that she saw
nothing didn't strike her as odd. Then she renmenbered, and the said, "Alex."

Brody was havi ng |unch: baked chi cken, mashed potatoes, and peas. "Mshed
potatoes," he said as Ellen served him "Wat are you trying to do to ne?"
"I don't want you to waste away. Besides, you | ook good chunky."

The phone rang. Ellen said, "I'Il get it," but Brody stood up. That was the way
it
usual Iy happened. She would say, "I'lIl get it," but he was the one who got it. It was the
same when she had forgotten sonmething in the kitchen. She would say, "I forgot the
napkins, 1'Il get them" But they both knew he would get up and fetch the napkins.

"No, that's okay," he said. "It's probably for nme anyway." He knew the call was

probably for her, but the words cane refl exively.
"Bi xby, Chief," said the voice fromthe station house.
"What is it, Bixby?"
"I think you'd better come down here."

"Way' s that ?"

"Well, it's |like this, Chief... " Bixby obviously didn't want to go into
detail s.
Brody heard himsay sonmething to someone el se, then return to the phone. "l've got this

hysterical woman on ny hands, Chief."

"What's she hysterical about?"

"Her kid. Qut by the beach."

A twi nge of unease shot through Brody's stonach. "Wat happened?"

"It's..." Bixby faltered, then said quickly. "Thursday."

"Listen, asshole..." Brody stopped, for now he understood. "I'Il be right there."
He
hung up the phone.

He felt flushed, alnost feverish. Fear and guilt and fury blended in a thrust of

gut -
wenching pain. He felt at once betrayed and betrayer, deceived and deceiver. He was a
crimnal forced into crime, an unwilling whore. He had to take the blame, but it was not

rightly his. It belonged to Larry Vaughan and his partners, whoever they night be. He
had wanted to do the right thing;, they had forced himnot to. But who were they to force
hin? If he couldn't stand up to Vaughan, what kind of cop was he? He shoul d have
cl osed the beaches.

Suppose he had. The fish would have gone down the beach -- say, to East
Hanpton -- and killed soneone there. But that wasn't how it had worked. The beaches
had stayed open, and a child had been killed because of it. It was as sinple as that.
Cause
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and effect. Brody suddenly | oathed hinmself. And just as suddenly, he felt great pity for
hi msel f.

"What is it?" asked Ellen

"A kid just got killed."

" How?"
"By a goddamm sonof abitch of a shark."

"Ch no! If you had closed the beaches..." She stopped, enbarrassed.
"Yea, | know. "

Harry Meadows was waiting in the parking lot at the rear of the station house
when Brody drove up. He opened the passenger-side door of Brody's ear and eased his
bul k down onto the seat. "So nuch for the odds,"” he said.

"Yeah. Who's in there, Harry?"

"A man fromthe Tines, two from Newsday, and one of ny people. And the
woman. And the nman who says he saw it happen."

"How did the Tinmes get hold of it?"

"Bad |luck. He was on the beach. So was one of the Newsday guys. They're both
staying with people, for the weekend. They were onto it within two minutes.”

"What tinme did it happen?" Meadows | ooked at his watch. "Fifteen, twenty
nm nutes ago. No nore."

"Do they know about the Watkins thing?"

"I don't know. My man does, but he knows enough not to talk. As for the others,
it
depends on who they've been talking to. | doubt they're onto it. They haven't had any
digging tine."

"They'll get onto it, sooner or later."

"I know," said Meadows. "It puts ne in a rather difficult position."

"You! Don't nake ne | augh."

"Seriously, Martin. |f sonebody fromthe Tinmes gets that story and files it,
it' 1l
appear in tonorrow s paper, along with today's attack, and the Leader will look |ike
hel | .

I"'mgoing to have to use it, to cover nyself, even if the others don't."

"Use it how, Harry? \What are you going to say?"

"I don't know, yet; as | said, I'min a rather difficult position."

"Who are you going to say ordered it hushed up? Larry Vaughan?"

"Hardly."

n %?ll

"No, no. |'mnot going to say anybody ordered it hushed up. There was no
conspiracy. I'mgoing to talk to Carl Santos. If | can put the right words in his nouth,

we
may all be spared a lot of grief."

"What about the truth?"

"What about it?"

"What about telling it the way it happened? Say that | wanted to close the
beaches
and warn people, but the sel ectnen disagreed. And say that because | was too much of a
chicken to fight and put ny job on the line, | went along with them Say that all the
honchos in Amity agreed there was no point in alarmng people just because there was a
shark around that liked to eat children.”

"Conme on, Martin. It wasn't your fault. It wasn't anybody's. W cane to a
deci sion, took a ganble, and lost. That's all there is to it."

"Terrific. Now I'Il just go tell the kid's nmother that we're terribly sorry we
had to
use her son for chips." Brody got out of the car and started for the back door of the
station

house. Meadows, slower to extract hinself, followed a few paces behind. Brody stopped.
"You know what 1'd like to know, Harry? Who really made the decision? You went al ong
with it. I went along with it. | don't think Larry Vaughan was even the actual guy who
nmade the decision. | think he went along with it, too."

"What nmakes you think so?"
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"I"'mnot sure. Do you know anything about his partners in the business?"

"He doesn't have any real partners, does he?"

"“I'"'m begi nning to wonder. Anyway, fuck it... for now " Brody took another step
and when Meadows still followed him he said, "You better go around front, Harry... for
appearances' sake."

Brody entered his office through a side door. The boy's nother was sitting in
front
of the desk, clutching a handkerchi ef. She was wearing a short robe over her bathing
suit.

Her feet were bare. Brody | ooked at her nervously, once again feeling the rush of guilt.
He couldn't tell if she was crying, for her eyes were nmasked by | arge, round sungl asses.

A man was standing by the back wall. Brody assuned he was the one who
clainmed to have witnessed the accident. He was gazing absently at Brody's collection of
nmenorabilia: citations fromconmmunity-service groups, pictures of Brody with visiting
dignitaries. Not exactly the stuff to command nuch attention froman adult, but staring
at
it was preferable to risking conversation with the wonan.

Brody had never been adept at consoling people, so he sinply introduced hinself
and started aski ng questions. The woman sai d she had seen nothing: one noment the boy
was there, the next he was gone, "and all | saw were pieces of his raft." Her voice was
weak but steady. The man descri bed what he had seen, or what he thought he had seen

"So no one actually saw this shark," Brody said, courting a faint hope in the
back
of his mnd.

"No," said the man. "I guess not. But what else could it have been?"

"Any nunber of things." Brody was lying to hinself as well as to them testing to
see if he could believe his owmn lies, wondering if any alternative to reality could be
made
credible. "The raft could have gone flat and the boy could have drowned."

"Alex is a good swimer," the wonman protest ed.

"O... was... "

"And what about the splash?" said the man.

"The boy coul d have been thrashing around."

"He never cried out. Not a word."

Brody realized that the exercise was futile. "Ckay," he said. "W'Il| probably
know
soon enough, anyway."

"What do you nean?" said the nan

"One way or another, people who die in the water usually wash up sonewhere. If
it was a shark, there'll be no mistaking it." The worman's shoul ders hunched forward, and
Brody cursed hinself for being a clunsy fool. "I'msorry," he said. The wonan shook her
head and wept.

Brody told the wonan and the man to wait in his office, and he wal ked out into

the front of the station house. Meadows was standi ng by the outer door, |eaning against
the wall. A young man -- the reporter fromthe Tines, Brody guessed -- was gesturing at
Meadows and seened to be asking questions. The young nman was tall and slim He wore
sandal s and a bathing suit and a short-sleeved shirt with an alligator enblem stitched to
the left breast, which caused Brody to take an instant, instinctive dislike to the nan.
In his

adol escence Brody had thought of those shirts as badges of wealth and position. Al the

sumer peopl e wore them Brody badgered his nother until she bought himone -- "a
two-dollar shirt with a six-dollar lizard onit," she said -- and when he didn't find
hi nsel f

suddenly wooed by gaggl es of sunmer people, he was hunmiliated. He tore the alligator
of f the pocket and used the shirt as a rag to clean the | awn nower with which he earned
his sunmer incone. Mrre recently, Ellen had insisted on buying several shifts nade by
the same nanufacturer -- paying a premumthey could ill afford for the alligator enblem
-- to help her regain her entree to her old nilieu. To Brody's dismay, one evening he
found hinself nagging Ellen for buying "a ten-dollar dress with a twenty-dollar lizard on
it."

Two nmen were sitting on a bench -- the Newsday reporters. One wore a bat hing
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suit, the other a blazer and sl acks. Meadows' reporter -- Brody knew hi mas Nat
sonmet hing or other -- was | eaning agai nst the desk, chat- ting with Bi xby. They stopped
tal king as soon as they saw Brody enter

"What can | do for you?" Brody said.

The young man next to Meadows took a step forward and said, "I'mBill
Whitman, fromthe New York Tines."

"And?" What am | supposed to do? Brody thought. Fall on ny ass?

"l was on the beach.™

"What did you see?"

One of the Newsday reporters interrupted: "Nothing. | was there, too. Nobody
saw anyt hi ng. Except maybe the guy in your office. He says he saw sonething."

"I know," said Brody, "but he's not sure just what it was he saw "

The Tinmes man said, "Are you prepared to list this as a shark attack?"

"I"'mnot prepared to list this as anything, and |I'd suggest you don't go listing
it as
anything, either, until you know a hell of a lot nore about it than you do now. "

The Tinmes man smiled. "Conme on, Chief, what do you want us to do? Call it a
nmysteri ous di sappearance? Boy | ost at sea?"

It was difficult for Brody to resist the tenptation to trade angry ironies with
t he
Times reporter. He said, "Listen, M. -- Witman, is it? -- Wiitman. W have no
wi t nesses who saw anything but a splash. The nan inside thinks he saw a big silver-
colored thing that he thinks nay have been a shark. He says he has never seen a |live
shark in his life, so that's not what you'd call expert testinony. W have no body, no
r eal
evi dence that anything violent happened to the boy... | mean, except that he's i ssing.
It
is conceivable that he drowned. It is conceivable that he had a fit or a seizure of sone
kind and then drowned. And it is conceivable that be was attacked by sonme kind of fish
or animal -- or even person, for that matter. Al of those things are possible, and unti
we
get..."

The sound of tires grinding over gravel in the public parking |lot out front
st opped
Brody. A car door slanmed, and Len Hendricks charged into the station house, wearing
not hing but a bathing suit. H's body had the nottled gray-whiteness of a Styrofoam
coffee cup. He stopped in the nmddle of the floor. "Chief..."

Brody was startled by the unlikely sight of Hendricks in a bathing suit -- thighs
flecked with pinples, genitals bulging in the tight fabric. "You' ve been sw mi ng,
Leonard?"

"There's been anot her attack!" said Hendricks.

The Ti mes man qui ckly asked, "When was the first one?"

Bef ore Hendricks could answer, Brody said, "W were just discussing it, Leonard.
don't want you or anyone el se junping to conclusions until you know what you're talking
about. For CGod's sake, the boy could have drowned."

"Boy?" said Hendricks. "What boy? This was a man, an old man. Five m nutes
ago. He was just beyond the surf, and suddenly he screaned bl oody nmurder and his head
went under water and it cane up again and he screaned sonething el se and then he went
down again. There was all this splashing around, and blood was flying all over the place.
The fish kept coning back and hitting himagain and again and again. That's the biggest

fuckin' fish | ever sawin ny whole life, big as a fuckin' station wagon. | went in up to
ny

wai st and tried to get to the guy, but the fish kept hitting him" Hendricks paused,
staring

at the floor. H's breath squeezed out of his chest in short bursts. "Then the fish quit.
Maybe he went away, | don't know. | waded out to where the guy was floating. H s face

was in the water. | took hold of one of his arns and pulled."

Brody said, "And?"

"It came off in ny hand. The fish nust have chewed fight through it, all but a
little bit of skin." Hendricks |ooked up, his eyes red and filling with tears of
exhaustion
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and fright.

"Are you going to be sick?" said Brody.

"l don't think so."

"Did you call the anbul ance?"

Hendri cks shook his head no.

"Ambul ance?" said the Times reporter. "lIsn't that rather |ike shutting the barn
door
after the horse has left?"

"Shut your nouth, smart ass," said Brody. "Bixby, call the hospital. Leonard, are
you up to doing some work?" Hendricks nodded. "Then go put on sone clothes and find
sone notices that close the beaches.”

"Do we have any?"

"I don't know. W nust. Maybe back in the stock roomw th those signs that say

"This Property Protected by Police.' If we don't, we'll have to nmake sone that'll do
unti |
we can have sone made up. | don't care. One way or another, let's get the goddam

beaches cl osed. "

Monday norning, Brody arrived at the office a little after seven. "Did you get
it?"
he said to Hendricks.

"I't's on your desk."

"Good or bad? Never mind. |I'lIl go see for nyself."

"You won't have to | ook too hard.”

The city edition of the New York Tines lay in the center of Brody's desk. About
three quarters of the way down the right-hand colum on page one, he saw the headli ne:

SHARK KI LLS TWO ON LONG | SLAND

Brody said, "Shit," and began to read.

By WlliamF. Whitnman
Special to The New York Tines

AMTY L.I. June 20 -- A six-year-old boy and a 65-year-old man were
killed today in separate shark attacks that occurred within an hour of each
ot her near the beaches of this resort community.

Al t hough t he body of the boy, Al exander Kintner, was not found,
officials said there was no question that he was killed by a shark. A
wi t ness, Thomas Daguerre, of New York, said he saw a |l arge silver-
col ored object rise out of the water and seize the boy and his rubber raft
and di sappear into the water with a spl ash

Amity coroner Carl Santos reported that traces of blood found on
shreds of rubber recovered later |eft no doubt that the boy had died a
vi ol ent deat h.

At least fifteen persons witnessed the attack on Morris Cater, 65,
whi ch took place at approximately 2 p.m a quarter of a mle down the
beach from where young Ki nt ner was attacked.

Apparently, M. Cater was swiming just beyond the surf line
when he was suddenly struck from behind. He called out for help, but al
attenpts to rescue himwere in vain.

"I went in up to nmy waist and tried to get to him" said Anmity
police officer Leonard Hendricks, who was on the beach at the tinme, "but
the fish kept hitting him"

M. Cater, a jewelry wholesaler with offices at 1224 Avenue of the
Americas, was pronounced dead on arrival at Southanpton Hospital

These incidents are the first docunmented cases of shark attacks on
bat hers on the Eastern Seaboard in nore than two decades.
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According to Dr. David Dieter, an ichthyol ogist at the New York
Aquarium at Coney Island, it is logical to assune -- but by no neans a
certainty -- that both attacks were the work of one shark

"At this time of year in these waters," said Dr. Dieter, "there are
very few sharks. It's rare at any tinme of year for sharks to conme so close to
t he beach. So the chances that two sharks woul d be off the sane beach at
virtually the same time -- and woul d each attack sonmeone -- are
infinitesiml."

When i nformed that one witness described the shark that attacked
M. Cater as being "as large as a station wagon," Dr. Dieter said the shark
was probably a "great white" (Carcharodon carcharias), a species known
throughout the world for its voraci ousness and aggressi veness.

In 1916, he said, a great white killed four bathers in New Jersey on
one day -- the only other recorded instance of multiple shark-attack
fatalities in the United States in this century. Dr. Dieter attributed the
attacks to "bad luck, like a flash of lightning that hits a house. The shark
was probably just passing by. It happened to be a nice day, and there
happened to be people swi nming, and he happened to cone along. It was
pure chance."

Amity is a sunmer conmmunity on the south shore of Long Island,
approxi mately m dway between Bri dgehanpton and East Hanpton, with a
wi ntertinme popul ation of 1,000. In the sunmer, the popul ation increases to
10, 000.

Brody finished reading the article and set the paper on the desk. Chance, that

doctor said, pure chance. What would he say if he knew about the first attack? Still pure
chance? O would it be negligence, gross and unforgivabl e? There were three peopl e
dead now, and two of themcould still be alive, if only Brody had..

"You've seen the Tines," said Meadows. He was standing in the doorway.
"Yeah, |'ve seen it. They didn't pick up the Watkins thing."
"I know. Kind of curious, especially after Len's little slip of the tongue."
"But you did use it."
"I did. | had to. Here." Meadows handed Brody a copy of the Anity Leader. The
banner headline ran across all six colums of page one: TWD KILLED BY MONSTER
SHARK OFF AM TY BEACH. Below that, in smaller type, a subhead: Nunber of
Victinms of Killer Fish Rises to Three.
"You sure get your news up high, Harry."
"Read on."
Br ody read:

Two summer visitors to Amity were brutally slain yesterday by a man-
eating shark that attacked themas they frolicked in the chill waters off the
Scot ch Road beach

Al exander Kintner, age 6, who lived with his nother in the Goose
Neck Lane house owned by M. and Ms. Richard Packer, was the first to
die -- attacked frombelow as he lay on a rubber raft. H's body has not
been found.

Less than half an hour later, Mirris Cater, 65, who was spendi ng
t he weekend at the Abelard Arnms I nn, was attacked from behi nd as he
swamin the gentle surf off the public beach.

The giant fish struck again and again, savaging M. Cater as he
cried for help. Patrolman Len Hendricks, who by sheer coincidence was
taking his first swmin five years, nmade a valiant attenpt to rescue the
struggling victim but the fish gave no quarter. M. Cater was dead by the
time he was pulled clear of the water.

The deaths were the second and third to be caused by shark attack
off Amity in the past five days.

Last Wednesday night, Mss Christine Watkins, a guest of M. and
M. John Foote of Od MII| Road, went for a swi mand vani shed.
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Thursday norning, Police Chief Martin Brody and O ficer
Hendri cks recovered her body. According to coroner Carl Santos, the
cause of death was "definitely and incontrovertibly shark attack."

Asked why the cause of death was not nade public, M. Santos
declined to conment.

Brody | ooked up fromthe paper and said, "Did Santos really decline to
comrent ?"
"No. He said nobody but you and | had asked hi m about the cause of death, so he

didn't feel conpelled to tell anybody. As you can see, | couldn't print that response. It
woul d have pinned everything on you and ne. | had hoped | could get himto say

something like, 'Her famly requested that the cause of death be kept private, and since
there was obviously no crine involved, | agreed,' but he wouldn't. | can't say | blame
him ™"

"So what did you do?"

"I tried to get hold of Larry Vaughan, but he was away for the weekend. | thought
he'd be the best official spokesnan."

"And when you coul dn't reach hinP"

"Read. "

It was understood, however, that Amty police and governnment officials
had decided to withhold the information in the public interest. "People
tend to overreact when they hear about a shark attack," said one nmenber
of the Board of Selectnen. "W didn't want to start a panic. And we had
an expert's opinion that the odds agai nst another attack were
astronomcal . "

"Who was your tal kative sel ect ran?" asked Brody.

"Al'l of them and none of them" said Meadows. "It's basically what they all said,
but none of them would be quoted."

"What about the beaches not being closed? Did you go into that?"

"You did."

"1 did?"

Asked why he had not ordered the beaches closed until the naraudi ng

shark was apprehended, Chief Brody said, "The Atlantic Ccean i s huge.

Fish swimin it and nove fromplace to place. They don't always stay in
one area, especially an area |like this where there is no food source. Wuat
were we going to do? Close the Amity beaches, and people woul d j ust

drive up to East Hanpton and go swimring there. And there's just as

good a chance that they'd get killed in East Hanpton as in Amity." After
yesterday's attacks, however, Chief Brody did order the beaches cl osed
until further notice.

"Jesus, Harry," said Brody, "you really put it to ne. You' ve got ne arguing a
case
| don't believe, then being proved wong and forced to do what | wanted to do all al ong.
That's a pretty shitty trick."

"I't wasn't a trick. | had to have sonmeone give the official line, and with
Vaughan
away, you were the logical one. You adnmit that you agreed to go along with the decision
so -- reluctantly or not -- you supported it. | didn't see any point in airing all the
dirty

| aundry of private disputes.”
"l suppose. Anyway, it's done. Is there anything else | should read in this?"
"No. | just quote Matt Hooper, that fellow from Wods Hole. He says it woul d be
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remarkable if we ever have another attack. But he's a little | ess sure than he was | ast
tinme. "

"Does he think one fish is doing all this?"

"He doesn't know, of course, but offhand, yes. He thinks it's a big white."

"I do, too. | nean, | don't know fromwhites or greens or blues, but | think it's
one
shark."

n W]y?ll

"I"'mnot sure, exactly. Yesterday afternoon | called the Coast Guard out on
Mont auk. | asked themif they'd noticed a |ot of sharks around here recently, and they
said they hadn't seen a one. Not one so far this spring. It's still early, so that isn't
t oo
strange. They said they'd send a boat down this way later on and give ne a call if they
saw anything. | finally called them back. They said they had cruised up and down this

area for two hours and hadn't seen a thing. So there sure aren't nany sharks around. They
al so said that when there are sharks around, they're nostly medi umsized blue sharks --
about five to ten feet -- and sand sharks that don't generally bother people. From what
Leonard said he saw yesterday, this is no nediumsized blue."

"Hooper said there was one thing we could do," Meadows said. "Now that you've
got the beaches cl osed down, we could chum You know, spread fish guts and goodi es
like that around in the water. |If there's a shark around, he said, that will bring him
runni ng. "

"Ch, great. That's what we need, to attract sharks. And what if he shows up? What
do we do then?"

"Catch him™"

"Wth what? My trusty spinning rod?"

"No, a harpoon."

"A harpoon. Harry, | don't even have a police boat, let alone a boat with
har poons
onit."

"There are fishernmen around. They have boats."

"Yeah, for a hundred and a half a day, or whatever it is."

"True. But still it seens to ne..." A commotion out in the hall stopped Meadows
in md-sentence.

He and Brody heard Bi xby say, "I told you, ma'am he's in conference." Then a
woman' s voice said, "Bullshit! | don't care what he's doing. I'mgoing in there."

The sound of running feet, first one pair, then two. The door to Brody's office
fl ew open, and standing in the doorway, clutching a newspaper, tears stream ng down her
face, was Al exander Kintner's nother. Bixby canme up behind her and said, "I'msorry,
Chief. | tried to stop her."

"That's okay, Bixby," said Brody. "Cone in, Ms. Kintner." Meadows stood and
of fered her his chair, which was the closest one to Brody's desk. She ignored hi mand
wal ked up to Brody, who was standi ng behind his desk.

"What can | do..." The wonan sl apped the newspaper across his face. It didn't
hurt Brody so nmuch as startle him-- especially the noise, a sharp report that rang deep
into his left ear. The paper fell to the floor.

"What about this?" Ms. Kintner screaned. "Wat about it?"

"What about what?" said Brody.

"What they say here. That you knew it was dangerous to swim That sonmebody
had already been killed by that shark. That you kept it a secret."

Brody didn't know what to say. OF course it was true, all of it, at |east
technically.

He couldn't deny it. And yet he couldn't adnmit it, either, because it wasn't the whole
truth.

"Sort of," he said. "I nean yes, it's true, but it's -- look, Ms. Kintner..." He
was
pl eading with her to control herself until he could explain.

"You killed Alex!" She shrieked the words, and Brody was sure they were heard
in the parking lot, on the street, in the center of town, on the beaches, all over Amty.
He
was sure his wife heard them and his children
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He thought to hinmself: Stop her before she says anything else. But all he could
say
was, "Ssshhht"

"You did! You killed him" Her fists were clenched at her sides, and her head
snapped forward as she screaned, as if she were trying to inject the words into Brody.
"You won't get away with it!"

"Pl ease, Ms. Kintner," said Brody. "Cal mdown. Just for a nminute. Let ne
explain." He reached to touch her shoulder and help her to a chair, but she jerked away.

"Keep your fucking hands off ne!" she cried. "You knew. You knew all al ong,
but you wouldn't say. And now a six-year-old boy, a beautiful six-year-old boy, ny
boy..." Tears seened to pulse fromher eyes, and as she quivered in her rage, droplets
were cast fromher face. "You knew Wiy didn't you tell? Why?" She cl utched herself,
wr appi ng her arns around her body as they would be wapped in a straitjacket, and she
| ooked into Brody's eyes. "Wy?"

"I't's . . ." Brody funbled for words. "It's a long story." He felt wounded,

i ncapacitated as surely as if he had been shot. He didn't know if he could explain now.
He
wasn't even sure he coul d speak

"I bet it is," said the woman. "Ch, you evil man. You evil, evil man. You..."

"Stop it!" Brody's shout was both plea and command. It stopped her. "Now | ook
Ms. Kintner, you've got it wong, all wong. Ask M. Meadows."

Meadows, transfixed by the scene, nodded dunbly.

"OF course he'd say that. Wiy shouldn't he? He's your pal, isn't he? He probably
told you you were doing the right thing." Her rage was nmounting again, flooding,
resuscitated by a new burst of enotional anperage. "You probably decided together. That
nmakes it easier, doesn't it? Did you nmake noney?"

"What ?"

"Did you make noney fromny son's blood? Did soneone pay you not to tel
what you knew?"

Brody was horrified. "No! Christ, of course not."

"Then why? Tell ne. Tell ne why. |'Il pay you. Just tell ne why!"

"Because we didn't think it could happen again." Brody was surprised by his
brevity. That was it, really, wasn't it?

The worman was silent for a nonment, letting the words register in her nuddl ed
m nd. She seenmed to repeat themto herself. She said, "Ch," then, a second |ater,
"Jesus."

Al'l of a sudden, as if a switch had been turned sonewhere inside her, shutting off power,
she had no nore self-control. She slunped into the chair next to Meadows and began to
weep in gasping, choking sobs.

Meadows tried to cal mher, but she didn't hear him She didn't hear Brody when
he told Bixby to call a doctor. And she saw, heard, and felt nothing when the doctor cane
into the office, listened to Brody's description of what had happened, tried to talk to
her,

gave her a shot of Librium led her -- with the help of one of Brody's nmen -- to his car,
and drove her to the hospital. Wen she had left, Brody | ooked at his watch and sai d,
"It's
not even nine o' clock yet. If ever | felt like |I could use a drink... wow"

"If you're serious," said Meadows, "I have some Bourbon back in ny office.”

"No. If this was any indication of how the rest of the day's going to go,
better not
fuck up ny head."

"I't's hard, but you've got to try not to take what she said too seriously.
mean, the
woman was in shock, for one thing."

"I know, Harry. Any doctor would say she didn't know what she was saying. The
trouble is, |I'd already thought a lot of the things she was saying. Not in those words,
maybe, but the thoughts were the sane."

"Conme on, Martin, you know you can't blame yoursel f."

"I know. | could blane Larry Vaughan. O maybe even you. But the point is, the
two deat hs yesterday could have been prevented. | could have prevented them and
didn't. Period."
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The phone rang. It was answered in the other room and a voice on the intercom
said, "It's M. Vaughan."

Brody pushed the |ighted button, picked up the receiver, and said, "H, Larry.
D d
you have a ni ce weekend?"

"Until about eleven o'clock last night," said Vaughan, "when |I turned on ny car
radio driving home. | was tenpted to call you last night, but | figured you had had a
rough enough day wi t hout being bothered at that hour."

"That's one decision | agree with."

"Don't rub it in, Martin. | feel bad enough."

Brody wanted to say, "Do you, Larry?" He wanted to serape the wound raw, to
unl oad some of the anguish onto soneone el se. But he knew it was both unfair to attenpt
and i npossible to acconplish, so all he said was, "Sure."

"I had two cancellations already this norning. Big | eases. Good people. They had
already signed, and | told them | could take themto court. They said, go ahead: we're
goi ng sonewhere else. |'mscared to answer the phone. | still have twenty houses that
aren't rented for August."

"I wish 1 could tell you different, Larry, but it's going to get worse."

"What do you nean?"

"Wth the beaches closed.”

"How | ong do you think you'll have to keep them cl osed?"

"I don't know. As long as it takes. A few days. Maybe nore."

"You know t hat the end of next week is the Fourth of July weekend."

"Sure, | know "
"It's already too late to hope for a good sunmer, but we may be able to sal vage
sonmething -- for August, at least -- if the Fourth is good."

Brody couldn't read the tone in Vaughan's voice. "Are you arguing with ne,
Larry?"

"No. | guess | was thinking out loud. O praying out |oud. Anyway, you plan to
keep the beaches closed until what? Indefinitely? How will you know when that thing's
gone away?"

"I haven't had tinme to think that far ahead. | don't even know why it's here. Let
me
ask you sonething, Larry. Just out of curiosity."

"What ?"

"Who are your partners?"

It was a | ong nonent before Vaughan said, "Wy do you want to know? \Wat
does that have to do with anything?"

"Like | said, just curiosity."

"You keep your curiosity for your job, Martin. Let me worry about mny business."

"Sure, Larry. No offense."

"So what are you going to do? W can't just sit around and hope it will go away.
We could starve to death while we waited."

"I know. Meadows and | were just tal king about our options. A fish-expert friend
of Harry's says we could try to catch the fish. Wat would you think about getting up a
coupl e of hundred dollars to charter Ben Gardner's boat for a day or two? | don't know
that he's ever caught any sharks, but it night be worth a try."

"Anything's worth a try, just so we get rid of that thing and go back to making a

living. Go ahead. Tell himI'll get the noney from sonewhere."

Brody hung up the phone and said to Meadows, "I don't know why | care, but 1'd
give ny ass to know nore about M. Vaughan's business affairs.”

n W]y?ll

"He's a very rich man. No matter how |l ong this shark thing goes on, he won't be
badly hurt. Sure, he'll lose a little dough, but he's taking all this as if it was life
and death

-- and | don't nmean just the town's. His."

"Maybe he's just a conscientious fellow "

"That wasn't conscience tal king on the phone just then. Believe ne, Harry. | know
what conscience is."

Ten miles south of the eastern tip of Long Island, a chartered fishing boat
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drifted
slowly in the tide. Two wire lines trailed linply aft in an oily slick. The captain of
t he
boat, a tall, spare man, sat on a bench on the flying bridge, staring at the water.
Bel ow, in
the cockpit, the two men who had chartered the boat sat reading. One was reading a
novel, the other the New York Ti nes.
"Hey, Quint," said the man with the newspaper, "did you see this about the shark
that killed those peopl e?"
"I seen it," said the captain.
"You think we'll run into that shark?"
"Nope. "
"How do you know?"
"1 know. "
"Suppose we went | ooking for him"
"W won't."
"Way not ?"
"W got a slick goin'. W'Il stay put."
The man shook his head and smled. "Boy, wouldn't that be sone sport."
"Fish like that ain't sport," said the captain.
"How far is Amity from here?"
"Down t he coast a ways."
"Well, if he's around here sonewhere, you night run into himone of these days."
"We'll find one another, all right. But not today."

Chapter 5

Thursday norning was foggy -- a wet ground fog so thick that it had a taste: sharp and
salty. People drove under the speed linmt, with their lights on. Around mi dday, the fog
lifted, and puffy cunul us cl ouds maundered across the sky beneath a hi gh bl anket of
cirrus. By five in the afternoon, the cloud cover had begun to disintegrate, |ike pieces
fallen froma jigsaw puzzle. Sunlight streaked through the gaps, stabbing shining patches
of blue onto the gray-green surface of the sea.

Brody sat on the public beach, his elbows resting on his knees to steady the
bi nocul ars in his hands. Wen he | owered the gl asses, he could barely see the boat -- a
white speck that disappeared and reappeared in the ocean swells. The strong | enses drew
it into plain, though jiggly, view Brody had been sitting there for nearly an hour. He
tried
to push his eyes, to extend his vision fromwithin to delineate nore clearly the outline
of
what he saw. He cursed and let the glasses drop and hang by the strap around his neck.

"Hey, Chief," Hendricks said, wal king up to Brody.

" Hey, Leonard What are you doi ng here?"

"I was just passing by and | saw your car. \What are you doi ng?"

"Trying to figure out what the hell Ben Gardner's doing."

"Fi shing, don't you think?"

"That's what he's being paid to do, but it's the dammedest fishing | ever saw.
' ve
been here an hour, and | haven't seen anything nove on that boat."

"Can | take a | ook?" Brody handed himthe glasses. Hendricks raised them and
| ooked out at sea. "Nope, you're right. How |l ong has he been out there?"

"All day, | think. | talked to himlast night, and he said he'd be taking off at
si X
this norning."

"Did he go al one?"

"I don't know. He said he was going to try to get hold of his mate -- Danny
what ' s-hi s-nane -- but there was sonething about a dentist appointnent. | hope to hell he
didn't go al one."
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"You want to go see? We've got at |east two nore hours of daylight."
"How do you plan to get out there?"
“I'"l'l borrow Chickering's boat. He's got an AquaSport with an ei ghty-horse

Evinrude on it. That'll get us out there."
Brody felt a shimy of fear skitter up his back. He was a very poor sw mer, and
the prospect of being on top of -- let alone in -- water above his head gave himwhat his
not her used to call the wi mwans: sweaty pal ns, a persistent need to swallow, and an
ache in his stomach -- essentially the sensation sonme people feel about flying. In
Brody's
dreans, deep water was popul ated by sliny, savage things that rose from bel ow and
shredded his flesh, by denons that cackled and nmoaned. "Ckay," he said. "I don't guess
we' ve got much choice. Maybe by the tine we get to the dock he'll already have started
in. You go get the boat ready. |'ll stop off at headquarters and give his wife a call..
see if
he's called in on the radio."

Amity's town dock was small, with only twenty slips, a fuel dock, and a wooden

shack where hot dogs and fried clanms were sold in cardboard sl eeves. The slips were in a
little inlet protected fromthe open sea by a stone jetty that ran across half the width
of the
inlet's nouth. Hendricks was standing in the AquaSport, the engine running, and he was
chatting with a man in a twenty-five-foot cabin cruiser tied up in the neighboring slip.
Brody wal ked al ong t he wooden pier and clinbed down the short | adder into the boat.

"What did she say?" asked Hendri cks.

"Not a word. She's been trying to raise himfor half an hour, but she figures he
nmust have turned off the radio.”

"Is he al one?"

"As far as she knows. His mate had an inpacted wi sdomtooth that had to be
taken out today."

The man in the cabin cruiser said, "If you don't mind ny saying so, that's pretty
strange. "

"What is?" said Brody.

"To turn off your radi o when you're out alone. People don't do that."

"I don't know. Ben al ways bitches about all the chatter that goes on between
boat s
when he's out fishing. Maybe he got bored and turned it off."

"Maybe. "

"Let's go, Leonard," said Brody. "Do you know how to drive this thing?"

Hendri cks cast off the bow line, walked to the stern, uncleated the stern |ine,
and
tossed it onto the deck. He noved to the control console and pushed a knobbed handl e
forward. The boat |urched ahead, chuggi ng. Hendricks pushed the handl e farther forward,
and the engine fired nore regularly. The stern settled back, the bow rose. As they nade
the turn around the jetty, Hendricks pushed the lever all the way forward, and the bow
dr opped down.

"Planing," said Hendricks.

Brody grabbed a steel handle on the side of the console. "Are there any life
j ackets?" he asked.

"Just the cushions," said Hendricks. "They'd hold you up all right, if you were
an
ei ght -year-ol d boy."

"Thanks. "

What breeze there had been had died, and there was little chop to the sea. But
there were small swells, and the boat took themroughly, smacking its prow into each
one, recovering with a shudder that unnerved Brody. "This thing's gonna break apart if
you don't slow down," he said.

Hendricks smiled, relishing his nonent of command. "No worry, Chief. If | slow
down, we'll wallow It'lIl take us a week to get out there, and your stomach will fee
l'i ke
it's full of squirrels."

Gardner's boat was about three quarters of a mile fromshore. As they drew
nearer, Brody could see it bobbing gently in the swells. He could even nmake out the bl ack
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letters on the transom FLI CKA
"He's anchored,"” said Hendricks. "Boy, that's sone |ot of water to anchor a boat
in. W nmust have nore than a hundred feet out here."

"Swell," Brody said. "That's just what | wanted to hear."
When they were about fifty yards fromthe Flicka, Hendricks throttled down, and
the boat settled into a slow side-to-side roll. They closed quickly. Brody wal ked forward

and nounted a platformin the bow He saw no signs of life. There were no rods in the
rod- hol ders. "Hey, Ben!" he called. There was no reply.

"Maybe he's bel ow," said Hendricks.

Brody call ed again, "Hey, Ben!" The bow of the AquaSport was only a few feet
fromthe port quarter of the Flicka. Hendricks pushed the handle into neutral, then gave
it
a qui ck burst of reverse. The AquaSport stopped and, on the next swell, nestled up
against the Flicka's gunwal e. Brody gabbed the gunwal e. "Hey, Ben!"

Hendricks took a line fromthe | azaret, wal ked forward, and nade it fast to a
cl eat
on the bow of the AguaSport. He | ooped the line over the railing of the other boat and
tied a crude knot. "You want to go on board?" he said.

"Yeah." Brody clinbed aboard the Flicka. Hendricks followed, and they stood in
the cockpit. Hendricks poked his head through the forward hatch. "You in there, Ben?"

He | ooked around, w thdrew his head, and said, "Not there."

"He's not on board," said Brody. "No two ways about it."

"What's that stuff?" said Hendricks, pointing to a bucket in the corner of the
stern.

Brody wal ked to the bucket and bent down. A stench of fish and oil filled his
nose. The bucket was full of guts and blood. "Miust be chum" he said. "Fish guts and
other shit. You spread it around in the water and it's supposed to attract sharks. He
di dn't
use much of it. The bucket's alnost full."

A sudden noi se nade Brody junp. "Wiskey, zebra, echo, two, five, niner,’
voi ce crackling over the radio. "This is the Pretty Belle. You there, Jake?"

"So much for that theory," said Brody. "He never turned off his radio."

"I don't get it, Chief. There are no rods. He didn't carry a dinghy, so he
coul dn' t
have rowed away. He swamlike a fish, so if he fell overboard he woul d' ve just clinbed
back on."

said a

"You see a harpoon anywhere?"

“"What's it | ook |ike?"

"I don't know. Like a harpoon. And barrels. Supposedly, you use themas floats."

"I don't see anything like that."

Brody stood at the starboard gunwal e, gazing into the middle distance. The boat
noved slightly, and he steadied hinself with his right hand. He felt sonething strange
and | ooked down. There were four ragged screw holes where a cleat had been. The
screws had obviously not been renoved by a screwdriver; the wood around the hol es was
torn. "Look at this, Leonard."

Hendricks ran his hand over the holes. He | ooked to the port side, where a ten-
inch steel cleat still sat securely on the wood. "You inagine that what was here was as
big as the one over there?" he said. "Jesus, what would it take to pull that nother out?"

"Look here, Leonard." Brody ran his index finger over the outer edge of the
gunwal e. There was a sear about eight inches |ong, where the paint had been scraped
away and the wood abraded. "It | ooks |ike soneone took a file to this wood."

"Or else rubbed the hell out of it with an awful tight piece of heavy rope."

Brody wal ked over to the port side of the cockpit and, ainlessly, began to feel
hi s
way al ong the outer edge of the gunwale. "That's the only place," he said. Wen he
reached the stern, he |l eaned on the gunwal e and gazed down into the water.

For a nonent, he stared dunbly at the transom unseeing. Then a pattern began to
take shape, a pattern of holes, deep gouges in the wooden transom formng a rough
semcircle nore than three feet across. Next to it was another, simlar pattern. And at
t he
bottom of the transom just at the water line, three short snmears of blood. Please, Cod,
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t hought Brody, not another one. "Conme here, Leonard," he said.

Hendricks wal ked to the stern and | ooked over. "What?"

“I'f I hold your legs, you think you can | ean over and take a | ook at those holes
down there and try to figure out what nmade then®?"

"What do you think nmade then®?"

"I don't know. But sonething. | want to find out what. Cone on. |If you can't dope
it out ina mnute or two, we'll forget about it and go honme. Ckay?"

"I guess so0." Hendricks lay on the top of the transom "Hold ne tight, Chief..
pl ease. "

Brody | eaned down and grabbed Hendricks' feet. "Don't worry," he said. He took
one of Hendricks' |egs under each armand lifted. Hendricks rose, then bent over the
transom "Okay?" said Brody.

"Alittle nore. Not too nmuch! Jesus, you just dipped ny head in the water."

"Sorry. How s that?"

"Ckay, that's it." Hendricks began to exam ne the holes. "What if some shark
came al ong right now?" he grunted. "He could grab ne right out of your hands."

"Don't think about it. Just |ook."

"I'mlooking." In a few nonents he said, "Sonofabitch. Look at that thing. Hey,
pull me up. | need ny knife."

"What is it?" Brody asked when Hendricks was back aboard.

Hendri cks unfolded the main blade fromthe body of his pocket knife. "I don't
know," he replied. "Sonme kind of white chip or sonething, stuck into one of the holes."
Knife in hand, he allowed Brody to |l ower himover the rail again. He worked briefly, his
body twi sting fromthe effort. Then he called: "Ckay. |'ve got it. Pull."

Brody stepped backward, hoisting Hendricks over the transom then | owered

Hendricks' feet to the deck. "Let's see," he said, holding out his hand. Into Brody's
pal m

Hendri cks dropped a triangle of glistening white denticle. It was nearly two inches |ong.
The sides were tiny saws. Brody scrapped the tooth against the gunwale, and it cut the
wood. He | ooked out over the water and shook his head. "My God," he said.

"It's atooth, isn't it?" said Hendricks. "Jesus Christ Almghty. You think the
shar k
got Ben?"

"I don't know what else to think," said Brody. He | ooked at the tooth again, then
dropped it into his pocket. "W night as well go. There's nothing we can do here."

"What do you want to do with Ben's boat?"

"W'll leave it here till tonorrow. Then we'll have soneone conme get it."

“I'"lIl drive it back if you want."

"And |l eave ne to drive the other one? Forget it."

"We could tow one of themin."

"No. It's getting dark, and | don't want to have to fool around trying to dock
t wo
boats in the dark. This boat'll be all right overnight. Just go check the anchor up front
and
nmake sure it' s secure. Then let's go. No one's going to need this boat before
tonmorrow. . .
especially not Ben Gardner."

They arrived at the dock in late twilight. Harry Meadows and anot her nan,
unknown to Brody, were waiting for them "You sure have good antenna, Harry," Brody
said as he clinbed the | adder onto the dock

Meadows sniled, flattered. "That's ny trade, Martin." He gestured toward the
man beside him "This is Matt Hooper, Chief Brody."

The two nmen shook hands. "You're the fell ow from Waods Hol e," Brody said,
trying to get a good look at himin the fading light. He was young -- md-twenties, Brody
t hought -- and handsone: tanned, hair bl eached by the sun. He was about as tall as
Brody, an inch over six feet, but |eaner: Brody guessed 170 pounds, conpared to his own
200. A nmental reflex scanned Hooper for possible threat. Then, with what Brody
recogni zed as juvenile pride, he deternmined that if it ever canme to a face-off, he could
t ake Hooper. Experience would nake the difference.

"That's right," said Hooper.

"Harry's been tapping your brain |ong-distance," Brody said. "How cone you're
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her e?"

Meadows said, "I called him | thought he m ght be able to figure out what's
goi ng
on."

"Shit, Harry, all you had to do was ask ne," said Brody. "I could have told you

You see, there's this fish out there, and...

"You know what | nean."

Brody sensed his own resentnent at the intrusion, the conplication that Hooper's
expertise was bound to add, the inplicit division of authority that Hooper's arrival had
created. And he recogni zed the resentnment as stupid. "Sure, Harry," he said. "No
problem It's just been a | ong day."

"What did you find out there?" Meadows asked.

Brody started to reach in his pocket for the tooth, but he stopped. He didn't

want
to go through it all, standing on a dock in near darkness. "I'mnot sure," he said. "Cone
on back to the station and I'll fill you in."

"I's Ben going to stay out there all night?"
"I't | ooks that way, Harry." Brody turned to Hendricks, who had finished tying up
the boat. "You going hone, Leonard?"

"Yeah. | want to clean up before | go to work."
Brody arrived at police headquarters before Meadows and Hooper. It was al nost
ei ght o' clock. He had two phone calls to make -- to Ellen, to see if the dinner |eftovers

could be reheated or if he should pick up sonething on the way hone, and, the call he
dreaded, to Sally Gardner. He called Ellen first: pot roast. It could be reheated. It
nm ght

taste like a sneaker, but it would be warm He hung up, checked the phone book for the
Gardner nunber, and dialed it.

"Sally? This is Martin Brody." Suddenly he regretted having called wthout
thinking the call through. How much should he tell her? Not nuch, he decided, at |east
not until he had had a chance to check with Hooper to see if his theory was plausible or
absurd.

"Where's Ben, Martin?" The voice was calm but pitched slightly higher than
Brody renenbered as nor nal

"I don't know, Sally."

"What do you nean, you don't know? You went out there, didn't you?"

"Yes. He wasn't on the boat."

"But the boat was there."

"The boat was there.”

"You went on board? You | ooked all over it? Even bel ow?"

"Yes." Then a tiny hope. "Ben didn't carry a dinghy, did he?"

"No. How coul d he not be there?" The voice was shriller now

B I

"Where is he?"

Brody caught the tone of incipient hysteria. He wi shed he had gone to the house
in person. "Are you al one, Sally?"

"No. The kids are here." She seened cal mer, but Brody was sure the calmwas a
lull before the burst of grief that would cone when she realized that the fears with
whi ch
she had lived every day for the sixteen years Ben had been fishing professionally --
cl oset
fears shoved into nmental recesses and never uttered because they would seemridicul ous -
- had cone true.

Brody dug at his nenory for the ages of the Gardner children. Twel ve, maybe;

then nine, then about six. What kind of kid was the twel ve-year-old? He didn't know.

Who was the nearest neighbor? Shit. Wiy didn't he think of this before? The Finl eys.

"Just a second, Sally." He called to the officer at the front desk. "Clenments, call Gace
Finley and tell her to get her ass over to Sally Gardner's house right now. "

"Suppose she asks why."

"Just tell her | said to go. Tell her I'Il explain later." He turned back to the
phone.

"I'msorry, Sally. Al | can tell you for sure is that we went out to where Ben's boat is
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anchored. W went on board and Ben wasn't there. W | ooked all around, downstairs and
everyt hing."

Meadows and Hooper wal ked into Brody's office. He notioned themto chairs.

"But where could he be?" said Sally Gardner. "You don't just get off a boat in

t he
m ddl e of the ocean.”

n N)' n

"And he couldn't have fallen overboard. | nmean, he could have, but he'd get right
back in again."

"Yes."

"Maybe sonmeone came and took himoff in another boat. Maybe the engine
woul dn't start and he had to ride with soneone else. Did you check the engi ne?"

"No," Brody said, enbarrassed.

"That's probably it, then." The voice was subtly lighter, alnmost girlish, coated
with
a veneer of hope that, when it broke, would shatter like iced crystal. "And if the
battery
was dead, that woul d explain why he couldn't call on the radio."

"The radi o was working, Sally."

"WAit a minute. Who's there? Ch, it's you." There was a pause. Brody heard Sally
talking to Grace Finley. Then Sally canme back on the line. "Grace says you told her to
come over here. \Wy?"

"I thought --"

"You think he's dead, don't you? You think he drowned." The veneer shattered,
and she began to sob.

"I"'mafraid so, Sally. That's all we can think at the nonent. Let nme talk to

G ace
for a mnute, will you pl ease?"

A coupl e of seconds later, the voice of Grace Finley said, "Yes, Martin?"

"I"'msorry to do this to you, but | couldn't think of anything else. Can you stay
with her for a while?"

"All night. I will.”

"That might be a good idea. |I'Il try to get over |later on. Thanks."

"What happened, Martin?"

"We don't know for sure."

"I's it that... thing again?"

"Maybe. That's what we're trying to figure out. But do me a favor, Grace. Don't
say anything about a shark to Sally. It's bad enough as it is."

"All right, Martin. Wait. WAit a mnute." She covered the nout hpi ece of the
phone with her hand, and Brody heard sone nuffl ed conversation. Then Sally Gardner
cane on the |ine.

"Way did you do it, Martin?"

"Do what?" Apparently, Gace Finley tried to take the phone from her hand, for
Brody heard Sally say, "Let me speak, damm you!" Then she said to him "Wy did you
send hi n? Wiy Ben?" Her voice wasn't particularly |oud, but she spoke with an intensity
that struck Brody as hard as if she were yelling.

"Sally, you're --"

"This didn't have to happen!" she said. "You could have stopped it." Brody
wanted to hang up. He didn't want a repetition of the scene with the Kintner boy's
not her .
But he had to defend hinself. She had to know that it wasn't his fault. How could she
bl ame hin? He said, "Crap! Ben was a fisherman, a good one. He knew the risks."

“If you hadn't --"

"Stop it, Sally!" Brody let hinself stanmp on her words. "Try to get sonme rest."

He

hung up the phone. He was furious, but his fury was confused. He was angry at Sally
Gardner for accusing him and angry at himself for being angry at her. |If, she had said.
|

what? | f he had not sent Ben. Sure. And if pigs had wings they'd be eagles. |If he had
gone

hinsel f. But that wasn't his trade. He had sent the expert. He | ooked up at Meadows.
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"You heard."

"Not all of it. But enough to gather that Ben Gardner has becone victi m nunber
four."

Brody nodded. "I think so." He told Meadows and Hooper about his trip with
Hendricks. Once or twi ce, Meadows interrupted with a question. Hooper |istened, his
angul ar face placid and his eyes -- a light, powder blue -- fixed on Brody. At the end of

his tale, Brody reached into his pants pocket. "W found this," he said. "Leonard dug it
out of the wood." He flipped the tooth to Hooper, who turned it over in his hand.
"What do you think, Matt?" said Meadows.

"It's a white."
"How bi g?"
"I can't be sure, but big. Fifteen, twenty feet. That's sone fantastic fish." He

| ooked at Meadows. "Thanks for calling nme," he said. "I could spend a whole lifetine
around sharks and never see a fish like that."

Brody asked, "How rmuch would a fish Iike that wei gh?"

"Five or six thousand pounds."

Brody whistled. "Three tons."

"Do you have any thoughts about what happened?" Meadows asked.

"From what the chief says, it sounds like the fish killed M. Gardner."

"How?" said Brody.

"Any nunber of ways. Gardner mght have fallen overboard. Mre likely, he was
pul l ed over. H's | eg nay have gotten tangled in a harpoon |line. He could even have been
taken while he was | eaning over the stern."

"How do you account for the teeth in the stern?"

"The fish attacked the boat."

"What the hell for?"

"Sharks aren't very bright, Chief. They exist on instinct and inpulse. The
i mpul se
to feed is powerful."

"But a thirty-foot boat..."

"A shark doesn't think. To himit wasn't a boat. It was just sonething large."

"“And inedible."

"Not till he'd tried it. You have to understand. There's nothing in the sea this
fish
woul d fear. O her fish run frombigger things. That's their instinct. But this fish
doesn' t

run from anything. He doesn't know fear. He m ght be cautious -- say around an even
bi gger white. But fear -- no way."

"What el se do they attack?"

"Anyt hing. "

"Just like that. Anything."

"Pretty much, yes."

"Do you have any idea why he's hung around here so | ong?" said Brody. "I don't
know how nmuch you know about the water here, but..."

"I grew up here."

"You did? In Anity?"

"No, Sout hanpton. | spent every summer there, from grade school through grad
school . "

"Every sumer. So you didn't really grow up there." Brody was groping for
something with which to re-establish his parity with, if not superiority to, the younger
man, and what he settled for was reverse snobbism an attitude not uncomobn to year-
round residents of resort communities. It gave them arnor against the contenpt they
sensed radiating fromthe rich sunmer folk. It was an "I'mall right, Jack" attitude, a
soci al machisnmo that equated wealth with effeteness, sinplicity with goodness, and
poverty (up to a point) with honesty. And it was an attitude that, in general, Brody
f ound
bot h repugnant and silly. But he had felt threatened by the younger nan he wasn't really
sure why -- and the sensation was so alien that he had reached for the nobst convenient
car apace, the one Hooper had handed him

"You're picking nits," Hooper said testily. "Ckay, so | wasn't born here. But

| ve
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spent a lot of time in these waters, and | wote a paper on this coastline. Anyway, |
know

what you're getting at, and you're right. This shoreline isn't an environnent that woul d
normal | y support a long stay by a shark."

"So why is this one staying?"

"It's inpossible to say. It's definitely uncharacteristic, but sharks do so many
uncharacteristic things that the erratic beconmes the nornmal. Anyone who'd risk noney --
not to nmention his life -- on a prediction about what one big shark will do in a given
situation is a fool. This shark could be sick. The patterns of his |ife are so beyond his
control that damage to one small nechani sm coul d cause himto disorient and behave

strangel y."

"If this is how he acts when he's sick," said Brody, "I'd hate to see what he
does
when he's feeling fine."

"No. Personally, | don't think he's sick. There are other things that could cause
himto stay here -- many of themthings we'll never understand, natural factors,
caprices."

"Li ke what ?"

"Changes in water tenperature or current flow or feeding patterns. As food
supplies nove, so do the predators. A few summrers ago, for exanple, a conpletely
i nexplicabl e phenonenon took place off the shore of parts of Connecticut and Rhode
I sl and. The whol e coastline was suddenly inundated with nmenhaden -- fishernen call
t hem bunker. Huge schools. MIlions of fish. They coated the water like an oil slick.
There were so nmany that you could throw a bare hook in the water and reel it in, and
nore often than not you'd catch a nmenhaden by foul -hooking it. Bluefish and bass feed
on nenhaden, so all of a sudden there were masses of bluefish feeding in schools right
of f the beaches. In Watch Hill, Rhode Island, people were wading into the surf and
catching bluefish with rakes. Garden rakes! Just shoveling the fish out of the water.
Then

the big predators canme -- big tuna, four, five, six hundred pounds. Deep-sea fishing
boat s

were catching bluefin tuna within a hundred yards of the shore. In harbors sonetines.
Then suddenly it stopped. The nenhaden went away, and so did the other fish. | spent
three weeks down there trying to figure out what was going on. | still don't know It's
al |

part of the ecol ogi cal bal ance. Wen sonething tips too far one way or the other,
pecul i ar

t hi ngs happen. "

"But this is even weirder," said Brody. "This fish has stayed in one place, in
one
chunk of water only a mile or two square, for over a week. He hasn't noved up or down
the beach. He hasn't touched anybody in East Hanpton or Southanpton. Wat is it about
Amity?"

"I don't know. | doubt that anyone could give you a good answer."
Meadows said, "M nnie Eldridge has the answer."

"Balls," said Brody.

"Who's M nnie Eldridge?" asked Hooper.

"The postmistress,”" said Brody. "She says it's God's will, or sonething |like
t hat .
W' re being punished for our Sins."
Hooper smled. "Right now, anyway, that's as good an answer as |'ve got."

"That's encouraging," said Brody. "Is there anything you plan to do to get an
answer ?"

"There are a fewthings. |I'll take water sanples here and in East Hanpton. |'I1|
try
to find out how other fish are behaving -- if anything extraordinary is around, or if
anything that should be here isn't. And I'lIl try to find that shark. Which renminds ne, is

there a boat avail abl e?”

"Yes, I'msorry to say," said Brody. "Ben Gardner's. We'Ill get you out to it
tonorrow, and you can use it at least until we work sonmething out with his wife. Do you
really think you can catch that fish, after what happened to Ben Gardner?"
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"I didn't say | was going to try to catch it. | don't think I'd want to try that.
Not
al one, anyway."

"Then what the hell are you going to do?"

"I don't know. I'Il have to play it by ear.”

Brody | ooked into Hooper's eyes and said, "I want that fish killed. If you can't
do
it, w'll find soneone who can."

Hooper | aughed. "You sound |like a nobster. 'l want that fish killed.' So go get a

contract out on him Wo are you going to get to do the job?"

"I don't know. Wsat about it, Harry? You' re supposed to know everything that
goes on around here. Isn't there any fisherman on this whol e danm i sl and equi pped to
catch big sharks?"

Meadows thought for a nonent before he spoke. "There nay be one. | don't
know much about him but | think his name is Quint, and | think he operates out of a
private pier sonewhere around Promised Land. | can find out a little nore about himif
you like."

"Way not?" said Brody. "He sounds like a possible."
Hooper said, "Look, Chief, you can't go off hal f-cocked |Iooking for vengeance

against a fish. That shark isn't evil. It's not a nurderer. It's just obeying its own
instincts.
Trying to get retribution against a fish is crazy."

"Listen you..." Brody was growi ng angry -- an anger horn of frustration and
hunmi | i ati on. He knew Hooper was right, but he felt that right and wong were irrel evant
to the situation. The fish was an eneny. It had conme upon the community and killed two
nmen, a woman, and a child. The people of Amty would denand the death of the fish
They woul d need to see it dead before they could feel secure enough to resune their
normal lives. Most of all, Brody needed it dead, for the death of the fish would be a
catharsis for him Hooper had touched that nerve, and that infuriated Brody further. But
he swal | owed his rage and said, "Forget it."

The phone rang. "It's for you, Chief," said Cenments. "M. Vaughan."

"Ch swell. That's just what | need." He punched the flashing button on the phone
and picked up the receiver. "Yeah, Larry."

"Hell o, Martin. How are you?" Vaughan's voice was friendly, alnost effusively
so. Brody thought, he's probably had a couple of belts.

"As well as could be expected, Larry."

"You're working pretty late. | tried to get you at hone."

"Yeah. Well, when you're the chief of police and your constituents are getting
thensel ves killed every twenty minutes, that kind of keeps you busy."

"l heard about Ben Gardner."

"What did you hear?"

"That he was nissing."

"News travels pretty fast."

"Are you sure it was the shark agai n?"

"Sure? Yeah, | guess so. Nothing else seens to make any sense."

"Martin, what are you going to do?" There was a pathetic urgency in Vaughan's
Voi ce.

"That's a good question, Larry. We're doing every- thing we can fight now. W' ve
got the beaches dosed down. W've --"

"I"'maware of that, to say the very least."

"What' s that supposed to nean?"

"Have you ever tried to sell healthy people real estate in a | eper col ony?"

"No, Larry," Brody said wearily.

"I"'mgetting cancell ations every day. People are wal king out on |leases. | haven't
had a new custoner in here since Sunday."

"So what do you want ne to do?"

"Well, | thought... | nmean, what |'mwondering is, maybe we're overreacting to
this whole thing."

"You're kidding. Tell nme you're kidding."

"Hardly, Martin. Now cal mdown. Let's discuss this rationally."

"I'mrational. |I'mnot sure about you, though."
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There was a nonent of silence, and then Vaughan said, "Wat would you say to
openi ng the beaches, just for the Fourth of July weekend?"

"Not a chance. Not a fucking chance."

"Now |isten..."

"No, you listen, Larry. The last tine | listened to you, we had two peopl e
killed. If
we catch that fish, if we kill the sonofabitch, then we'll open the beaches. Until then

forget it."

"What about nets?"

"What about thenf"

"Way couldn't we put steel nets out to protect the beaches? Soneone told ne
that's what they do in Australia."”

He nmust be drunk, Brody thought. "Larry, this is a straight coastline. Are you
going to put nets out along two and a half mles of beaches? Fine. You get the noney. |I'd
say about a mllion dollars, for openers.”

"What about patrols? W could hire people to patrol up and down the beaches in
boats. "

"That's not good enough, Larry. Wiat is it with you, anyway? Are your partners
on your ass agai n?"

"That's none of your damm business, Martin. For God's sake, man, this town is
dyi ng!"

"I knowit, Larry," Brody said softly. "And as far as | know, there's not a damm
thing we can do about it. Good night." He hung up the phone.

Meadows and Hooper rose to | eave. Brody wal ked themto the front door of the
station house, As they started out the door, Brody said to Meadows, "Hey, Harry, you |left
your lighter inside." Meadows started to say sonething, but Brody stepped on his words.
"Conme on back inside and I'll give it to you. If you leave it around here overnight, it's
likely to disappear." He waved to Hooper. "See you."

When they were back in Brody's office, Meadows took his lighter fromhis pocket
and said, "l trust you had sonething to say to ne."

Brody shut the door to his office. "You think you can find out sonething about
Larry's partners?”

"I guess so. Wy?"

"Ever since this thing began, Larry has been on ny ass to keep the beaches open.
And now, after all that's just happened, he says he wants them open for the Fourth. The
ot her day he said he was under pressure fromhis partners. | told you about it."

" And?"

"I think we should know who it is who has enough clout to drive Larry bullshit. |
woul dn't care if he wasn't the mayor of this town. But if there are people telling him
what
to do, | think we ought to know who they are."

Meadows sighed. "Ckay, Martin. |'lIl do what | can. But digging around in Larry
Vaughan's affairs isn't ny idea of fun."

"There's not a whole hell of a lot that is fun these days, is there?"

Brody wal ked Meadows to the door, then went back to his desk and sat down.
Vaughan had been right about one thing, he thought: Amity was showing all the signs of
i minent death. It wasn't just the real estate market, though its sickness was as
cont agi ous as smml | pox. Evelyn Bi xby, the wife of one of Brody's officers, had | ost her
job as a real estate agent and was working as a waitress in a hash house on Route 27.

Two new boutiques that were schedul ed to open the next day had put off their
debuts until July 3, and the proprietors of both made a point of calling on Brody to tell

himthat if the beaches weren't open by then, they wouldn't open their stores at all. One
of

them was already |looking at a site for rent in East Hanpton. The sporting goods store had
posted signs announcing a clearance sale -- a sale that normally took place over the
Labor

Day weekend. The only good thing about the Amty econony, as far as Brody was
concerned, was that Saxon's was doing so badly that it laid off Henry Kinble. Now that
he didn't have his bartending job, he slept during the day and coul d occasionally survive
through a shift of police work wi thout a nap
Begi nning on Monday norning -- the first day the beaches were closed -- Brody
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had posted two officers on the beaches. Together, they had had seventeen confrontations
wi th people who insisted on swimmng. One was with a man nanmed Robert Dexter, who
clainmed a constitutional right to swimoff his own beach and who allowed his dog to
terrorize the officer on duty, until the cop pulled his pistol and threatened to shoot
t he

dog. Anot her dustup took place on the public beach, when a New York | awyer started
reading the United States Constitution to a policeman and a nultitude of cheering

yout hs.

Still, Brody was convinced that -- so far, at |east -- no one had gone sw nm ng.

On Wednesday, two kids had rented a skiff and rowed about three hundred yards
of fshore, where they spent an hour l|adling blood, chicken guts, and duck heads
overboard. A passing fishing boat spotted them and called Brody via the nmari ne operator.
Brody cal |l ed Hooper, and together they went in Flicka and towed the boys to shore. In
the skiff the boys had a flying gaff attached to two hundred yards of clothesline,
secured
to the prow by a square knot. They said they planned to hook the shark with the gaff and
go for a "Nantucket sleigh ride." Brody told themthat if they ever tried the stunt
agai n,
he'd arrest them for attenpted suicide.

There had been four reports of shark sightings. One had turned out to be a
floating
|l og. Two, according to the fisherman who followed up the reports, were schools of
junping bait fish. And one, as far as anyone could tell, was a flat nothing.

On Tuesday evening, just at dusk, Brody had received an anonynous phone cal

telling himthat a man was dunpi ng shark bait into the water off the public beach. It
turned out to be not a man, but a woman dressed in a man's rai ncoat -- Jessie Parker, one
of the clerks at Walden's Stationery Store. At first she denied throwing anything into

t he

wat er, but then she adnitted that she had tossed a paper bag into the surf. It contained
three enpty vernouth bottles.

"Way didn't you throw themin the garbage?" Brody had asked.

"I didn't want the garbage nan to think |I'ma heavy drinker."

"Then why didn't you throw themin soneone el se's garbage?"

"That wouldn't be nice," she said. "Garbage is... sort of private, don't you
t hi nk?"

Brody told her that fromnow on, she should take her enpty bottles, put themin a
plastic bag, put that bag in a brown paper bag, then smash the bottles with a hamrer
unti |
they were ground up. Nobody woul d ever know they had been bottles.

Brody | ooked at his watch. It was after nine, too late to pay a visit to Sally
Gardner. He hoped she was asl eep. Maybe Grace Finley had given her a pill or a glass of
whi skey to help her rest. Before he left the office, he called the Coast Guard station at
Mont auk and told the duty officer about Ben Gardner. The officer said he would dispatch
a patrol boat at first light to search for the body.

"Thanks," said Brody. "I hope you find it before it washes up." Brody was
suddenly appalled at hinself. "It" was Ben Gardner, a friend. What would Sally say if she
heard Brody refer to her husband as "it"? Fifteen years of friendship w ped out,
forgotten.

There was no nore Ben Gardner. There was only an "it" that should be found before it
becane a gory nui sance.

"We'll try," said the officer. "Boy, | feel for you guys. You nust be having a
hel |
of a sumer."”

"I only hope it isn't our last," said Brody. He hung up, turned out the light in
hi s
office, and wal ked out to his car.

As he turned into his driveway, Brody saw the familiar blue-gray |ight shining

fromthe |iving roomw ndows. The boys were watching tel evision. He wal ked t hrough

the front door, flipped off the outside light, and poked his head into the dark living
room

The ol dest boy, Billy, lay on the couch, |eaning on an elbow. Martin, the middle son, age
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twel ve, lounged in an easy chair, his shoeless feet propped up on the coffee table.

Ei ght -

year-ol d Sean sat on the floor, his back against the couch, stroking a cat in his |ap
" How

goes it?" said Brody.

"Good, Dad," said Bill, without shifting his gaze fromthe tel evision

"Where's your non®?"

"Upstairs. She said to tell you your dinner's in the kitchen."

"Okay. Not too |late, Sean, huh? It's alnmobst nine-thirty."

"Ckay, Dad," said Sean.

Brody went into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and took out a beer. The
renmai ns of the pot roast sat on the kitchen table in a roasting pan, surrounded by a scum
of congeal ed gravy. The neat was browni sh-gray and stringy. "Dinner?" said Brody to
hi nsel f. He checked the icebox for sandw ch nmaki ngs. There was sonme hanburger, a
package of chicken | egs, a dozen eggs, a jar of pickles, and twelve cans of soda pop. He
found a piece of American cheese, dried and curled with age, and he folded it and popped
it into his nouth. He debated heating up the pot roast, then said aloud, "The hell with
it."

He found two pieces of bread, spread nustard on them took a carving knife froma
magnetic board on the wall, and sliced a thick slab of roast. He dropped the neat on one
of the pieces of bread, scattered a few pickles on top of it, covered it with the other
pi ece

of bread, and nmashed the sandwi ch down with the heel of his hand. He put it on a plate,
pi cked up his beer, and clinbed the stairs to his bedroom

Ellen was sitting up in bed, reading Cosnopolitan. "Hello," she said. "A tough
day? You didn't say anything on the phone."

"A tough day. That's about all we're having these days. You heard about Ben
Gardner? | wasn't really positive when | talked to you." He put the plate and the beer on
the dresser and sat on the edge of the bed to renove his shoes.

"Yes. | got a call from Gace Finley asking if | knew where Dr. Craig was. Hi s
service wouldn't say, and Grace wanted to give Sally a sedative."

"Did you find hin®"

"No. But | had one of the boys take some Seconal over to her."

"What's Seconal ?"

"Sleeping pills."

"I didn't know you were taking sleeping pills."

"I don't, often. Just every now and then."

"Where did you get thenP"

"FromDr. Craig, when | went to himlast time about ny nerves. | told you."

"Ch." Brody tossed his shoes into a corner, stood up, and took off his trousers,
whi ch he fol ded neatly over the back of a chair. He took off his shirt, put it on a
hanger,
and hung it in the closet. In T-shirt and undershorts he sat down on the bed and began to
eat his sandwi ch. The neat was dry and flaky. Al he could taste was nustard.

"Didn't you find the roast?" said Ellen

Brody's nouth was full, so he nodded.

"What's that you're eating, then?"

He swal | owed. "The roast."

"Did you heat it up?"

“"No. | don't mind it like this."
Ell en made a face and said, "Yech."

Brody ate in silence, as Ellen aimessly turned the pages of her magazi ne. After
a
few monments, she closed the nagazine, put it in her lap, and said, "Ch, dear."

"What's the matter?”

"I was just thinking about Ben Gardner. It's so horrible. What do you think Sally
wll do?"

"I don't know," said Brody. "I worry about her. Have you ever tal ked noney with
her ?"

“"Never. But there can't be nmuch. | don't think her children have had new cl ot hes
in a year, and she's always saying that she'd give anything to be able to afford neat
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nor e
than once a week, instead of having to eat the fish Ben catches. WII| she get social
security?"

“I1"d think so, but it won't ampunt to nuch. There's welfare."

"Ch, she couldn't,"” said Ellen

"You wait. Pride is sonmething she won't be able to afford. Now there won't even
be fish any nore."

"I's there anything we can do?"

"Personally? | don't see how W're not exactly in fat city ourselves. But there
may be something the town can do. I'll talk to Vaughan about it."

"Have you nade any progress?"

"You mean about catching that damm thing? No. Meadows call ed that
oceanographer friend of his down from Wods Hole, so he's here. Not that | see what
good he's going to do."

"What's he |ike?"

"He's all right, | guess. He's young, a decent-looking guy. He's a bit of a
knowit -
all, but that's not surprising. He seens to know the area pretty well."
"Ch? How so?"
"He said he was a summer kid in Southanpton. Spent all his sunmers there."
"Wor ki ng?"
"I don't know, living with the parents probably. He |ooks to be the type."
"What type?"

"Rich. Good fanmily. The Sout hanpton summer type. You ought to knowit, for
CGod' s sake.™

"Don't get angry. | was just asking."

"I"'mnot angry. | just said you ought to know the type, that's all. | nean,
you're the
type yoursel f."

Ellen smiled. "I used to be. But now |l'mjust an old | ady."

"That's a crock," Brody said. "Nine out of ten of the sumrer broads in this town
can't do what you can for a bathing suit." He was happy to see her fishing for
compliments, and happy to give themto her. This was one of their ritual preludes to sex,
and the sight of Ellen in bed nmade Brody yearn for sex. Her hair hung down to her
shoul ders on both sides of her head, then tucked inward in a curl. Her nightgown was cut
so deeply in front that both her breasts were visible, all but the nipples, and was so
di aphanous that Brody was sure he could actually see the dark flesh of the nipples. "I'm
going to brush ny teeth," he said. "I'Il be right back."

When he returned fromthe bathroom he was tunescent. He wal ked to the dresser
to turn out the light.

"You know," Ellen said, "I think we should give the boys tennis |essons."

"What for? Have they said they want to play tennis?"

"No. Not in so many words. But it's a good sport for themto know It will help
them when they're gown-up. It's an entree."

"To what ?"

"To the people they should know. If you play tennis well you can walk into a club
anywhere and get to know people. Now s the tinme they should be | earning."

"Where are they going to get |essons?”

"I was thinking of the Field Club."

"As far as | know, we're not nenbers of the Field Cub."

"I think we could get in. | still know a few people who are nenbers. If | asked
them |'Il bet they'd propose us."

"Forget it."

n \N]y?ll

"Nunmber one, we can't afford it. | bet it costs a thousand bucks to join, and
t hen

it's at least a few hundred a year. W haven't got that kind of noney."

"W have savings."

"Not for tennis |lessons, for Christ sake! Cone on, let's drop it." He reached for
t he
l'i ght.
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"I't would be good for the boys."

Brody let his hand fall to the top of the dresser.

"Look, we're not tennis people. W wouldn't feel right there. | wouldn't fee
right
there. They don't want us there."

"How do you know? W've never tried."

"Just forget it." He switched off the light, wal ked over to the bed, pulled back
t he
covers, and slid in side Ellen. "Besides,
sport
|"m better at."

"The boys are awake."

"They're watching television. They wouldn't know it if a bonb went off up here.”
He ki ssed her neck and began to rub his hand in circles on her stomach, noving higher
with each rotation.

he said, nuzzling her neck, "there's another

Ellen yawned. "I'mso sleepy,” she said. "I took a pill before you cane hone."
Brody stopped rubbing. "Wat the hell for?"
"I didn't sleep well last night, and | didn't want to wake up if you cane hone

| ate.
So | took a pill."

"I"'mgoing to throw those goddam pills away." He ki ssed her cheek, then tried to
ki ss her nouth but caught her in md-yawn.

"I"'msorry," she said. "I'mafraid it won't work."

"I't'Il work. Al you have to do is help alittle."

"I'mso tired. But you go ahead if you want. |I'Il try to stay awake."

"Shit," said Brody. He rolled back to his side of the bed. "I'mnot very big on

screw ng corpses.”

"That was uncalled-for." Brody didn't reply. He lay on his back, staring at the
ceiling and feeling his erection dwindle. But the pressure inside himwas still there, a
dul |
ache in his groin.

A monment later, Ellen said, "Wiat's Harry Meadows' friend s nane?"

"Hooper."

"Not David Hooper."

"No. | think his nane is Matt."

"Ch. | went out with a David Hooper a long, long tinme ago. | renenber..
she could finish the sentence, her eyes shut, and soon she slipped into the deep
br eat hi ng
of sl eep.

Bef or e

A few bl ocks away, in a small clapboard house, a black man sat at the foot of his
son's bed. "Wat story do you want to read?" he said.

"I don't want to read a story," said the boy, who was seven. "I want to tell a
story."

"Okay. What'll we tell one about?"

"A shark. Let's tell one about a shark." The man winced. "No. Let's tell one
about

a bear."

“"No, a shark. | want to know about sharks."

"You mean a once-upon-a-tinme story?"

"Sure. Like, you know, once upon a tine there was a shark that ate people."

"That's not a very nice story."

"Why do sharks eat peopl e?"

"l guess they get hungry. | don't know. "

"Do you bleed if a shark eats you?"

"Yes," said the man. "Conme on. Let's tell a story about another kind of aninmal
You'll have nightmares if we tell about a shark."”

"No, | won't. If a shark tried to eat me, 1'd punch himin the nose."

"No shark is going to try to eat you."

"Way not? If | go swinmming | bet one would. Don't sharks eat black peopl e?"

"Now stop it! | don't want to hear any nore about sharks." The man lifted a pile
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of
books fromthe bedside table. "Here. Let's read Peter Pan."

PART 2

Chapter 6

On her way hone Friday noon, after a norning of volunteer work at the Sout hanpton
Hospital, Ellen stopped at the post office to buy a roll of stanps and get the mail.
There
was no hone nmail delivery in Amty. In theory, only special delivery mail was brought to
the door -- any door within a mle radius of the post office; in fact, even speci al
del i very
mai | (except that clearly | abeled as sent by the Federal Governnment) was kept at the post
office until someone called for it.

The post office was a small, square building on Teal Street, just off Main. It
had
500 mmi | boxes, 340 of which were rented to Anity's permanent residents. The other 160
were allotted to sumrer people, according to the whins of the postnistress, Mnnie
El dri dge. Those people she |liked were pernmitted to rent boxes for the sunmer. Those she
didn't like had to wait in line at the counter. Since she refused to rent a box to any
sumer person on a year-round basis, sunmer people never knew from one year to the
next whether or not they woul d have a nail box when they arrived in June.

It was generally assuned that Mnnie Eldridge was in her early seventies, and

t hat
she had somehow convinced the authorities in Washi ngton that she was well under
compul sory retirement age. She was small and frail-1ooking, but deceptively strong, able

to hustl e packages and cartons nearly as quickly as the two young nen who worked in the
post office with her. She never spoke about her past or her private |ife. The only conmon
know edge about her was that she had been born on Nantucket I|sland and had | eft

soneti me soon after World War |. She had been in Anity for as |long as anyone living
coul d renenber, and she considered herself not only a native, but also the resident
expert

on the history of the town. She needed no prodding at all to enbark on a di scourse about
Anmity's eponym a seventeenth-century worman nanmed Amity Hopewel |l who had been

convicted of witchcraft, and she took pleasure in reciting the list of major events in

t he

town's past: the |landing of sone British troops during the Revolution in an ill-fated
attenpt to outflank a Colonial force (the Britons lost their way and wandered ai m essly
back and forth across Long Island); the fire in 1823 that destroyed every buil di ng except
the town's only church; the weck of a runrunning ship in 1921 (the ship was eventually
refloated, but by then all the cargo off-1oaded to nmake the ship |lighter had vani shed);
t he

hurricane of 1938, and the widely reported (though never fully ascertained) |anding of
three Gernan spies on the Scotch Road beach in 1942.

Ell en and M nni e nade each other nervous. Ellen sensed that Mnnie didn't |ike
her, and she was right. Mnnie felt uneasy with Ell en because she coul dn't catal ogue her.
El l en was neither sumer folk nor winter fol k. She hadn't earned her year-round
mai | box, she had married it.

M nnie was alone in the post office, sorting mail, when Ellen arrived.

"Morning, Mnnie," Ellen said.

M nni e | ooked up at the clock over the counter and said, "Afternoon."

"Could | have a roll of eights, please?" Ellen put a five-dollar bill and three
ones
on the counter.

M nni e pushed a few nore letters into boxes, set down her bundle, and wal ked to
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the counter. She gave Ellen a roll of stanps and dropped the bills into a drawer. "Wat's
Martin think he's going to do about that shark?" she said.

"I don't know. | guess they'll try to catch it."

"Canst thou draw out |eviathan with a hook?"

"I beg your pardon?"

"Book of Job," said Mnnie. "No nortal man's going to catch that fish."

"Whay do you say that ?"

"We're not nmeant to catch it, that's why. W' re being readied."

"For what ?"

"We'll know when the tine cones."”

"I see." Ellen put the stanps in her purse. "Wll, maybe you're right. Thanks,
M nnie." She turned and wal ked toward t he door.

"There'll be no mstaking it," Mnnie said to Ellen's back.

Ellen wal ked to Main Street and turned right, past a boutique and an anti que
shop.
She stopped at Amty Hardware and went inside. There was no i nmedi ate response to the
tinkle of the bell that the door struck as she opened it. She waited for a few seconds,
t hen
call ed, "Al bert?"

She wal ked to the back of the store, to an open door that led to the basenent.
She
heard two nen tal ki ng bel ow.

“I'"ll be right up," called the voice of A bert Mrris. "Here's a whol e box of
t hem "
Morris said to the other nman. "Look through and see if you find what you want."

Morris came to the bottomof the stairs and started up -- slowy and
del i berately,
one step at a tinme, holding on to the banister. He was in his early sixties, and he had
had a
heart attack two years earlier.

"Cleats," he said when he reached the top of the stairs.

"What ?" said Ellen

"Cleats. Fella wants cleats for a boat. Size he's |ooking for, he nust be the
captain
of a battleship. Anyway, what can | do for you?"

"The rubber nozzle in ny kitchen sink is all cracked. You know, the kind with the
switch for spraying. | want to get a new one."

"No problem They're up this way." Mrris led Ellen to a cabinet in the niddle of
the store. "This what you had in mnd?" He held up a rubber nozzle.

"Perfect."

"Ei ghty cents. Charge or cash?"

"I'"ll pay you for it. | don't want you to have to wite up a slip just for eighty
cents."

"Witten "ema lot smaller 'n that," said Murris. "I could tell you stories
that'd set

your ears to ringing."

They wal ked across the narrow store to the cash register, and as he rang up the
sale on the register, Mrris said, "Lots of people upset about this shark thing."

"l know. You can't blane them"

"They think the beaches oughta be opened up again."

"Well, I..."

"You ask me, | think they're full of -- pardon the expression -- bull. | think
Martin's doing right."

"I'mglad to know that, Al bert."

"Maybe this new fella can help us out."

"Who' s that?"
"This fish expert fromup Massachusetts."
"Ch yes. | heard he was in town."

"He's right here."
El l en | ooked around and saw no one. "What do you nean?"
"Down cellar. He's the one wants the cleats."
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Just then, Ellen heard footsteps on the stairs. She turned and saw Hooper com ng
through the door, and she suddenly felt a surge of girlish nervousness, as if she were
seei ng a beau she hadn't seen in years. The man was a stranger, yet there was sonething
fam liar about him

"I found them" said Hooper, holding up two |arge stainl ess-steel cleats. He
wal ked over to the counter, smiled politely at Ellen, and said to Mrris, "These'll do
fine." He put the cleats on the counter and handed Mrris a twenty-dollar bill

El l en | ooked at Hooper, trying to define her remni niscence. She hoped Al bert
Morris would introduce them but he seened to have no intention of doing so. "Excuse
ne," she said to Hooper, "but | have to ask you sonething."

Hooper | ooked at her and snmiled again -- a pleasant, friendly smle that softened
the sharpness of his features and nmade his |ight blue eyes shine. "Sure," he said. "Ask
away. "

"You aren't by any chance related to David Hooper, are you?"

"He's ny ol der brother. Do you know Davi d?"

"Yes," said Ellen. "Or rather, | used to. | went out with hima long tine ago.
[''m
Ellen Brody. | used to be Ell en Shepherd. Back then, | nean."

"Ch sure. | renenber you."

"You don't."

"I do. No kidding. I'Il prove it to you. Let me see... You wore your hair
shorter
then, sort of a pageboy. You always wore a charmbracelet. | renenber that because it
had a big charmthat |ooked Iike the Eiffel Tower. And you always used to sing that song
-- what was it called? -- 'Sh-Boom' or sonething like that. Right?"

El l en | aughed. "My heavens, you have quite a nmenory. |1'd forgotten that song."

"It's screwy the things that inpress kids. You went out with David for what --
t wo
year s?"

"Two sunmers,
the past few years."

"Do you renenber ne?"

"Vaguely. I'mnot sure. | renenber David had a younger brother. You nust have
been about nine or ten then."

"About that; David's ten years older than | am An- other thing | renenber:

Ell en said. "They were fun. | hadn't thought about them nmuch in

Everybody called ne Matt. | thought it sounded gown-up. But you called nme Matthew.
You said it sounded nore dignified. | was probably in |ove with you."
"Ch?" Ellen reddened, and Al bert Mrris | aughed.
"At one tine or another," said Hooper, "I fell inlove with all the girls David
went
out with."
"Ch." Morris handed Hooper his change, and Hooper said to Ellen, "I'm going

down to the dock. Can | drop you anywhere?"
"Thank you. | have a car." She thanked Mrrris, and, with Hooper behind her,
wal ked out of the store. "So now you're a scientist," she said when they were outside.

"Kind of by accident. | started out as an English major. But then | took a course
in
nmari ne biology to satisfy my science requirenent, and -- bingo! -- | was hooked."

"On what ? The ocean?"

"No. | mean, yes and no. | was always crazy about the ocean. Wen | was twel ve

or thirteen, ny idea of a big tine was to take a sl eeping bag down to the beach and spend
the night lying in the sand |istening to the waves, wondering where they had cone from
and what fantastic things they had passed on the way. What | got hooked on in college

was fish, or, to be really specific, sharks."

El l en | aughed. "What an awful thing to fall in love with. It's like having a
passi on
for rats.”

"That's what nost people think," said Hooper, "But they're wong. Sharks have
everything a scientist dreans of. They're beautiful -- God, how beautiful they are!
They' re

i ke an inpossibly perfect piece of nachinery. They're as graceful as any bird. They're
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as
nysterious as any aninal on earth. No one knows for sure how |l ong they live or what
i mpul ses -- except for hunger -- they respond to. There are nore than two hundred and

fifty species of shark, and every one is different fromevery other one. Scientists spend
their lives trying to find answers about sharks, and as soon as they conme up with a nice,
pat generalization, some- thing shoots it down. People have been trying to find an
ef fective shark repellent for over two thousand years. They've never found one that

really
works." He stopped, | ooked at Ellen, and smiled. "I'msorry. | don't nmean to |ecture. As
you can see, |'man addict."

"And as you can see," said Ellen, "I don't know what |I'mtal ki ng about. | inagine

you went to Yale."

"OF course. Were else? For four generations, the only male in our famly who
didn't go to Yale was an uncle of mine who got thrown out of Andover and ended up at
M am of Chio. After Yale, | went to graduate school at the University of Florida. And
after that, | spent a couple of years chasing sharks around the world."

"That nust have been interesting."

"For nme it was paradise. It was like giving an alcoholic the keys to a
distillery. |
tagged sharks in the Red Sea and dove with themoff Australia. The nore | |earned about
them the nore | knew | didn't know "

"You dove with thenP"

Hooper nodded. "In a cage nostly, but sonetines not. | know what you mnust
think. Alot of people think |I've got a death wish -- ny nother in particular. But if you
know what you're doing, you can reduce the danger to alnost nil."

"You nmust be the world's greatest living shark expert."

"Hardly," Hooper said with a laugh. "But I'mtrying. The one trip | nissed out

on,
the one | would have given anything to go on, was Peter Gnbel's trip. It was made into a
novie. | dream about that trip. They were in the water with two great whites, the sane

ki nd of shark that's here now. "

"I"'mjust as glad you didn't go on that trip," said Ellen. "You probably woul d
have
tried to see what the view was |like frominside one of the sharks. But tell nme about
David. How is he?"

"He's okay, all things considered. He's a broker in San Francisco."

"What do you nean, 'all things considered ?"

"Well, he's on his second wife. His first wife was -- maybe you know this --
Patty
Frenont . "

"Sure. | used to play tennis with her. She sort of inherited David from ne.
That's a

nice way of putting it."

"That | asted three years, until she |atched onto sonmeone with a family business
and a house in Antibes. So David went and found hinself a girl whose father is the
maj ority stockholder in an oil conpany. She's nice enough, but she's got the 1Q of an
artichoke. |If David had any sense, he would have known when he had it good and he
woul d have held on to you."

El Il en blushed and said softly, "You're nice to say it."

“I'mserious. That's what |1'd have done if 1'd been him"

"What did you do? What lucky girl finally got you?"

"None, so far. | guess there are girls around who just don't know how | ucky they

could be." Hooper |aughed. "Tell ne about yourself. No, don't. Let ne guess. Three
children. Right?"

"Right. | didn't realize it showed that nuch."”

“"No no. | don't nmean that. It doesn't show at all. Not at all. Your husband is --
let's
see -- a lawyer. You have an apartnment in town and a house on the beach in Armity. You
couldn't be happier. And that's exactly what |'d wish for you."

El | en shook her head, smiling. "Not quite. | don't nean the happi ness part, the

rest. My husband is the police chief in Armty."
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Hooper let the surprise showin his eyes for only an instant. Then he smacked

hi nsel f on the forehead and said, "Wiat a dumry | anl O course. Brody. | never made
the connection. That's great. | net your husband | ast night. He seens like quite a guy."
El l en thought she detected a flicker of irony in Hooper's voice, but then she
told
hersel f, Don't be stupid -- you're making things up. "How long will you be here?" she
sai d.
"I don't know. That depends on what happens with this fish. As soon as he | eaves,
"1l |eave."
"Do you live in Wods Hol e?"
"No, but not far away. In Hyannisport. | have a little house on the water. | have
a
thing about being near the water. If | get nore than ten miles inland, | begin to fee

cl aust r ophobi c. "

"You live all al one?"

"All alone. It's just me and about a hundred million dollars' worth of stereo
equi prrent and a mllion books. Hey, do you still dance?"

"Dance?"

"Yeah. | just renenbered. One of the things David used to say was that you were
the best dancer he ever went out with. You won a contest, didn't you?"

The past -- like a bird long locked in a cage and suddenly rel eased -- was
flying
at her, swirling around her head, showering her with I onging. "A sanba contest," she
said. "At the Beach Club. I'd forgotten. No, | don't dance any nore. Martin doesn't
dance,
and even if he did, | don't think anyone plays that kind of nusic any nore."

"That's too bad. David said you were terrific."

"That was a wonderful night," Ellen said, letting her mind float back, picking
out
the tiny nenories. "It was a Lester Lanin band. The Beach C ub was covered with crepe
paper and ball oons. David wore his favorite jacket -- red silk."

"I have it now," said Hooper. "I inherited that fromhim"

"They played all those wonderful songs. 'Muntain G eenery' was one. He could
two-step so well. | could barely keep up with him The only thing he wouldn't do was
waltz. He said waltzes made hi mdi zzy. Everybody was so tan. | don't think there was any
rain all summrer long. | remenber | chose a yellow dress for that night because it went
with my tan. There were two contests, a charleston that Susie Kendall and Chip Fogarty
won. And the sanba contest. They played 'Brazil' in the finals, and we danced as if our
lives depended on it. Bendi ng sideways and backward |ike crazy people. | thought | was
going to collapse when it was over. You know what we won for first prize? A canned
chicken. | kept it in nmy roomuntil it got so old it began to swell and Daddy nade ne
throw it away." Ellen smiled. "Those were fun tinmes. | try not to think about themtoo
much. "

n \N]y?ll

"The past always seens better when you | ook back on it than it did at the tine.
And the present never | ooks as good as it will in the future. It's depressing if you
spend
too much tine reliving old joys. You think you'll never have anything as good again."

"It's easy for nme to keep ny nind off the past.”

"Real | y? Why?"

"It just wasn't too great, that's all. David was the first- born. | was pretty
much of
an afterthought. | think ny purpose in life was to keep the parents' marri age together.
And | failed. That's pretty crummy when you fail at the first thing you' re supposed to
acconplish. David was twenty when the parents got divorced. | wasn't even el even. And
the divorce wasn't exactly am able. The few years before it weren't too aniable, either.
It's the old story -- nothing special -- but it wasn't a lot of fun. | probably nmake too
much
of it. Anyway, | look forward to a lot of things. |I don't |look back a lot."

"I suppose that's healthier."

"I don't know. Maybe if | had a terrific past, |I'd spend all ny tinme living in
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it.

But... enough of that. | should get down to the dock. You're sure | can't drop you
anywhere. "

"Positive, thank you. My car's just across the street."

"Ckay. Well ..." Hooper held out his hand. "It's been really great to see you
agai n,
and | hope I'Il see you before | go."

"I"d like that," said Ellen, shaking his hand.

"I don't suppose | could get you out on a tennis court |ate sonme afternoon.”

Ell en | aughed. "Ch ny. | haven't held a tennis racket in ny hand since | can't
renenber when. But thanks for asking."

"Okay. Well, see you." Hooper turned and trotted the few yards down the block to
his car, a green Ford Pinto.

El | en stood and watched as Hooper started the car, naneuvered out of the parking
space, and pulled out into the street. As he drove past her, she raised her hand to her
shoul der and waved, tentatively, shyly. Hooper stuck his left hand out of the car w ndow
and waved. Then he turned the corner and was gone.

A terrible, painful sadness clutched at Ellen. Mre than ever before, she felt
t hat
her |ife -- the best part of it, at |east, the part that was fresh and fun -- was behind
her .

Recogni zi ng the sensation made her feel guilty, for she read it as proof that she was an
unsati sfactory nother, an unsatisfied wife. She hated her life, and hated herself for

hati ng
it. She thought of a line froma song Billy played on the stereo: "lI'd trade all ny
tonorrows for a single yesterday." Wuld she nake a deal |ike that? She wondered. But

what good was there in wondering? Yesterdays were gone, spinning ever farther away
down a shaft that had no bottom None of the richness, none of the delight, could ever be
retrieved.

A vision of Hooper's sniling face flashed across her mnd. Forget it, she told
hersel f. That's stupid. Worse. It's self-defeating.

She wal ked across the street and clinbed into her car. As she pulled out into the
traffic, she saw Larry Vaughan standing on the corner. God, she thought, he | ooks as sad
as | feel.

Chapter 7

The weekend was as quiet as the weekends in the late fall. Wth the beaches cl osed, and
with the police patrolling themduring the daylight hours, Anity was practically
desert ed.
Hooper cruised up and down the shore in Ben Gardner's boat, but the only signs of life he
saw in the water were a few schools of baitfish and one small school of bluefish. By
Sunday night, after spending the day off East Hanpton the beaches there were crowded,
and he thought there mght be a chance the shark woul d appear where people were swi m
ruing -- he told Brody he was ready to conclude that the fish had gone back to the deep

"What nmakes you think so?" Brody had asked.

"There's not a sign of him" said Hooper. "And there are other fish around. If
t here
was a big white in the nei ghborhood, everything el se would vani sh. That's one of the
things divers say about whites. Wen they're around, there's an awmful stillness in the
wat er. "

"I'"'m not convinced," said Brody. "At |east not enough to open the beaches. Not
yet." He knew that after an uneventful weekend there would be pressure -- from
Vaughan, fromother real-estate agents, fromnerchants -- to open the beaches. He al npst
wi shed Hooper had seen the fish. That would have been a certainty. Now there was
not hi ng but negative evidence, and to his policeman's nmind that was not enough.

On Monday afternoon, Brody was sitting in his office when Bi xby announced a
phone call fromEllen
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"I'"'msorry to bother you," she said, "but | wanted to check sonmething with you
What woul d you think about giving a dinner party?"

"What for?"

"Just to have a dinner party. W haven't had one in years. | can't even renenber
when our | ast one was."

"No," said Brody. '"Neither can |." But it was a lie, He renenbered all too well

their last dinner party: three years ago, when Ellen was in the mdst of her crusade to

re-

establish her ties with the sutmmer community. She had asked three summer coupl es.

They were ni ce enough people, Brody recalled, but the conversations had been stiff,

forced, and unconfortable. Brody and his guests had searched each other for any

common interest or experience, and they had failed. So after a while, the guests had

fallen

back on tal ki ng anong thensel ves, self-consciously polite about including Ellen

whenever she said sonmething like, ""Ch, | renmenber him" She had been nervous and

flighty, and after the guests had left, after she had done the dishes and said twice to

Brody, "Wasn't that a nice evening!" she had shut herself in the bathroom and wept.
"Well, what do you think?" said Ellen

"I don't know. | guess it's all right, if you want to do it. Wo are you going to
invite?"

"First of all, | think we should have Matt Hooper."

"What for? He eats over at the Abelard, doesn't he? It's all included in the
price of
the room™"

"That's not the point, Martin. You know that. He's alone in town, and besides,
he's
very nice."

"How do you know? | didn't think you knew him"

"Didn't | tell you? | ran into himin A bert Mrris's on Friday. |I'msure

mentioned it to you."

"No, but never mind. It doesn't nmake any difference."

"It turns out he's the brother of the Hooper | used to know. He renenbered a | ot
nore about nme than | did about him But he is a |lot younger."

"Uh- huh. When are you planning this shindig for?"

"I was thinking about tonmorrow night. And it's not going to be a shindig.
sinmply
t hought we could have a nice, small party with a few couples. Maybe six or eight people
al t oget her. "

"Do you think you can get people to conme on that short notice?"

"Ch yes. Nobody does anything during the week. There are a few bridge parti es,
but that's about all."

"Ch," said Brody. "You nean summer people."

"That's what | had in mnd. Matt would certainly feel at ease with them What
about the Baxters? Wuld they be fun?"

"l don't think I know them"”

"Yes, you do, silly. CQemand Cci Baxter. She was Cici Davenport. They live out
on Scotch. He's taking sone vacation now. | know because | saw himon the street this
nor ni ng. "

"Ckay. Try themif you want."

"Who el se?"

"Sonmebody | can talk to. How about the Meadows?"

"But he already knows Harry."

"He doesn't know Dorothy. She's chatty enough."

"Al'l right," said Ellen. "I guess a little local color won't hurt. And Harry does
know everything that goes on around here."

"I wasn't thinking about |ocal color," Brody said sharply. "They're our friends."

"I know. | didn't nean anything."

"If you want local color, all you have to do is look in the other side of your
bed. "

"I know. | said | was sorry."

"What about a girl?" said Brody. "I think you should try to find sone nice young
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thing for Hooper."

There was a pause before Ellen said, "If you think so."

"I don't really care. | just thought be might enjoy hinmself nore if he had
soneone
his own age to talk to."

"He's not that young, Martin. And we're not that old. But all right: I'll see if
I can

thi nk of sonebody who'd be fun for him™"

"I'"l'l see you later," Brody said, and he hung up the phone. He was depressed, for
he saw sonet hing omi nous in this dinner party. He couldn't be sure, but he believed --
and the nore he thought about it, the stronger the belief becane -- that Ellen was
| aunchi ng anot her canpaign to re-enter the world he had taken her from and this tine
she had a lever with which to jimry her way in: Hooper.

The next evening, Brody arrived hone a little after five. Ellen was setting the
di nner table in the dining room Brody kissed her on the cheek and said, "Boy, it's been
a
long tinme since |'ve seen that silver." It was Ellen's wedding silver, a gift from her
par ent s.

"I know. It took me hours to polish it."

"And will you look at this?" Brody picked up a tulip wine glass. "Were did you
get these?"

"l bought them at the Lure."

"How much?" Brody set the glass down on the table.

"Not much," she said, folding a napkin and placing it neatly beneath a dinner
fork
and sal ad fork.

" How nuch?"

"Twenty dollars. But that was for a whol e dozen."

"You don't kid around when you throw a party."

"We didn't have any decent wi ne gl asses," she said defensively. "The |ast of our
ol d ones broke nonths ago, when Sean tipped over the sideboard."

Brody counted the places set around the table. "Only six?" he said. "Wat
happened?"

"The Baxters couldn't make it. Cici called. CUemhad to go into town on sone
busi ness, and she thought she'd go with him They're spending the night." There was a
fragile lilt to her voice, a fal se insouciance.

"Ch," said Brody. "Too bad." He dared not show that he was pleased. "Wo'd you
get for Hooper, sone nice young chick?"

"Dai sy Wcker. She works for G bby at the Bibelot. She's a nice girl."

"What tinme are peopl e com ng?"

"The Meadows and Dai sy at seven-thirty. | asked Matthew for seven.”

"I thought his nanme was Matt."

"Ch, that's just an old joke he remi nded nme of. Apparently, | used to call him
Mat t hew when he was young. The reason | wanted himto cone early was so the kids
woul d have a chance to get to know him | think they'|ll be fascinated."

Brody | ooked at his watch. "If people aren't conming till seven-thirty, that neans
we won't be eating till eight-thirty or nine. |I'll probably starve to death before then
I
think 1'Il grab a sandwich." He started for the kitchen

"Don't stuff yourself," said Ellen. "I've got a delicious dinner com ng." Brody

sniffed the kitchen aromas, eyed the clutter of pots and packages, and said, "Wat are
you
cooki ng?"

"It's called butterfly lanb," she said. "I hope | don't do sonething stupid and
botch it."

"Smells good," said Brody. "What's this stuff by the sink? Should | throw it out
and wash the pot?"

Fromthe living roomEllen said, "Wat stuff?"

"This stuff in the pot."

"What -- onigod!" she said, and she hurried into the kitchen. "Don't you dare
throw it out." She saw the snile on Brody's face. "Ch, you rat." She slapped himon the
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rear. "That's gazpacho. Soup."
"Are you sure it's still okay?" he teased. "It looks all sliny."
"That's what it's supposed to |look |ike, you clot."
Brody shook his head. "O d Hooper's going to wish he ate at the Abelard."

"You're a beast," she said. "Wait till you taste it. You'll change your tune."
"Maybe. If | live long enough." He | aughed and went to the refrigerator. He
runmaged around and found sonme bol ogna and cheese for a sandwi ch. He opened a beer
and started for the living room "I think I'll watch the news for a while and then go
shower and change," he sai d.

"I put clean clothes out for you on the bed. You nmight shave, too. You have a
hi deous five o' clock shadow. "

"Good God, who's coming to dinner -- Prince Philip and Jacki e Onassis?"

"I just want you to look nice, that's all."

At 7:05, the door bell rang, and Brody answered it. He was wearing a blue madras
shirt, blue uniformslacks, and bl ack cordovans. He felt crisp and clean. Spiffy, Ellen
had
sai d. But when he opened the door for Hooper, he felt, if not runpled, at |east
out cl assed.

Hooper wore bell-bottom bl ue jeans, Wejun |loafers with no socks, and a red Lacoste
shirt with an alligator on the breast. It was the uniformof the young and rich in
Amity.

"Hi," said Brody. "Conme in."

"Hi," said Hooper. He extended his hand, and Brody shook it.

El l en cane out of the kitchen. She was wearing a long batik skirt, slippers, and

a
bl ue silk bl ouse. She wore the string of cultured pearls Brody had given her as a weddi ng
present. "Matthew," she said. "I'mglad you could cone."

"I"'mglad you asked ne," Hooper said, shaking Ellen's hand. "I'msorry | don't
| ook nore respectable, but | didn't bring anything down with ne but working clothes. All
| can say for themis that they're clean."

"Don't be silly," said Ellen. "You | ook wonderful The red goes beautifully with
your tan and your hair."

Hooper | aughed. He turned and said to Brody, "Do you nind if |I give Ellen
somet hi ng?"

"What do you nean?" Brody said. He thought to hinself, Gve her what? A kiss?
A box of chocol ates? A punch in the nose?

"A present. It's nothing, really. Just something | picked up."

"No, | don't mind," said Brody, still perplexed that the question should have
been
asked.

Hooper dug into the pocket of his jeans and pulled out a small package w apped
in tissue. He handed it to Ellen. "For the hostess," he said, "to nake up for ny grubby

clothes." Ellen tittered and carefully unw apped the paper. |nside was what seenmed to be
a charm or perhaps a necklace pendant, an inch or so across. "It's lovely," she said.
"What is it?"

"It's a shark tooth," said Hooper. "Atiger-shark tooth, to be nore specific. The
casing's silver."
"Where did you get it?"

"I'n Macao. | passed through there a couple of years ago on a project. There was a
little back-street store, where an even |littler Chinese man spent his whole life
pol i shi ng
shark teeth and nolding the silver caps to hold the rings. | couldn't resist them"

"Macao," said Ellen. "I don't think I could place Macao on a map if | had to. It

nust have been fascinating."
Brody said, "It's near Hong Kong."

"Right," said Hooper. "In any event, there's supposed to be a superstition about
these things, that if you keep it with you you'll be safe fromshark bite. Under the
pr esent
circumstances, | thought it would be appropriate.”

"Conpletely," said Ellen. "Do you have one?"

"I have one," said Hooper, "but | don't know howto carry it. | don't like to
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wear

things around ny neck, and if you carry a shark tooth in your pants pocket, |'ve found
you run two real risks. One is that you'll get stabbed in the leg, and the other is that
you' | |

end up with a gash in your pants. It's like carrying an open-blade knife around in your
pocket. So in ny case, practicality takes precedence over superstition, at |east while
['"'m

on dry land."

El l en | aughed and said to Brody, "Martin, could | ask a huge favor? Wuld you
run upstairs and get that thin silver chain out of ny jewelry box? I'Il put Matthew s
shar k
tooth on right now " She turned to Hooper and said, "You never know when you ni ght
neet a shark at dinner."

Brody started up the stairs, and Ellen said, "Ch, and Martin, tell the boys to
cone
down. "

As he rounded the corner at the top of the stairs, Brody heard Ellen say, "It is
such
fun to see you again."

Brody wal ked into the bedroom and sat down on the edge of the bed. He took a
deep breath and cl enched and uncl enched his right fist. He was fighting anger and
confusion, and he was losing. He felt threatened, as if an intruder had come into his
hone, possessing subtle, intangi ble weapons he could not cope with: |ooks and youth and
sophi stication and, above all, a conmunion with Ellen born in a tinme which, Brody knew,
El | en wi shed had never ended. Were previously he had felt Ellen was trying to use
Hooper to inpress other summer people, now he felt she was trying to inpress Hooper
hersel f. He didn't know why. Maybe he was wong. After all, Ellen and Hooper had
known each other |ong ago. Perhaps he was naking too nuch of two friends sinply
trying to get to know one another again. Friends? Christ, Hooper had to be ten years
younger than Ellen, or alnost. Wiat kind of friends could they have been?

Acquai ntances. Barely. So why was she putting on her supersophisticated act? It
denmeaned her, Brody thought; and it demeaned Brody that she should try, by posturing,
to deny her life with him

"Fuck it," he said aloud. He stood up, opened a dresser drawer, and rooted
through it until he found Ellen's jewelry box. He took out the silver chain, closed the
drawer, and wal ked into the hall. He poked his head into the boys' roons and said, "Let's
go, troops," and then he wal ked downstairs.

El | en and Hooper were sitting at opposite ends of the couch, and as Brody wal ked
into the living room he heard Ellen say, "Wuld you rather that | not call you Mtthew?"

Hooper |aughed and said, "I don't nmind. It does sort of bring back nmenories, and
despite what | said the other day, there's nothing wong with that."

The ot her day? Brody thought. In the hardware store? That nust have been sone
conversation. "Here," he said to Ellen, handing her the chain.

"Thank you," she said. She uncl asped the pearls and tossed themonto the coffee
table. "Now, Matthew, show nme how this should go." Brody picked the string of pearls
off the table and put themin his pocket.

The boys cane downstairs single file, all dressed neatly in sport shirts and
sl acks.

El | en snapped the silver chain around her neck, snmiled at Hooper, and said, "Cone here,
boys. Cone nmeet M. Hooper. This is Billy Brody. Billy's fourteen." Billy shook hands
with Hooper. "And this is Martin Junior. He's twelve. And this is Sean. He's nine...

al nrost nine. M. Hooper is an oceanographer.”

"An ichthyol ogi st, actually," said Hooper.

"What's that?" said Martin Junior

"A zool ogi st who specializes in fish life."

"What's a zool ogi st?" asked Sean.

"I know that," said Billy. "That's a guy who studies animls."

"Right," said Hooper. "Good for you."

"Are you going to catch the shark?" asked Martin.

"I'mgoing to try to find him" said Hooper. "But | don't know. He may have gone
away al ready."
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"Have you ever caught a shark?"

"Yes, but not one as big as this."

Sean said, "Do sharks |ay eggs?"

"That, young man," said Hooper, "is a good question, and a very conplicated one.
Not |ike a chicken, if that's what you nean. But yes, sonme sharks do have eggs."

Ellen said, "Gve M. Hooper a chance, boys." She turned to Brody. "Martin,
could you nake us a drink?"

"Sure," said Brody. "What'Ill it be?"

"A gin and tonic would be fine for ne," said Hooper.

"What about you, ElIlen?"

"Let's see. What would be good. | think I'Il just have sonme vernouth on the
rocks. "

"Hey, Mom" said Billy, "what's that around your neck?"

"A shark tooth, dear. M. Hooper gave it to ne."

"Hey, that's really cool. Can | | o00k?"

Brody went into the kitchen. The liquor was kept in a cabinet over the sink. The
door was stuck. He tugged at the netal handle, and it cane off in his hand. Wt hout
t hi nki ng, he pegged it into the garbage pail. Froma drawer he took a screwdriver and
pried open the cabinet door. Vernouth. Wiat the hell was the color of the bottle? Nobody
ever drank vernouth on the rocks. Ellen's drink when she drank, and that was rarely, was
rye and ginger. Green. There it was, way in the back. Brody grabbed the bottle, tw sted
off the cap, and sniffed. It snelled |like one of those cheap, fruity w nes the w nos
bought
for sixty-nine a pint. Brody nmade the two drinks, then fashioned a rye and gi nger for
hi nsel f. By habit, he began to neasure the rye with a shot glass, but then he changed his
nm nd and poured until the glass was a third full. He topped it off with ginger ale,
dr opped
in a fewice cubes, and reached for the two other glasses. The only convenient way to
carry themin one hand was to grip one with the thunb and last three fingers of his hand
and then support the other against the first by sticking his index finger down the inside
of
the glass. He took a slug of his own drink and went back into the living room

Billy and Martin had crowded onto the couch with Ell en and Hooper. Sean was
sitting on the floor. Brody heard Hooper say sonething about a pig, and Martin said,
VoW "

"Here," said Brody, handing the forward glass -- the one with his finger init --
to
El | en.

"No tip for you, my man," she said. "It's a good thing you deci ded agai nst a
car eer

as a waiter."
Brody | ooked at her, considered a series of rude remarks, and settled for,
"Forgive
me, Duchess.
had in nmind."
"That's great. Thanks."
"Matt was just telling us about a shark he caught,’
whole pig init."”
"No kidding," said Brody, sitting in a chair opposite the couch.
"And that's not all, Dad," said Martin. "There was a roll of tar paper, too.
“"And a human bone," said Sean.
"I said it |looked |like a hunan bone," sai d Hooper
"There was no way to be sure at the tinme. It might have been a beef rib."
Brody said, "I thought you scientists could tell those things right on the spot."
"Not al ways," said Hooper. "Especially when it's only a piece of a bone like a

He handed the other glass to Hooper and said, "I guess this is what you

said Ellen. "It had al npst a

rib."
Brody took a long swallow of his drink and said, "Ch."
"Hey, Dad," said Billy. "You know how a porpoise kills a shark?"

"Wth a gun?"
"No, man. It butts himto death. That's what M. Hooper says."
"Terrific," said Brody, and he drained his glass. "I'mgoing to have anot her
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drink.
Anybody el se ready?"

"On a week night?" said Ellen. "M/."

"Way not? It's not every night we throw a no-kidding, go-to-hell dinner party."
Brody started for the kitchen but was stopped by the ringing of the doorbell. He opened

the door and saw Dorot hy Meadows, short and slight, dressed, as usual, in a dark blue
dress and a single strand of pearls. Behind her was a girl Brody assumed was Dai sy
Wcker -- a tall, slimgirl with long, straight hair. She wore sl acks and sandal s and no

makeup. Behi nd her was the unm stakable bul k of Harry Meadows.

"Hell o, there," said Brody. "Cone on in."

"Good evening, Martin," said Dorothy Meadows. "W net Mss Wcker as we
came into the driveway."

"I wal ked," said Daisy Wcker. "It was nice."

"Good, good. Come on in. |I'"'mMartin Brody."

"I know. |'ve seen you driving your car. You nust have an interesting job."
Brody | aughed. "I'd tell you all about it, except it would probably put you to

sl eep. ™"

Brody |led theminto the living roomand turned themover to Ellen for
i ntroduction to Hooper. He took drink orders -- Bourbon on the rocks for Harry, club
soda with a twist of lenon for Dorothy, and a gin and tonic for Daisy Wcker. But before
he fixed their drinks, he made a fresh one for hinself, and he sipped it as he prepared
t he
others. By the time he was ready to return to the living room he had finished about half
his drink, so he poured in a generous splash of rye and a dash nore gi nger ale.

He took Dorothy's and Daisy's drinks first, and returned to the kitchen for
Meadows' and his own. He was taking one | ast swall ow before rejoining the conpany,
when Ellen cane into the kitchen

"Don't you think you better slow down?" she said.

"I'mfine," he said. "Don't worry about ne."

"You're not being exactly gracious."

"I"'mnot? | thought | was being charning."

"Hardly."

He sniled at her and said, "Tough shit," and as he spoke, he realized she was
right: he had better slow down. He wal ked into the Iiving room

The children had gone upstairs. Dorothy Meadows sat on the couch next to
Hooper and was chatting with him about his work at Whods Hol e. Meadows, in the chair
opposite the couch, listened quietly. Daisy Wcker was standing al one, on the other side
of the room by the fireplace, gazing about with a subdued smile on her face. Brody
handed Meadows his drink and strolled over next to Daisy.

"You're smiling," he said.

"Am1? | didn't notice."

"Thi nki ng of sonething funny?"

"No. | guess | was just interested. |'ve never been in a policenan's house
before. "

"What did you expect? Bars on the wi ndows? A guard at the door?"

"No, nothing. | was just curious."

"And what have you decided? It |ooks just Iike a normal person's house, doesn't
it?"

"l guess so. Sort of."

“"What does that nmean?”

"Not hi ng. "

n G,]' n

She took a sip of her drink and said, "Do you |ike being a policenan?" Brody
couldn't tell whether or not there was hostility in the question. "Yes," he said. "It's a
good
job, and it has a purpose to it."

"What's t he purpose?”

"What do you think?" he said, slightly irritated. "To uphold the |aw. "

"Don't you feel alienated?"

"Way the hell should | feel alienated? Alienated from what ?"

"Fromthe people. | nean, the only thing that justifies your existence is telling
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peopl e what not to do. Doesn't that nmke you feel freaky?"
For a nonent, Brody thought he was being put on, but the girl never smled or

snmrked or shifted her eyes fromhis. "No, | don't feel freaky," he said. "I don't see
why |
shoul d feel any nore freaky than you do, working at the whatchanacal lit."

"The Bi bel ot."

"Yeah. What do you sell there anyway?"
"We sell people their past. It gives themconfort."
"What do you nean, their past?"
"Antiques. They're bought by people who hate their present and need the security
of their past. O if not theirs, soneone else's. Once they buy it, it becones theirs.
bet
that's inmportant to you, too.
"What, the past?"
"No, security. Isn't that supposed to be one of the heavy things about being a

cop?"

Brody gl anced across the room and noticed that Meadows' gl ass was enpty.
"Excuse ne," he said. "I have to tend to the other guests."

"Sure. Nice talking to you."

Brody took Meadows' glass and his own into the kitchen. Ellen was filling a bow

with Tortilla chips.

"Where the hell did you find that girl?" he said. "Under a rock?"

"Who? Daisy? | told you, she works at the Bibelot."

"Have you ever tal ked to her?"

"Alittle. She seens very nice and bright."

"She's a spook. She's just |ike sonme of the kids we bust who start smart-nouthing
us in the station." He nade a drink for Meadows, then poured another for hinself. He
| ooked up and saw Ellen staring at him

"What's the natter with you?" she said.

"I guess | don't like strange people comng into nmy house and insulting nme."

"Honestly, Martin. I'msure there was no insult intended. She was probably just
bei ng frank. Frankness is in these days, you know. "

"Well, if she gets any franker with nme, she's gonna be out, |I'Il tell you that."
He
pi cked up the two drinks and started for the door.

Ellen said, "Martin . . ." and he stopped. "For ny sake... please."

"Don't worry about a thing. Everything' |l be fine. Like they say in the
commerci als, cal mdown."

He refilled Hooper's drink and Daisy Wcker's without refilling his own. Then he
sat down and nursed his drink through a long story Meadows was telling Daisy. Brody
felt all right -- pretty good, in fact -- and he knew that if he didn't have anything
nore to
dri nk before dinner, he'd be fine.

At 8:30, Ellen brought the soup plates out fromthe kitchen and set them around
the table. "Martin," she said, "would you open the wine for ne while | get everyone
seat ed?”

"W ne?"

"There are three bottles in the kitchen. A white in the icebox and two reds on
t he
counter. You may as well open themall. The reds will need tine to breathe."

"OF course they will," Brody said as he stood up. "Wo doesn't?"

"Ch, and the tire-bouchin is on the counter next to the red."

"The what ?"

Dai sy Wcker said, "It's tire-bouchon. The corkscrew. "

Brody took vengeful pleasure in seeing Ellen blush, for it relieved himof sone
of

his own enbarrassnent. He found the corkscrew and went to work on the two bottles of

red wine. He pulled one cork cleanly, but the other crunbled as he was withdrawing it,
and pieces slipped into the bottle. He took the bottle of white out of the refrigerator,
and

as he uncorked it he tangled his tongue trying to pronounce the nane of the w ne:
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Montrachet. He arrived at what seened to himan acceptabl e pronunciation, w ped the
bottle dry with a dish- towel, and took it into the dining room

Ell en was seated at the end of the table nearest the kitchen. Hooper was at her
| ef t,

Meadows at her right. Next to Meadows, Daisy Wcker, then an enpty space for Brody at
the far end of the table, and, opposite Daisy, Dorothy Meadows

Brody put his left hand behind his back and, standing over Ellen's right shoul der,

poured her a glass of wine. "A glass of Munt Ratchet," he said. "Very good year, 1970. |
remenber it well."

"Enough," said Ellen, tipping the mouth of the bottle up. "Don't fill the glass
al |
the way."

"Sorry," said Brody, and he filled Meadows' gl ass next.

When he had finished pouring the wine, Brody sat down. He | ooked at the soup in
front of him Then he glanced furtively around the table and saw that the others were
actually eating it: it wasn't a joke. So he took a spoonful. It was cold, and it didn't
taste
anything like soup, but it wasn't bad.

"I love gazpacho," said Daisy, "but it's such a pain to nake that | don't have it
very often.”

"Mmm " said Brody, spooning another nouthful of soup.

"Do you have it very often?"

“"No," he said. "Not too often."

"Have you ever tried a G and G?"

"Can't say as | have."

"You ought to try one. O course, you might not enjoy it since it's breaking the
l aw. "

"You nmean eating this thing is breaking the | aw? How? Wat is it?"
"Grass and gazpacho. Instead of herbs, you sprinkle a little grass over the top
Then you snoke a little, eat alittle, snoke a little, eat a little. It's really wild."

It was a nonent before Brody realized what she was sayi ng, and even when he
understood, he didn't answer right away. He tipped his soup bow toward hinself,
scooped out the last little bit of soup, drained his wine glass in one draft, and w ped
hi s
nmouth with his napkin. He | ooked at Daisy, who was smiling sweetly at him and at
El l en, who was smiling at sonethi ng Hooper was saying.

"It really is," said Daisy.
Brody decided to be | owkeyed -- avuncul ar and nonet hel ess annoyed, but | ow
keyed, so as not to upset Ellen. "You know," he said, "I don't find..."

"l bet Matt's tried one."

"Maybe he has. | don't see what that..."

Dai sy rai sed her voice and said, "Matt, excuse ne."

The conversation at the other end of the table stopped. "I was just curious. Have
you ever tried a Gand G? By the way, Ms. Brody, this is terrific gazpacho."

"Thank you," said Ellen. "But what's a G and G?"

"I tried one once," said Hooper. "But | was never really into that."

"You nmust tell nme,"” Ellen said. "What is it?"

"Matt'Il tell you," said Daisy, and just as Brody turned to say sonething to her,
she | eaned over to Meadows and said, "Tell me npre about the water table."

Brody stood up and began to clear away the soup bows. As he wal ked into the
kitchen, he felt a slight rush of nausea and di zzi ness, and his forehead was sweating.
But
by the tinme he put the bows into the sink, the feeling had passed.

Ellen followed himinto the kitchen and tied an apron around her waist. "I|'l|
need
sonme hel p carving," she said.

"Okeydoke, " said Brody, and he searched through a drawer for a carving knife
and fork. "What did you think of that?"

"Of what ?"

"That G and G busi ness. Did Hooper tell you what it is?"

"Yes. That was pretty funny, wasn't it? | nust say, it sounds tasty."
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"How woul d you know?"

"You never know what we | adi es do when we get together over at the hospital.
Here, carve." Wth a two-tine serving fork, she hefted the | anb onto the carving board.
"Slices about three quarters of an inch thick, if you can, the way you'd slice a steak."

That W cker bitch was right about one thing, Brody thought as he slashed the

nmeat: | sure as shit feel alienated right now A slab of neat fell away, and Brody said,
"Hey, | thought you said this was |anb."
"It is."

"It isn't even done. Look at that." He held up the piece he had sliced. It was
pi nk
and, toward the m ddl e, al nbst red.

"That's the way it's supposed to be."

"Not if it's lanmb, it isn't. Lanb's supposed to be cooked through, well done."

"Martin, believe nme. It's all right to cook a butterfly lanmb sort of nedium |
prom se you."

Brody raised his voice. "I'mnot gonna eat raw | anb!"

"Ssshhh! For God's sake. Can't you keep your voice down?"

Brody said in a hoarse whisper, "Then put the goddamthing back till it's done."
"I't's done!" said Ellen. "If you don't want to eat it, don't eat it, but that's

t he way
I"'mgoing to serve it."

"Then cut it yourself." Brody dropped the knife and fork on the carving board,
pi cked up the two bottles of red wine, and | eft the kitchen.

"There'll be a slight delay," he said as he approached the table, "while the cook
kills our dinner. She tried to serve it as it was, but it bit her on the leg." He raised
a bottle
of wi ne over one of the clean glasses and said, "I wonder why you're not allowed to serve
red wine in the sane glass the white wine was."

"The tastes," said Meadows, "don't conpl enment each other."

"What you're saying is, it'll give you gas." Brody flied the six glasses and sat
down. He took a sip of wine, said, "Good," then took another sip and another. He refilled
his gl ass.

Ellen cane in fromthe kitchen carrying the carving board. She set it on the
si deboard next to a stack of plates. She returned to the kitchen and cane back, carrying
two vegetabl e dishes. "I hope it's good," she said. "I haven't tried it before."

"What is it?" asked Dorothy Meadows. "It snells delicious."

"Butterfly lanb. Marinated."

"Really? What's in the nari nade?"

"G nger, soy sauce, a whole bunch of things." She put a thick slice of |anmb, sone
aspar agus and summrer squash on each plate, and passed the plates to Meadows, who sent
t hem down and around the table.

When everyone had been served and Ell en had sat down, Hooper raised his glass
and said, "A toast to the chef."

The others raised their glasses, and Brody said, "Good |uck."

Meadows took a bite of nmeat, chewed it, savored it, and said, "Fantastic. It's

l'i ke
the tenderest of sirloins, only better. What a splendid flavor."

"Coming fromyou, Harry," said Ellen, "that's a special conplinent."

"It's delicious," said Dorothy. "WII| you promise to give nme the recipe? Harry
will
never forgive me if | don't give this to himat |east once a week."

"He better rob a bank," said Brody.

"But it is delicious, Martin, don't you think?"

Brody didn't answer. He had started to chew a piece of neat when anot her wave
of nausea hit him Once again sweat popped out on his forehead. He felt detached, as if
his body were controlled by soneone el se. He sensed panic at the | oss of notor control
His fork felt heavy, and for a noment he feared it might slip fromhis fingers and
clatter
onto the table. He gripped it with his fist and held on. He was sure his tongue woul dn't
behave if he tried to speak. It was the wine. It had to be the wine. Wth greatly
exagger at ed precision, he reached forward to push his wine glass away fromhim He slid
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his fingers along the tablecloth to ninimze the chances of knocking over the glass. He
sat back and took a deep breath. His vision blurred. He tried to focus his eyes on a
pai nti ng above Ellen's head, but he was distracted by the inage of Ellen talking to
Hooper. Every time she spoke she touched Hooper's arm-- lightly, but, Brody thought,
intimately, as if they were sharing secrets. He didn't hear what anyone was saying. The
| ast thing he renmenbered hearing was, "Don't you think?" How | ong ago was that? Wo
had said it? He didn't know. He | ooked at Meadows, who was tal king to Daisy. Then he
| ooked at Dorothy and said thickly, "Yes."

"What did you say, Martin?" She |ooked up at him "Did you say sonething?"

He coul dn't speak. He wanted to stand and wal k out to the kitchen, but he didn't

trust his legs. He'd never make it without holding on to sonething. Just sit still, he
told
hinself. It'll pass.

And it did. H s head began to clear. Ellen was touching Hooper again. Talk and
touch, talk and touch. "Boy, it's hot," he said. He stood up and wal ked, carefully but

steadily, to a window and tugged it open. He |leaned on the sill and pressed his face
agai nst the screen. "Nice night," he said. He straightened up. "I think I'Il get a gl ass
of

water." He wal ked into the kitchen and shook his head. He turned on the cold-water tap
and rubbed sone water on his brow He filled a glass and drank it down, then refilled it
and drank that down. He took a few deep breaths, went back into the dining room and sat
down. He | ooked at the food on his plate. Then he suppressed a shiver and sniled at
Dor ot hy.

"Any nmore, anybody?" said Ellen. "There's plenty here."

"I ndeed, " said Meadows. "But you'd better serve the others first. Left to my own
devices, |'d eat the whole thing."

"And you know what you'd be saying tonorrow," said Brody.

"What' s that?"

Brody | owered his voice and said gravely, "I can't believe | ate the whole
thing."

Meadows and Dorot hy | aughed, and Hooper said, in a high fal setto whine, "No,

Ral ph, | ate it." Then even Ellen |aughed. It was going to be all right.

By the tinme dessert was served -- coffee ice creamin a pool of crene de cacao --
Brody was feeling well. He had two hel pings of ice cream and he chatted aniably with
Dorothy. He smiled when Daisy told hima story about lacing the stuffing at | ast
Thanksgi ving's turkey with marijuana.

"My only worry," said Daisy, "was that nmy naiden aunt called Thanksgi vi ng
norni ng and asked if she could conme for dinner. The turkey was al ready nmade and
stuffed.”

"So what happened?" said Brody.

"I tried to sneak her some turkey w thout stuffing, but she made a point of
aski ng
for it, so | said what the heck and gave her a big spoonful."

" And?"

"By the end of the nmeal she was giggling like a little girl. She even wanted to
dance. To Hair yet."

"It's a good thing | wasn't there," said Brody. "I would have arrested you for
corrupting the norals of a naiden."

They had coffee in the living room and Brody offered drinks, but only Meadows
accepted. "Atiny brandy, if you have it," he said.

Brody | ooked at Ellen, as if to ask, Do we have any? "In the cupboard, | think,"
she said.

Brody poured Meadows' drink and thought briefly of pouring one for hinself. But
he resisted, telling hinself, Don't press your |uck

At alittle after ten, Meadows yawned and said, "Dorothy, | think we had best

t ake
our leave. | find it hard to fulfill the public trust if | stay up too late."

"I should go, too," said Daisy. "I have to be at work at eight. Not that we're
sel ling

very much these days."
"You're not alone, ny dear," said Meadows.
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"I know. But when you work on conmission, you really feel it."

"Well, let's hope the worst is over. Fromwhat | gather fromour expert here,
there's a good chance the | eviathan has left." Meadows stood up

"A chance," said Hooper. "I hope so." He rose to go. "I should be on ny way,
too."

"Ch, don't go!" Ellen said to Hooper. The words cane out much stronger than she
had i ntended. |nstead of a pl easant request, they sounded a shrill plea. She was
enbarrassed, and she added quickly, "I mean, the night is young. It's only ten."

"I know," said Hooper. "But if the weather's any good tonorrow, | want to get up
early and get into the water. Besides, | have a car and | can drop Daisy off on ny way
hore. "

Dai sy said, "That would be fun." Her voice, as usual, was w thout tone or color,
suggesti ng not hi ng.

"The Meadows can drop her," Ellen said.

"True," said Hooper, "but | really should go so | can get up early. But thanks

for
the thought."

They said their good-bys at the front door -- perfunctory conplinments, redundant
t hanks. Hooper was the last to | eave, and when he extended his hand to Ellen, she took it
in both of hers and said, "Thank you so nuch for my shark tooth."

"You're welcone. I'mglad you like it."
"And thank you for being so nice to the children. They were fascinated to neet you."
"So was |I. It was a little weird, though. | nust have been about Sean's age when

I
knew you before. You haven't changed nmuch at all."

"Well, you've certainly changed."

"I hope so. I'd hate to be nine all of ny life."

"We'll see you again before you go?"

"Count on it."

"Wonderful ." She rel eased his hand. He said a quick good night to Brody and
wal ked to his ear.

Ellen waited at the door until the last of the ears had pulled out of the
dri veway,
then she turned off the outside light. Wthout a word, she began to pick up the gl asses,
coffee cups, and ashtrays fromthe |living room

Brody carried a stack of dessert dishes into the kitchen, set themon the sink
and
said, "Well, that was all right." He neant nothing by the remark, and sought nothing
nore than rote agreenent.

"No thanks to you," said Ellen

"What ?"
"You were awful ."
"I was?" He was genuinely surprised at the ferocity of her attack. "I know | got

a
little queasy there for a minute, but | didn't think --"

"Al'l evening, fromstart to finish, you were awful."

"That's a |ot of crap!"

"You'll wake the children.™”

"I don't give a dam. |'mnot going to let you stand there and work out your own
hang-ups by telling ne I'ma shit."

Ellen snmiled bitterly. "You see? There you go again."

"Where do | go again? What are you tal king about ?"

“l don't want to talk about it."

"Just like that. You don't want to talk about it. Look... okay, | was wong about
the goddam neat. | shouldn't have bl own ny stack. |I'msorry. Now. .."

"I said | don't want to tal k about it!"

Brody was ready for a fight, but he backed off, sober enough to realize that his
only weapons were cruelty and i nnuendo, and that Ellen was close to tears. And tears,
whet her shed in orgasmor in anger, disconcerted him So he said only, "WlIl, |'msorry
about that." He wal ked out of the kitchen and clinbed the stairs.

In the bedroom as he was undressing, the thought occurred to himthat the cause
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of all the unpl easantness, the source of the whole nmess, was a fish: a mndless beast
t hat
he had never seen. The | udicrousness of the thought made himsnile.

He crawl ed i nto bed and, al nbst simnmultaneous with the touch of his head to the
pillow, fell into a dreamnl ess sleep

A boy and his date sat drinking beer at one end of the | ong nahogany bar in the
Randy Bear. The boy was ei ghteen, the son of the pharnacist at the Armity Pharnacy.

"You'll have to tell himsonetine," said the girl.

"I know. And when | do, he's gonna go bullshit."

"I't wasn't your fault."

"You know what he'll say? It nust have been ny fault. | nust have done
sonmet hing, or else they woul d have kept nme and canned sonebody el se."

"But they fired a lot of kids."

"They kept a lot, too."

"How did they decide who to keep?"

"They didn't say. They just said they weren't getting enough guests to justify a
bi g
staff, so they were letting some of us go. Boy, ny old man is gonna go right through the
roof . "

"Can't he call then? He nmust know somebody there. | nean, if he says you really
need the noney for college..."

"He wouldn't do it. That'd be begging." The boy finished his beer. "There's only
one thing | can do. Deal."

"Ch, Mchael, don't do that. It's too dangerous. You could go to jail."

"That's quite a choice, isn't it?" the boy said acidly. "College or jail."

"What would you tell your father?"

"I don't know. Maybe I'Il tell himlI'mselling belts."

Chapter 8

Brody awoke with a start, jolted by a signal that told himsonething was wong. He threw
his armacross the bed to touch Ellen. She wasn't there. He sat and saw her sitting in
t he
chair by the w ndow. Rain splashed agai nst the w ndowpanes, and he heard the wi nd
whi ppi ng through the trees.

"Lousy day, huh?" he said. She didn't answer, continuing to stare fixedly at the
drops sliding down the glass. "How cone you' re up so early?"

"I couldn't sleep."

Brody yawned. "I sure didn't have any trouble."

"I''"'m not surprised."”

"Ch boy. Are we starting in again?"

El Il en shook her head. "No. I'msorry. | didn't mean anything." She seened
subdued, sad.

"What's the matter?”

"Not hi ng. "

"What ever you say." Brody got out of bed and went into the bat hroom

When he had shaved and dressed, he went down to the kitchen. The boys were
finishing their breakfast, and Ellen was frying an egg for him "Wat are you guys gonna
do on this crummy day?" he said.

"Cl ean | awmnnmowers, " said Billy, who worked during the sumer for a | ocal
gardener. "Boy, do | hate rainy days."

"And what about you two?" Brody said to Martin and Sean.

"Martin's going to the Boys' Club," said Ellen, "and Sean's spendi ng the day at
t he
Santos's."

"And you?"

"I'"ve got a full day at the hospital. Wich reninds ne: | won't be hone for
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| unch.
Can you get sonething downt own?"

"Sure. | didn't know you worked a full day Wednesdays."

"I don't, usually. But one of the other girls is sick, and | said I'd fill in.

n G,]. n

"I'"ll be back by suppertine."

“Fine."

"Do you think you could drop Sean and Martin off on your way to work? | want
to do a little shopping on ny way to the hospital."

"No problem™

"I'"l'l pick themup on ny way hone."

Brody and the two younger children left first. Then Billy, wapped fromhead to
foot in foul -weather gear, bicycled off to work.

El l en | ooked at the clock on the kitchen wall. It was a few minutes to eight. Too
early? Maybe. But better to catch himnow, before he went off sonmewhere and the chance
was | ost. She held her right hand out in front of her and tried to steady the fingers,
but
they quivered uncontrollably. She smiled at her nervousness and whi spered to herself,
"Some swi nger you'd nmake." She went upstairs to the bedroom sat on the bed, and
pi cked up the green phone book. She found the nunber for the Abelard Arnms I nn, put her
hand on the phone, hesitated for a nonent, then picked up the receiver and dial ed the
numnber .

“Abel ard Arns."

"M . Hooper's room please. Matt Hooper."

"Just a ninute, please. Hooper. Here it is. Four-oh-five. I'Il ring it for you."

El | en heard the phone ring once, then again. She could hear her heart beating,

and
she saw the pulse throb in her right wist. Hang up, she told herself. Hang up. There's
time.

"Hel | 0?" sai d Hooper's voice.

"Ch." She thought, Good God, suppose he's got Daisy Wcker in the roomwith

hi m

"Hel | 0?"

Ellen swall owed and said, "H. It's nme... | nmeanit's Elen."

"Ch, hi."

"I hope | didn't wake you."

"No. | was just getting ready to go downstairs and have sonme breakfast."

"Good. It's not a very nice day, is it?"

"No, but | don't really mind. It's a luxury for ne to be able to sleep this
late.”

"Can you... will you be able to work today?"

"I don't know. | was just trying to figure that out. | sure can't go out in the
boat

and hope to get anything done."
"Ch." She paused, fighting the dizziness that was creeping up on her. Go ahead,

she told herself. Ask the question. "I was wondering..." No, be careful; ease into it. "I
wanted to thank you for the beautiful charm"

"You're welcone. I'mglad you like it. But | should be thanking you. | had a good
time last night."

"I did... we did, too. I'mglad you cane."

"Yes."

"It was like old tines."

"Yes."

Now, she said to herself. Do it. The words spilled fromher nouth. "I was
wondering, if you can't do any work today, | nean if you can't go out in the boat or
anything, | was wondering if... if there was any chance you'd like to... if you're free
for
l unch. "

"Lunch?"

"Yes. You know, if you have nothing else to do, | thought we night have some
l unch. "
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"We? You nmean you and the chief and nme?"

"No, just you and I. Martin usually has lunch at his desk. | don't want to
interfere
with your plans or anything. | nean, if you' ve got a lot of work to do..."

"No, no. That's okay. Heck, why not? Sure. What did you have in m nd?"

"There's a wonderful place up in Sag Harbor. Banner's. Do you know it?" She
hoped he didn't. She didn't know it, either, which neant that no one there would know
her. But she had heard that it was good and qui et and dark

"No, |'ve never been there," said Hooper. "But Sag Harbor. That's quite a hike
for
 unch. "

"I't's not bad, really, only about fifteen or twenty mnutes. | could neet you
t here
whenever you |ike."

"Any time's all right with ne."

"Around twelve-thirty, then?"

"Twelve-thirty it is. See you then."

El l en hung up the phone. Her hands were still shaking, but she felt elated,
exci t ed.

Her senses seened alive and incredibly keen. Every tine she drew a breath she savored
the snells around her. Her ears jingled with a synphony of tiny house sounds -- creaks
and rustles and thunps. She felt nore intensely fem nine than she had in years -- a warm
wet feeling both delicious and unconfortable.

She went into the bathroom and took a shower. She shaved her | egs and under her
arnms. She wi shed she had bought one of those feninine hygi ene deodorants she had seen
advertised, but, lacking that, she powdered herself and daubed col ogne behi nd her ears,
i nsi de her el bows, behind her knees, on her nipples, and on her genitals.

There was a full-length mrror in the bedroom and she stood before it, exam ning
hersel f. Were the goods good enough? Wuld the offering be accepted? She had wor ked
to keep in shape, to preserve the snoothness and si nuousness of youth. She coul d not
bear the thought of rejection.

The goods were good. The lines in her neck were few and barely noticeable. Her
face was unbl eni shed and unscarred. There were no droops or sags or pouches. She stood
straight and admired the contours of her breasts. Her waist was slim her belly flat --
t he
reward for endl ess hours of exercise after each child. The only problem as she assessed
her body critically, was her hips. By no stretch of anyone's inmgination were they
girlish.

They signal ed not herhood. They were, as Brody once said, breeder's hips. The
recol |l ection brought a quick flash of renorse, but excitenent quickly nudged it aside.
Her

|l egs were long and -- below the pad of fat on her rear -- slender. Her ankles were
del i cat e,

and her feet -- with the toenails nearly pruned -- were perfect enough to suit any
pedi phil e.

She dressed in her hospital clothes. Fromthe back of her closet she took a
pl astic
shoppi ng bag into which she put a pair of bikini underpants, a bra, a neatly fol ded
| avender summer dress, a pair of |ow heel ed punps, a can of spray deodorant, a plastic
bottl e of bath powder, a toothbrush and a tube of toothpaste. She carried the bag to the
garage, tossed it into the back seat of her Vol kswagen beetl e, backed out of the
dri veway,
and drove to the Sout hanpton Hospital.

The dull drive increased the fatigue she had been feeling for hours. She had not
slept all night. She had first lain in bed, then sat by the wi ndow, struggling with al
t he
twi stings of enotion and consci ence, desire and regret, longing and recrinination. She
didn't know exactly when she had decided on this manifestly rash, dangerous plan. She
had been thinking about it -- and trying not to think about it -- since the day she first
met
Hooper. She had wei ghed the risks and, sonmehow, calculated that they were worth
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taki ng, though she was not entirely sure what she could gain fromthe adventure. She
knew she want ed change, al nost any change. She wanted to be assured and reassured that

she was desirable -- not just to her husband, for she had grown conpl acent about that,
but
to the people she saw as her real peers, the people anmong whom she still nunbered

hersel f. She felt that wi thout some renedy, the part of herself that she nobst cherished
woul d di e. Perhaps the past could never be revived. But perhaps it could be recalled
physically as well as nentally. She wanted an injection, a transfusion of the essence of
her past, and she saw Matt Hooper as the only possible donor. The thought of |ove never
entered her nmind. Nor did she want or anticipate a relationship either profound or
enduring. She sought only to be serviced, restored.

She was grateful that the work assigned her when she arrived at the hospita
demanded concentrati on and conversation, for it prevented her fromthinking. She and
anot her vol unteer changed the bedding of the elderly patients for whomthe hospital
community was a surrogate -- and, in sone cases, final -- honme. She had to renmenber the
nanes of children in distant cities, had to fashion new excuses for why they hadn't
witten. She had to feign recollection of the plots of television shows and specul ate on
why such-and-such a character had left his wife for a wonan who was patently an
advent ur ess.

At 11:45, Ellen told the supervisor of volunteers that she didn't feel well. Her
thyroid was acting up again, she said, and she was getting her period. She thought she'd
go lie down for a while in the staff lounge. And if a nap didn't help, she said, she'd
probably go honme. In fact, if she wasn't back on the job by 1:30 or so, the supervisor
coul d assune she had gone hone. It was an explanation that she hoped was vague
enough to di scourage anyone from actively | ooking for her

She went into the |ounge, counted to twenty, and opened the door a crack to see
i f
the corridor was enpty. It was; nost of the staff were in, or on their way to, the
cafeteria
on the other side of the building. She stepped into the corridor, closed the door softly
behi nd her, and hurried around a corner and out a side door of the hospital that led to
t he
staff parking |ot.

She drove nost of the way to Sag Harbor, then stopped at a gas station. Wen the
tank was full and the gas paid for, she asked to use the ladies' room The attendant gave
her the key, and she pulled her car around to the side of the station, next to the
| adi es'
room door. She opened the door, but before going into the |adies' roomshe returned the
key to the attendant. She wal ked to her car, renoved the plastic bag fromthe back seat,
entered the | adies' room and pushed the button that | ocked the door.

She stripped, and standing on the cold floor in her bare feet, |ooking at her
reflection in the mrror above the sink, she felt a thrill of risk. She sprayed deodorant
under her arns and on her feet. She took the clean underpants fromthe plastic bag and
stepped into them She shook a little powder into each cup of the bra and put it on. She
took the dress fromthe bag, unfolded it, checked it for winkles, and slipped it over
her
head. She poured powder into each of her shoes, brushed off the bottom of each foot with
a paper towel, and put on the shoes. Then she brushed her teeth and conbed her hair,
stuffed her hospital clothes into the plastic bag, and opened the door. She | ooked both
ways, saw that no one was watching her, then stepped out of the | adies' room tossed the
bag into the car, and got in.

As she drove out of the gas station, she hunched down in her seat so the
att endant,
if he should chance to notice her, would not see that she had changed cl ot hes.

It was 12: 20 when she arrived at Banner's, a small steak-and-seaf ood restaurant
on the water in Sag Harbor. The parking ot was in the rear, for which she was grat ef ul
On the off-chance that soneone she knew might drive down the street in Sag Harbor, she
didn't want her car in plain view

One reason she had picked Banner's was that it was known as a favorite nighttine
restaurant for yachtsnen and sumrer people, which neant that it probably had little
l uncheon trade. And it was expensive, which nmade it alnpbst certain that no year-round
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residents, no |local tradesmen, would go there for lunch. Ellen checked her wallet. She
had nearly fifty dollars -- all the energency cash she and Brody kept in the house. She
nmade a nmental note of the bills: a twenty, two tens, a five, and three ones. She wanted
to

repl ace exactly what she had taken fromthe coffee can in the kitchen cl oset.

There were two other cars in the parking lot, a Chevrolet Vega and a bigger car
tan. She renenbered that Hooper's car was green and that it was naned after sone
animal . She |eft her car and wal ked into the restaurant, holding her hands over her head
to
protect her hair fromthe |light rain.

The restaurant was dark, but because the day was gloony it took her eyes only a
few seconds to adjust. There was only one room wth a bar on the right as she wal ked in
and about twenty tables in the center. The left-hand wall was |ined with eight booths.
The wall s were dark wood, decorated with bullfight and novi e posters.

A couple -- intheir late twenties, Ellen guessed -- was having a drink at a
tabl e by
the wi ndow. The bartender, a young man with a Vandyke beard and a button- down shirt,
sat by the cash register reading the New York Daily News. They were the only people in
the room Ellen | ooked at her watch. Al nost 12: 30.

The bartender | ooked up and said, "Hi. Can | help you?"

Ell en stepped to the bar. "Yes... yes. In a mnute. But first I'd like... can you
tell
me where the |ladies' roomis?"

"End of the bar, turn right. First door on your left."

"Thank you." Ellen wal ked qui ckly down the length of the bar, turned right, and
went into the |ladies' room

She stood in front of the mrror and held out her right hand. It trenbl ed, and
she
clenched it into a fist. Cal mdown, she said to herself. You have to cal mdown or it's no
use. It's lost. She felt that she was sweating, but when she put a hand inside her dress
and
felt her arnpit, it was dry. She conbed her hair and surveyed her teeth. She renenbered
somet hi ng a boy she had once gone out with had said: Nothing turns ny stomach faster
than seeing a girl with a big piece of crud between her teeth. She | ooked at her watch:
12: 35.

She went back into the restaurant and | ooked around. Just the sanme couple, the
bartender, and a waitress standing at the bar, folding napkins.

The waitress saw Ell en conme around the corner of the bar, and she said, "Hello.
May | help you?"

"Yes. 1'd |like a table, please. For lunch."

"For one?"

"No. Two."

"Fine," said the waitress. She put down a napkin, picked up a pad, and wal ked
Ellen to a table in the niddle of the room "Is this all right?"

"No. | mean, yes. It's fine. But I'd like to have that table in the corner booth,
if you
don't mind."

"Sure," said the waitress. "Any table you like. W're not exactly full." She |ed

Ellen to the table, and Ellen slipped into the booth with her back to the door. Hooper
woul d be able to find her. If he came. "Can | get you a drink?"

"Yes. A gin and tonic, please." Wen the waitress left the table, Ellen smled.
It
was the first tinme since her weddi ng that she had had a drink during the day.

The waitress brought the drink, and Ellen drank half of it imrediately, eager to
feel the relaxing warmh of al cohol. Every few seconds, she checked the door and | ooked
at her watch. He's not going to conme, she thought. It was al nost 12:45. He got cold feet.

He's scared of Martin. Maybe he's scared of nme. What will | do if he doesn't cone?

guess |'Il have sone lunch and go back to work. He's got to cone! He can't do this to ne.
"Hel l 0. "
The word startled Ell en. She hopped in her seat and said, "Ch!"
Hooper slid into the seat opposite her and said, "I didn't nean to scare you. And

file://IC|/My Documents/Mike's Shit/utilities/books/pdf format/Benchley, Peter - Jaws.txt (67 of 131) [1/18/2001 2:02:22 AM]



file://IC|/My Documents/Mike's Shit/utilities/books/pdf format/Benchley, Peter - Jaws.txt

I"'msorry I'mlate. | had to stop for gas, and the station was jammed. The traffic was
terrible. And so nuch for ny excuses. | should have left nore tine. | amsorry." He
| ooked into her eyes and sm |l ed.

She | ooked down at her glass. "You don't have to apologize. | was |late nyself."

The waitress came to the table. "Can | get you a drink?" she said to Hooper.

He noticed Ellen's glass and said, "Ch, sure, | guess so. If you are. I'll have a
gin
and tonic."

“I'"I'l have another one," said Ellen. "This one's al nbst finished."

The waitress left, and Hooper said, "I don't normally drink at lunch."

“"Nei ther do I."

"After about three drinks | say stupid things. | never did hold ny |iquor very
wel | . "

El l en nodded. "I know the feeling. | tend to get sort of..."

"I nmpetuous? So do I|."

"Really? | can't inmagine you getting inpetuous. | thought scientists weren't ever
i mpet uous. "

Hooper smled and said histrionically, "It may seem nadam that we are wed to

our test tubes. But beneath the icy exteriors there beat the hearts of some of the nost
brazen, raunchy people in the world."

El l en | aughed. The waitress brought the drinks and left two nmenus on the edge of
the table. They talked -- chatted, really -- about old tinmes, about people they had known
and what those peopl e were doi ng now, about Hooper's anbitions in ichthyology. They
never nentioned the shark or Brody or Ellen's children. It was an easy, ranbling
conversation, which suited Ell en. Her second drink | cosened her up, and she felt happy
and in command of herself.

She want ed Hooper to have anot her drink, and she knew he was not |ikely to take
the initiative and order one. She picked up one of the menus, hoping that the waitress
woul d notice the novenent, and said, "Let nme see. Wiat | ooks good?"

Hooper picked up the other nenu and began to read, and after a mnute or two,
the waitress strolled over to the table. "Are you ready to order?"

"Not quite yet," said Ellen. "It all |ooks good. Are you ready, Matthew?"

"Not quite," said Hooper.

"Way don't we have one nore drink while we're | ooking?"

"Bot h?" said the waitress.

Hooper seened to ponder for a nonent. Then he nodded his head and said, "Sure.

A speci al occasion."

They sat in silence, reading the nenus. Ellen tried to assess how she felt. Three
dri nks would be a fairly heavy load for her to carry, and she wanted to nake sure she
didn't get fuzzy-headed or fuzzy-tongued. Wat was that saying, about al cohol increasing
the desire but taking away fromthe performance? But that's just with nen, she thought.
I"'mglad | don't have to worry about that. But what about hinf? Suppose he can't... Is
t here
anything | can do? But that's silly. Not on two drinks. It nust take five or six or
seven. A
man has to be incapacitated. But not if he's scared. Does he | ook scared? She peeked over
the top of her nenu and | ooked at Hooper. He didn't | ook nervous. |f anything, he | ooked
slightly perplexed.

"What's the matter?" she said.

He | ooked up. "Wat do you nean?"

"Your eyebrows were all scrunched up. You | ooked confused."

"Ch, nothing. | was just |ooking at the scallops, or what they claimare
scal | ops.

The chances are they're flounder, cut up with a cookie cutter."

The waitress brought their drinks and said, "Ready?"

"Yes," said Ellen. "I'lIl have the shrinp cocktail and the chicken."

"What kind of dressing would you |ike on your sal ad? W have French
Roquefort, Thousand |sland, and oil and vinegar."

"Roquefort, please.”

Hooper said, "Are these really bay scall ops?"

"I guess so0," said the waitress. "If that's what it says."
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"Al'l right. I'll have the scallops, and French dressing on the salad."

"Anything to start?"

"No," said Hooper, raising his glass. "This'l| be fine."

In a few nmnutes, the waitress brought Ellen's shrinp cocktail. Wen she had
| ef t,
Ell en said, "Do you know what 1'd | ove? Sone w ne."

"That's a very interesting idea," Hooper said, |ooking at her. "But renenber what
| said about inpetuousness. | nay becone irresponsible.”

"I"'mnot worried." As Ellen spoke, she felt a blush crawl up her cheeks.

"Okay, but first | better check the treasury." He reached in his back pocket for

hi s
wal | et.

"Ch no. This is ny treat."

"Don't be silly."

"No, really. | asked you to lunch." She began to panic. It had never occurred to
her that he m ght insist on paying. She didn't want to annoy himby sticking himwith a
big bill. On the other hand, she didn't want to seem patronizing, to offend his virility.

"I know," he said. "But I'd like to take you to lunch."

Was this a ganbit? She couldn't tell. If it was, she didn't want to refuse it,
but if he

was just being polite...
"You're sweet," she said, "but...
“I''m serious. Please.”
She | ooked down and toyed with the one shrinp remaining on her plate. "Well ..."
"I know you're only being thoughtful," Hooper said, "but don't be. Didn't David
ever tell you about our grandfather?"
"Not that | renenber. \What about hinP"
"Od Mt was known -- and not very affectionately -- as the Bandit. |If he

was
alive today, |'d probably be at the head of the pack calling for his scalp. But he isn't,
so all
| had to worry about was whether to keep the bundl e of nobney he left nme or give it away.
It wasn't a very difficult noral dilemma. | figure | can spend it as well as anyone |'d
gi ve
it to."

"Does David have a | ot of noney, too?"

"Yes. That's one of the things about himthat's always baffled ne. He's got

enough
to support hinself and any nunber of wives for life. So why did he settle on a neat bal
for a second wi fe? Because she has nore noney than he does. | don't know. WNaybe

noney doesn't feel confortable unless it's married to noney."

"What did your grandfather do?"

"Railroads and mining. Technically, that is. Basically, he was a robber baron. At
one point he owned nost of Denver. He was the | andlord of the whole red-light district."

"That nust have been profitable."

"Not as nuch as you'd think," Hooper said with a |laugh. "Fromwhat | hear, he
liked to collect his rent in trade."

That might be a ganbit, Ellen thought. Wat should she say? "That's supposed to
be every schoolgirl's fantasy," she ventured playfully.

"What is?"

"To be a... you know, a prostitute. To sleep with a whole lot of different nen."
"Was it yours?"

El l en | aughed, hoping to cover her blush. "I don't renenber if it was exactly

that," she said. "But | guess we all have fantasies of one kind or another."

Hooper smled and | eaned back in his chair. He called the waitress over and said,
"Bring us a bottle of cold Chablis, would you pl ease?"

Somet hi ng' s happened, Ellen thought. She wondered if he could sense -- snell?
like an aninmal ? -- the invitation she had extended. Whatever it was, he had taken the
of fensive. Al she had to do was avoi d di scouragi ng him

The food cane, followed a nonent |ater by the wi ne. Hooper's scallops were the
size of marshmal |l ows. "Flounder," he said after the waitress had left. "I should have
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known. "

"How can you tell?" Ellen asked. I mediately she wi shed she hadn't said
anything. She didn't want to | et the conversation drift.

"They're too big, for one thing. And the edges are too perfect. They were
obvi ously cut."

"l suppose you could send them back." She hoped he wouldn't; a quarrel with the
waitress could spoil their nopod.

"I mght," said Hooper, and he grinned at Ellen. "Under different circunstances."
He poured Ellen a glass of wine, then filled his own and raised it for a toast. "To
fantasies," he said. "Tell nme about yours." Hi s eyes were a bright, liquid blue, and his
lips
were parted in a half smle

El l en | aughed. "Ch, mine aren't very interesting. | inagine they're just your old

run-of -the-m Il fantasies."

"There's no such thing," said Hooper. "Tell ne." He was asking, not demandi ng,
but Ellen felt that the game she had started demanded that she answer.

"Ch, you know," she said. Her stomach felt warm and the back of her neck was
hot. "Just the standard things. Rape, | guess, is one."

"How does it happen?"

She tried to think, and she renenbered the tines when, alone, she would | et her
nm nd wander and conjure the carnal inages. Usually she was in bed, often with her
husband asl eep beside her. Sonetimes she found that, without knowing it, she had been
rubbi ng her hand over her vagi na, caressing herself.

"Different ways," she said.

"Name one."

"Sonetimes |'min the kitchen in the norning, after everybody has left, and a
wor kman from one of the houses next door cones to ny back door. He wants to use the
phone or have a glass of water." She stopped.

"And t hen?"

"I let himin the door and he threatens to kill me if | don't do what he wants."
"Does he hurt you?"

"Ch no. | nean, he doesn't stab nme or anything."

"Does he hit you?"

"No. He just... rapes ne."

"I's it fun?"

"Not at first. It's scary. But then, after a while, when he's..."

"When he's got you all... ready."

Ellen's eyes noved to his, reading the remark for hunor, irony, or cruelty. She
saw none. Hooper ran his tongue over his |ips and | eaned forward until his face was only
a foot or so fromhers.

El I en thought: The door's open now, all you have to do is walk through it. She
said, "Yes."

"Then it's fun."

"Yes." She shifted in her seat, for the recollection was beconi ng physi cal

"Do you ever have an orgasnP"

"Sonetinmes," she said. "Not always."

"I's he big?"

"Tall? Not..." They had been speaking very softly, and now Hooper | owered his
voice to a whisper. "I don't nean tall. |Is he... you know... big?"

"Usual ly," said Ellen, and she chuckl ed. "Huge."

“I's he bl ack?"

"No. |'ve heard that sone wonen have fantasi es about being raped by bl ack nen,
but | never have."

“Tell me another one.”

"Ch no," she said, laughing. "Now it's your turn."

They heard footsteps and turned to see the waitress approaching their table. "Is
everything all right?" she said.

"Fine," Hooper said curtly. "Everything's fine.

El | en whi spered, "Do you think she heard?"

Hooper | eaned forward. "Not a chance. Now tell me another one."

It's going to happen, Ellen thought, and she felt suddenly nervous. She wanted to

The waitress left.
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tell himwhy she was behaving this way, to explain that she didn't do this all the tine.
He
probably thinks I'ma whore. Forget it. Don't get sappy or you'll ruinit. "No," she said
with a smle. "It's your turn.'
"M ne are usually orgies,
"What are threesies?"
"Three people. Me and two girls."
"Greedy. What do you do?"
"It varies. Everything imginable."
"Are you... big?" she said.
"Bi gger every mnute. What about you?"
"I don't know. Conpared to what?"
"To ot her wonen. Sonme wonen have really tight ones.”
El l en giggled. "You sound |like a conpari son-shopper."
"Just a conscientious consumner."
"I don't know how | am" she said. "I haven't anything to conpare it to." She
| ooked down at her hal f-eaten chicken, and she | aughed.
"What's funny?', he asked.
"I was just wondering," she said, and her laughter built. "I was just wondering

" he said. "O at |least threesies."

if --
oh, Lord, I'mgetting a painin ny side -- if chickens have..."

"OF course!" said Hooper. "But talk about a tightie!"

They | aughed together, and when the |aughter faded, Ellen inpulsively said,
"Let's make a fantasy."

"COkay. How do you want to start?"

"What would you do to nme if we were going to... you know. "
"That's a very interesting question," be said with nock gravity. "Before
consi dering the what, however, we'd have to consider the where. | suppose there's always

my room"

"Too dangerous. Everybody knows ne at the Abelard. Anywhere in Amity would
be too dangerous."

"What about your house?"

"Lord, no. Suppose one of ny children canme hone. Besides..."

"I know. No desecrating the conjugal sheets. Ckay, where el se?"

"There nust be notels between here and Montauk. O even better, between here
and Orient Point."

"Fair enough. Even if there's not, there's always the car."

"I'n broad daylight? You do have wild fantasies."

"In fantasies, anything is possible."

"Al'l right. That's settled. So what would you do?"

"I think we should proceed chronologically. First of all, we'd | eave here in one
car. Probably m ne, because it's |east known. And we'd cone back |later to pick up yours."

"Ckay. "

"Then while we were driving along... no, even before that, before we |eft here,
['d
send you into the ladies' roomand tell you to take off your panties."

n W]y?ll

"So | could... explore you while we're on the road. Just to keep the notors
runni ng."

"I see," she said, trying to seemmatter-of-fact. She felt hot, flushed, and
sensed

that her nind was floating sonmewhere apart from her body. She was a third person
listening to the conversation. She had to fight to keep fromshifting on the Leatherette
bench. She wanted to squirm back and forth, to nove her thighs up and down. But she
was afraid of leaving a stain on the seat.

"Then," said Hooper, "while we were driving along, you mght be sitting on ny
right hand and |1'd be giving you a massage. Maybe |'d have ny fly open. Maybe not,
t hough, because you mi ght get ideas, which would undoubtedly cause ne to | ose control,
and that woul d probably cause a nmassive accident that would | eave us both dead."

Ellen started to giggle again, inmagining the sight of Hooper |ying by the side of
the road, stiff as a flagpole, and herself lying next to him her dress bunched up around
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her wai st and her vagi na yawni ng open, glistening wet, for the world to see.

"W'd try to find a notel," said Hooper, "where the roons are either in separate
cabins or at |least not butted fight up agai nst each other, wall to wall."
n W]y?ll

"Noi se. The walls are usually made of Kl eenex and spit, and we wouldn't want to
be inhibited by the thought of a shoe salesman in the next roompressing his ear to the
wal | and getting his kicks listening to us."

"Suppose you couldn't find a notel like that."

"W woul d," said Hooper. "As | said, in a fantasy anything is possible."

Wiy does he keep saying that? Ellen thought. He can't really be playing a word

game, working up a fantasy he has no intention of fulfilling. Her mind scranbled for a
guestion to keep the conversation alive. "Wat nanme woul d you regi ster us under?"

"Ah yes. |'d forgotten. These days | can't conceive of anyone getting uptight
about

something like this, but you're right: we should have a nane, just in case we ran into an
ol d- f ashi oned i nnkeeper. How about M. and Ms. A Kinsey. W could say we were on
an extended field trip for research.”

"And we'd tell himwe'd send hi man autographed copy of our report.”

"We'd dedicate it to him"

They both | aughed, and Ell en said, "Wat about after we registered?"

"Well, we'd drive to wherever our roomwas, scout around to see if anyone
seened to be in the roons nearby -- unless we had a cabin to ourselves -- and then go
i nsi de. "

"“And then?"

"That's when our options broaden. |'d probably be so turned on that |1'd grab you,
I et you have it -- naybe on the bed, maybe not. That tine would be ny tine. Your tine

woul d cone later.”

"What do you nean?"

"The first tinme would be out of control -- a slambamthank-you-nm' am deal
After that, |'d have nore control, and the second tinme | could prepare you."

"How woul d you do that ?"

"Wth delicacy and finesse."

The wai tress was approaching the table, so they sat back and stopped tal ki ng.

"WIIl there be anything el se?"

"No," said Hooper. "Just the check."

Ell en assuned that the waitress would return to the bar to total the bill, but
she
stood at the table, scribbling and carrying her ones. Ellen slid to the edge of the seat
and
said as she stood up, "Excuse nme. | want to powder ny nose before we go."

"I know," said Hooper, smling.

"You do?" said the waitress as Ellen passed her. "Boy, that's what marriage wil |
do for you. | hope nobody ever knows ne that well."

Ellen arrived home a little before 4:30. She went upstairs, into the bathroom
and
turned on the water in the tub. She took off all her clothes and stuffed theminto the
| aundry hanper, mixing themwith the clothes already in the hanper. She | ooked in the
mrror and exam ned her face and neck. No marKks.

After her bath, she powdered hersel f, brushed her teeth, and gargled with
nout hwash. She went into the bedroom put on a fresh pair of underpants and a
ni ght gown, pulled back the bedclothes and clinbed into bed. She closed her eyes, hoping
that sleep woul d pounce upon her.

But sl eep could not overpower a nenory that kept sliding into her nmind. It was a
vi si on of Hooper, eyes wide and staring -- but unseeing -- at the wall as he approached
climax. The eyes seened to bulge until, just before release, Ellen had feared they night
actually pop out of their sockets. Hooper's teeth were clenched, and he ground themthe
way people do during sleep. Fromhis voice there cane a gurgling whine, whose tone
rose higher and higher with each frenzied thrust. Even after his obvious, violent clinax,
Hooper's count enance had not changed. Hs teeth were still clenched, his eyes still fixed
on the wall, and he continued to punp nmadly. He was oblivious of the being beneath him
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and when, perhaps a full nminute after his climax, Hooper still did not relax, Ellen had
becone afraid -- of what, she wasn't sure, but the ferocity and intensity of his assault
seened to her a pursuit in which she was only a vehicle. After a while, she had tapped
hi mon the back and said softly, "Hey, I'mhere too," and in a nmonment his eyelids closed
and his head dropped to her shoulder. Later, during their subsequent coupling, Hooper
had been nore gentle, nore controlled, |ess detached. But the fury of the first encounter
still lingered disturbingly in Ellen's nind

Finally, her mind gave in to fatigue, and she fell asleep

Al nost instantly, it seened, she was awakened by a voice that said, "Hey there,
are you okay?" She opened her eyes and saw Brody sitting on the end of the bed.

She yawned. "What tine is it?"

"Al nost six."

"Ch-oh. 1've got to pick up Sean. Phyllis Santos nust be having a fit."

"I got him" said Brody. "I figured |I'd better, once | couldn't reach you."
"You tried to reach ne?"
"A couple of tinmes. | tried you at the hospital at around two. They said they

t hought you'd conme hone."

"That's right. | did. | felt amful. My thyroid pills aren't doing what they
shoul d. So
| canme hone."

"Then | tried to reach you here."

"My, it nust have been inportant.”

"No, it was nothing inportant. If you must know, | was calling to apol ogi ze for
what ever | did that got you upset |ast night."

A twi nge of shane struck Ellen, but it passed, and she said, "You' re sweet, but
don't worry. |'d already forgotten about it."

"Ch," said Brody. He waited a nonent to see if she was going to say anything
el se, and when it was clear she wasn't, he said, "So where were you?"

"I told you, here!" The words canme out nmore harshly than she had intended. "I
came home and went to bed, and that's where you found ne."

"And you didn't hear the phone? It's right there." Brody pointed to the bed table
near the other side of the bed.

"No, | ..." She started to say she had turned the phone off, but then she
renenbered that this particular phone couldn't be turned off all the way. "I took a pill.
The noani ng of the dammed won't wake ne after |'ve taken one of those pills."

Brody shook his head. "I really amgoing to throw those damm things down the
john. You're turning into a junkie." He stood and went into the bathroom

Ellen heard himflip up the toilet seat and begin to urinate -- a |oud, powerful,

steady streamthat went on and on and on. She smiled. Until today, she had assuned
Brody was sone kind of urinary freak: he could go for al nost a day without urinating.
Then, when he did pee, he seened to pee forever. Long ago, she had concluded that his
bl adder was the size of a watermnmelon. Now she knew t hat huge bl adder capacity was
sinply a male trait. Now, she said to herself, | ama wonman of the world.

"Have you heard from Hooper?" Brody call ed over the noise of the endless
stream

El l en thought for a nonment about her response, then said, "He called this
norni ng, just to say thank you. Wy?"

"I tried to get hold of himtoday, too. Around mi dday and a couple of tines
duri ng
the afternoon. The hotel said they didn't know where he was. What tine did he cal
her e?"

"Just after you left for work."

"Did he say what he was going to be doi ng?"

"He said . . . he said he might try to work on the boat, | think. | really don't
remenber . "

"Ch. That's funny."

"What is?"

"I stopped by the dock on ny way hone. The harbor nmaster said he hadn't seen
Hooper all day."

"Maybe he changed his mind."

"He was probably shaggi ng Dai sy Wcker in sone hotel room"
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Ell en heard the streamslow, then dwindle into droplets. Then she heard the
toil et
flush.

Chapter 9

On Thursday norning Brody got a call summning himto Vaughan's office for a noon
neeting of the Board of Sel ectnmen. He knew what the subject of the neeting was:
openi ng the beaches for the Fourth of July weekend that woul d begin the day after
tonorrow. By the tinme he left his office for the town hall, he had marshal ed and
exam ned every argunment he could think of. He knew his argunents were subjective,
negative, based on intuition, caution, and an abiding, gnawing guilt. But Brody was
convi nced he was right. Opening the beaches would not be a solution or a conclusion. It
woul d be a ganble that Anity -- and Brody -- could never really win. They woul d never
know for certain that the shark had gone away. They would be living fromday to day,
hoping for a continuing draw. And one day, Brody was sure, they would | ose.

The town hall stood at the head of Main Street, where Mii n dead-ended and was
crossed by Water Street. The building was a crown at the top of the T formed by Miin

and Water streets. It was an inposing, pseudo-Georgian affair -- red brick with white
trim

and two white colums franing the entrance. A Wrld War |l howitzer sat on the lawn in
front of the town hall, a nenorial to the citizens of Amty who had served in the war.

The buil ding had been given to the town in the late 1920s by an investnent
banker who had sonehow convinced hinmself that Armity woul d one day be the hub of
commerce on eastern Long Island. He felt that the town's public officials should work in

a building befitting their destiny -- not, as had been the case until then, conducting
t he
town's business in a tiny suite of airless roons above a saloon called the MII. (In

February, 1930, the distraught banker, who had proved no nore adept at predicting his
own destiny than Amty's, tried, unsuccessfully, to reclaimthe building, insisting he
had

intended only to loan it to the town.)

The roons inside the town hall were as preposterously grandi ose as the exterior.
They were huge and high-ceilinged, each with its own el aborate chandelier. Rather than
pay to renodel the interior into small cubicles, successive Anity adm nistrations had
sinply jamred nore and nore people into each room Only the mayor was stil
permitted to performhis part-tinme duties in solitary splendor.

Vaughan's office was on the southeast corner of the second floor, overl ooking
nost of the town and, in the distance, the Atlantic Ccean.

Vaughan's secretary, a whol esone, pretty wonan naned Janet Sumer, sat at a
desk outside the mayor's office. Though he saw her sel dom Brody was paternally fond of
Janet, and he was idly nystified that -- aged about twenty-six -- she was stil
unmarri ed.

He usually made a point of inquiring about her Iove life before he entered Vaughan's
of fice. Today he said sinply, "Are they all inside?"

"All that's comng." Brody started into the office, and Janet said, "Don't you

want
to know who |' m goi ng out with?"

He stopped, snmiled, and said, "Sure. I'msorry. My nind's a ness today. So who is
it?"

"Nobody. I'min tenporary retirenent. But |I'Il tell you one thing." She | owered
her voice and |l eaned forward. "I wouldn't m nd playing footsie with that M. Hooper."

“I's he in there?"

Janet nodded.

"l wonder when he was el ected sel ect nan. "

"I don't know," she said. "But he sure is cute."
"Sorry, Jan, he's spoken for."
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"By who?"

"Dai sy Wcker."

Janet | aughed.

"What's funny? | just broke your heart."

"You don't know about Daisy Wcker?"

"I guess | don't."

Agai n Janet |owered her voice. "She's queer. She's got a |lady roomate and
everything. She's not even AC-DC. She's just plain old DC "

“"I'"l'l be damed," said Brody. "You sure do have an interesting job, Jan." As he
entered the office, Brody said to hinself: Okay, so where the hell was Hooper yesterday?

As soon as he was inside the office, Brody knew he would be fighting al one. The
only selectnen present were longtinme friends and allies of Vaughan's: Tony Catsoulis, a
bui l der who | ooked |ike a fire hydrant; Ned Thatcher, a frail old nan whose fam |y had
owned the Abelard Arns Inn for three generations; Paul Conover, owner of Amty
Li quors; and Rare Lopez (pronounced | oaps), a dark-skinned Portuguese elected to the
board by, and a vocal defender of, the town's black comunity.

The four selectnmen sat around a coffee table at one end of the i mense room
Vaughan sat at his desk at the other end of the room Hooper stood at a southerly
wi ndow, staring out at the sea.

"Where's Albert Mrris?" Brody said to Vaughan after perfunctorily greeting the
ot hers.

"He couldn't make it," said Vaughan. "I don't think he felt well."

"And Fred Potter?"

"Same thing. There nmust be a bug going around." Vaughan stood up. "Well, |
guess we're all here. Grab a chair and pull it over by the coffee table."

God, he | ooks awful, Brody thought as he watched Vanghan drag a strai ght-back
chair across the room Vaughan's eyes were sunken and dark. His skin | ooked |ike
mayonnai se. Either he's got sonme fierce hangover, Brody decided, or else he hasn't slept
in a nmonth.

When everyone was seated, Vaughan said, "You all know why we're here. And |
guess it's safe to say that there's only one of us that needs convincing about what we
shoul d do."

"You nean ne," said Brody.

Vaughan nodded. "Look at it fromour point of view, Martin. The town is dying.
Peopl e are out of work. Stores that were going to open aren't. People aren't renting
houses, | et al one buying them And every day we keep the beaches cl osed, we drive
another nail into our own coffin. We're saying, officially, this town is unsafe: stay
away
fromhere. And people are listening."

"Suppose you do open the beaches for the Fourth, Larry," said Brody. "And
suppose soneone gets killed."

"It's a calculated risk, but I think -- we think -- it's worth taking."

n \N]y?ll

Vaughan said, "M . Hooper?"

"Several reasons," said Hooper. "First of all, nobody's seen the fish in a week."
"Nobody's been in the water, either."
"That's true. But |'ve been on the boat |ooking for himevery day -- every day
but
one."
"I meant to ask you about that. Wiere were you yesterday?"
"It rained," said Hooper. "Renenber?"
"So what did you do?"
"I just..." He paused nonentarily, then said, "I studied sone water sanples. And
read. "
"Where? In your hotel roon®"
"Part of the tinme, yeah. Wat are you driving at?"
"I called your hotel. They said you were out all afternoon."
"So | was out!" Hooper said angrily. "I don't have to report in every five
m nut es,
do 1 ?"

"No. But you're here to do a job, not go galavanting around all those country
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cl ubs
you used to belong to."
"Listen, mister, you're not paying ne. | can do whatever the fuck | want!"
Vaughan broke in. "Come on. This isn't getting anybody anywhere."
"Anyway, " said Hooper, "l haven't seen a trace of that fish. Not a sign. Then
there's the water. It's getting warmer every day. It's al nost seventy now. As a rule -- |
know, rules are made to be broken -- great whites prefer cooler water."

"So you think he's gone farther north?"

"Or out deeper, into colder water. He could even have gone south. You can't
predi ct what these things are going to do."

"That's ny point," said Brody. "You can't predict it. So all you're doing is
guessi ng. "

Vaughan said, "You can't ask for a guarantee, Martin."

"Tell that to Christine Watkins. O the Kintner boy's nother."

"I know, | know," Vaughan said inpatiently. "But we have to do sonething. W
can't sit around waiting for divine revelation. God isn't going to scribble across the
sky,

'The shark is gone.' W have to wei gh the evidence and nake a decision."
Brody nodded. "I guess. So what el se has the boy genius conme up wth?"
"What's the matter with you?" said Hooper. "I was asked for ny opinion."

"Sure," said Brody. "Okay. \Wat el se?"

"What we've known all along. That there's no reason for that fish to hang around
here. | haven't seen him The Coast Guard hasn't seen him No new reef has popped up
fromthe bottom No garbage scows are dunping stuff into the water. No extraordinary
fish life is around. There's just no reason for himto be here."

"But there never has been, has there? And he was here."

"That's true. | can't explain it. | doubt if anyone can."
“"An act of God, then?"
"I'f you like."

"And there's no insurance agai nst acts of God, is there, Larry?"

"I don't know what you're getting at, Martin," said Vaughan. "But we've got to
nake a decision. As far as |'mconcerned, there's only one way to go."

"The decision's been nmade," said Brody.

"You could say that, yes."

"And when soneone el se gets killed? Wwo's taking the blane this tinme? Wo's
going to talk to the husband or the nother or the wife and tell them 'W were just
pl ayi ng the odds, and we | ost'?"

"Don't be so negative, Martin. Wen the tine cones -- if the tine cones, and |'m
betting it won't -- we'll work that out then."
"Now, goddammit! |I'msick of taking all the shit for your mstakes."

"WAit a mnute, Martin."

"I"'mserious. If you want the authority for opening the beaches, then you take
t he
responsibility, too."

"What are you sayi ng?"

"I"'msaying that as long as |'mchief of police in this tow, as long as |'m

supposed
to be responsible for public safety, those beaches will not be open.”

“"I''"lIl tell you this, Martin," said Vaughan. "If those beaches stay cl osed over
t he
Fourth of July weekend, you won't have your job very long. And I'mnot threatening. |'m
telling you. W can still have a sunmer. But we have to tell people it's safe to cone
here.

Twenty mnutes after they hear you won't open the beaches, the people of this town will
i mpeach you, or find a rail and run you out on it. Do you agree, gentlenen?"

"Fuckin' A" said Catsoulis. "I'lIl give "emthe rail nyself."

"My people got no work," said Lopez. "You don't |let themwork, you're not gonna

wor k. "

Brody said flatly, "You can have ny job anytinme you want it."

A buzzer sounded on Vaughan's desk. He stood up angrily and crossed the room
He picked up the phone. "I told you we didn't want to be disturbed!" he snapped. There
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was a monent's silence, and he said to Brody, "There's a call for you. Janet says it's
urgent. You can take it here or outside."

"I"lI'l take it outside," Brody said, wondering what could be urgent enough to cal
hi mout of a nmeeting with the selectnen. Another attack? He |left the roomand cl osed the
door behind him Janet handed hi mthe phone on her desk, but before she could depress
the flashing button to release it from"hold," Brody said, "Tell nme: Did Larry ever cal
Al bert Morris and Fred Potter this norning?"

Janet | ooked away fromhim "I was told not to say anything about anything to
anybody. "

"Tell nme, Janet. | need to know. "

"WIIl you put in a good word for ne with Golden Boy in there?"

“"It's a deal ."

"No. The only ones | called were the four in there."

"Push the button." Janet pushed the button, and Brody said, "Brody."

Inside his office, Vaughan saw the |light stop flashing, and he gently eased his
finger off the receiver hook and placed his hand over the nouthpiece. He | ooked around
the room searching each face for a challenge. No one returned his gaze -- not even
Hooper, who had decided that the less he was involved in the affairs of Amity, the better
of f he woul d be.

"It's Harry, Martin," said Meadows. "I know you're in a neeting and | know
you've got to get back to it. So just listen. |I'Il be brief. Larry Vaughan is up to his
tail in
hock. "

"I don't believe it."

"Listen, | said! The fact that he's in debt doesn't nean anything. It's who he's
in
debt to that matters. A long tine ago, maybe twenty-five years, before Larry had any
noney, his wife got sick. | don't renenber what she had, but it was serious. And

expensive. My nenory's a little hazy on this, but |I renmenber himsaying afterward that
he had been hel ped out by a friend, gotten a loan to pull himthrough. It nust have been

for several thousand dollars. Larry told ne the man's nane. | woul dn't have thought
anything about it, but Larry said sonething about the man being willing to hel p out
people in trouble. | was young then, and | didn't have any noney either. So | nade a note

of the nanme and stuck it away in ny files. It never occurred to nme to look it up again
unti |
you asked ne to start snooping. The nane was Tino Russo."

"Get to the point, Harry."

"I am Now junp to the present. A couple of nonths ago, before this shark thing
ever began, a conpany was forned call ed Caskata Estates. It's a holding conpany. At the
beginning, it had no real assets. The first thing it bought was a big potato field just
north

of Scotch Road. Wen the sunmer didn't shape up well, Caskata began to buy a few

nore properties. It was all perfectly legitimte. The conpany obvi ously has cash behind
it -- sonewhere -- and it was taking advantage of the down narket to pick up properties
at low prices. But then -- as soon as the first newspaper reports about the shark thing
came out -- Caskata really started buying. The lower real estate prices fell, the nore

t hey

bought. Al very quietly. Prices are so low now that it's alnost |like during the war, and
Caskata's still buying. Very little noney down. Al short-term pronissory notes. Signhed

by Larry Vaughan, who is listed as the president of Caskata. The executive vice-president
of Caskata Estates is Tino Russo, who the Tines has been listing for years as a second-
echelon crunb in one of the five Mafia famlies in New York."

Brody whistled through his teeth. "And the sonofabitch has been npani ng about

how nobody' s been buying anything fromhim | still don't understand why he's being
pressured to open the beaches.™

"I"'mnot sure. I'mnot even sure he's still being pressured. He may be argui ng
out
of personal desperation. | imagine he's way overextended. He couldn't buy anything nore

no matter how |l ow the prices go. The only way he can get out without being ruined is if
the market turns around and the prices go up. Then he can sell what he's bought and get
the profit. O Russo can get the profit, however the deal's worked out. |If prices keep
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going down -- in other words, if the town is still officially unsafe -- his notes are
going to

come due. He can't possibly neet them He's probably got over half a million out nowin
cash down paynents. He'll lose his cash, and the properties will either revert to the
original owners or else get picked up by Russo if he can raise the cash. | don't inagine
Russo woul d want to take the risk. Prices m ght keep going down, and then he'd take a
bat h al ong with Vaughan. My guess is that Russo still has hopes of big profits, but the
only way he has a chance of getting themis if Vaughan forces the beaches open. Then, if
not hi ng happens -- if the shark doesn't kill anybody else -- before long prices will go
up

and Vaughan can sell out. Russo will take his cut -- half the gross or whatever -- and
Caskata will be dissolved. Vaughan will get what's |eft, probably enough to keep him
frombeing ruined. If the shark does kill soneone el se, then the only one who gets
screwed i s Vaughan. As far as | can tell, Russo doesn't have a nickel in cash in this
outfit.

It's all --"

"You're a goddammed liar, Meadows!" Vaughan's voice shrieked into the phone,
"You print one word of that crap and I'lIl sue you to death!" There was a click as Vaughan
sl anmed down the phone.

"So much for the integrity of our elected officials,"” said Meadows.

"What are you going to do, Harry? Can you print anything?"

"No, at least not yet. | can't docunent enough. You know as well as | do that the
nob is getting nore and nore involved in Long Island -- the construction business,
restaurants, everything. But it's hard as hell to prove an actual illegality. In
Vanghan' s
case, I'mnot sure there's anything illegal going on, in the strict sense of the word. In
a
few days, with a little nore digging, | should be able to put together a piece saying
t hat
Vaughan has been associating with a known nobster. | mean a piece that will hold up if

Vaughan ever did try to sue."

"I't sounds to ne |like you've got enough now," said Brody.

"I have the know edge, but not the proof. | don't have the docunents, or even
copies of them |'ve seen them but that's all."

"Do you think any of the selectnen are in on the deal? Larry | oaded this neeting
agai nst ne."

"No. You nean Catsoulis and Conover? They're just old buddies who owe Larry a
favor or two. |If Thatcher's there, he's too old and too scared to say a word agai nst
Larry.

And Lopez is straight. He's really concerned about jobs for his people."

"Does Hooper know any of this? He's making a pretty strong case for opening the
beaches. "

"No, |"'mpretty sure he doesn't. | only wapped it up nyself a few m nutes ago,
and there are still a lot of |oose threads."

"What do you think | ought to do? | may have quit already. | offered themny job
before | came out to take your call."

"Christ, don't quit. First of all, we need you. If you quit, Russo will get
t oget her
wi th Vaughan and handpi ck your successor. You may think all your troops are honest,
but I'll bet Russo could find one who wouldn't mind exchanging a little integrity for a
few
dollars -- or even just for a shot at the chief's job."

"So where does that |eave me?"

“"I'f I were you, |'d open the beaches."

"For God's sake, Harry, that's what they want! | might as well go on their
payrol|."

"You said yourself that there's a strong argunent for opening the beaches. |
t hi nk
Hooper's right. You're going to have to open them sonetine, even if we never see that
fish again. You might as well do it now "

"And let the nob take their noney and run."
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"What el se can you do? You keep them cl osed, and Vaughan'll find a way to get
rid of you and he'll open them hinmself. Then you'll be no use whatever. To anybody. At
| east this way, if you open the beaches and not hi ng happens, the town night have a
chance. Then, maybe later, we can find a way to pin sonething on Vaughan. | don't know
what, but maybe there'll be sonething."

"Shit," said Brody. "All right, Harry, I'lIl think about it. But if | open them
['"'m
gonna do it ny way. Thanks for the call." He hung up and went into Vaughan's office.

Vaughan was standing at the southerly wi ndow, his back to the door. Wen he
heard Brody wal k in, he said, "The neeting's over."

"What do you nean, over?" said Catsoulis. "W ain't decided a fuckin' thing."

Vaughan spun around and said, "It's over, Tony! Don't give me any trouble. It'l|
work out the way we want. Just give ne a chance to have a little chat with the chief.
Okay? Now everybody out."

Hooper and the four selectnmen left the office. Brody watched Vaughan as he
ushered them out. He knew he should feel pity for Vaughan, but he couldn't suppress the
contenpt that flowed over him Vaughan shut the door, wal ked over to the couch, and sat
down heavily. He rested his el bows on his knees and rubbed his tenples with his

fingertips. "W were friends, Martin," he said. "I hope we can be again,"

"How nmuch of what Meadows said is true?”

"I won't tell you. | can't. Suffice it to say that a man once did a favor for ne
and

now he wants ne to repay the favor."
“I'n other words, all of it."

Vaughan | ooked up, and Brody saw that his eyes were red and wet. "I swear to
you, Martin, if | had any idea how far this would go, |I'd never have gotten into it."

"How much are you into himfor?"

"The original anmobunt was ten thousand. | tried to pay it back twice, a long tine

ago, but | could never get themto cash ny checks. They kept saying it was a gift, not to
worry about it. But they never gave nme back ny marker. When they canme to ne a couple

of nmonths ago, | offered thema hundred thousand dollars -- cash. They said it wasn't
enough. They didn't want the noney. They wanted ne to make a few i nvestnents.

Everybody' d be a wi nner, they said."

"And how nmuch are you out now?"

"God knows. Every cent | have. Mre than every cent. Probably close to a mllion
dol l ars." Vaughan took a deep breath. "Can you help ne, Mrtin?"

"The only thing | can do for you is put you in touch with the DA If you'd
testify,
you mght be able to slap a | oan-sharking rap on these guys."

"I'"d be dead before | got hone fromthe D.A's office, and El eanor would be |eft
wi t hout anything. That's not the kind of help | neant."

"I know." Brody |ooked down at Vaughan, a huddl ed, wounded ani mal, and he
did feel conpassion for him He began to doubt his own opposition to opening the
beaches. How much of it was the residue of prior guilt, how nmuch fear of another attack?
How nuch was he indul ging hinself, playing it safe, and how nmuch was prudent concern
for the town? "I'Il tell you what, Larry, |'Il open the beaches. Not to help you, because
[''m
sure if | didn't open themyou'd find a way to get rid of ne and open themyourself. [|'1]
open the beaches because |'mnot sure I'mright any nore."

"Thanks, Martin. | appreciate that."

"I"'mnot finished. Like | said, I'll open them But |'mgoing to post nen on the
beaches. And |'m going to have Hooper patrol in the boat. And |I'm going to nmake sure
every person who conmes down there knows the danger."

"You can't do that!" Vaughan said. "You might as well |eave the dam things
cl osed. "

"I can do it, Larry, and | wll."

"What are you going to do? Post signs warning of a killer shark? Put an ad in the
newspaper saying 'Beaches Open -- Stay Away' ? Nobody's going to go to the beach if it's
crawling with cops."”

"I don't know what |'mgoing to do. But sonething. |I'mnot going to nmake believe
not hi ng ever happened. "
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"All right, Martin." Vaughan rose. "You don't |eave ne nmuch choice. If |I got rid
of you, you'd probably go down to the beach as a private citizen and run up and down
yelling 'Shark!' So all right. But be subtle -- if not for ny sake, for the town's."

Brody | eft the office. As he wal ked down the stairs, he |ooked at his watch. It
was
past one o' clock, and he was hungry. He went down WAater Street to Loeffler's, Amty's
only delicatessen. It was owned by Paul Loeffler, a classmate of Brody's in high school.

As Brody pulled open the glass door, he heard Loeffler say, "...like a goddam
dictator, if you ask ne. | don't know what's his problem" \Wen he saw Brody, Loeffler
bl ushed. He had been a skinny kid in high school, but as soon as he had taken over his
father's business, he had succunbed to the terrible tenptations that surrounded himfor
twel ve hours of every day of every week, and nowadays he | ooked |ike a pear

Brody smiled. "You weren't tal king about ne, were you, Paulie?"

"What nmakes you think that?" said Loeffler, his blush deepening.

"Not hing. Never mnd. If you'll nmake me a ham and Swiss on rye with nustard,
"Il tell you sonmething that will nake you happy."

"That | have to hear." Loeffler began to assenble Brody's sandw ch.

"I"'mgoing to open the beaches for the Fourth."

"That nakes ne happy."

"Busi ness bad?"

"Bad. "
"Busi ness is always bad with you."
"Not like this. If it doesn't get better soon, |'mgonna be the cause of a race

riot."

"What do you nean?"

"I'"'m supposed to hire two delivery boys for the sumrer. |'mcomitted. But |
can't afford two. Let alone | don't have enough work for two, the way things are. So |
can
only hire one. One's white and one's bl ack."

"Whi ch one are you hiring?"

"The black one. | figure he needs the noney nore. | just thank God the white one
isn't Jew sh."”

Brody arrived honme at 5:10. As he pulled into the driveway, the back door to the

house opened, and Ellen ran toward him She had been crying, and she was still visibly
upset .

"What's the matter?" he said.

"Thank God you're hone. | tried to reach you at work, but you had already left.
Come here. Quick." She took himby the hand and | ed hi m past the back door to the shed
where they kept the garbage cans. "In there," she said, pointing to a can. "Look."

Brody renoved the lid fromthe can. Lying in a twisted heap atop a bag of
garbage was Sean's cat -- a big, husky tomnanmed Frisky. The cat's head had been twi sted

compl etely around, and the yell ow eyes over- |ooked its back.

"How the hell did that happen?" said Brody. "A car?"

"No, a man." Ellen's breath cane in sobs. "A man did it to him Sean was right
there when it happened. The nan got out of a car over by the curb. He picked up the eat
and twisted its head until the neck broke. Scan said it made a horrible snap. Then he
dropped the cat on the | awn and got back in his car and drove away."

"Did he say anything?"

"I don't know. Sean's inside. He's hysterical, and | don't blame him Martin,
what ' s
happeni ng?"

Brody slammed the top back on the can. "God damm sonofabitch!" he said. Hs
throat felt tight, and he clenched his teeth, popping the nuscles on both sides of his
j aw.

"Let's go inside."

Five minutes later, Brody marched out the back door. He tore the lid off the
garbage can and threw it aside. He reached in and pulled out the cat's corpse. He took it
to his car, pitched it through the open wi ndow, and clinmbed in. He backed out of the
dri veway and screeched away. A hundred yards down the road, in a burst of fury, he
turned on his siren. It took himonly a couple of minutes to reach Vaughan's house, a
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| arge, Tudor-style stone nansion on Sprain Drive, just off Scotch Road. He got out of the
car, dragging the dead cat by one of its hind | egs, nounted the front steps, and rang the
bell. He hoped El eanor Vaughan woul dn't answer the door.

The door opened, and Vaughan said, "Hello, Martin. [|..."

Brody raised the eat and pushed it toward Vaughan's face. "Wat about this, you
cocksucker?" Vaughan's eyes w dened. "Wat do you nean? | don't know what you're
tal ki ng about ?"

"One of your friends did this. Right in nmy front yard, right in front of ny kid.
They nurdered ny fucking cat! Did you tell themto do that?"

"Don't be crazy, Martin." Vaughan seened genui nely shocked. "I'd never do
anything like that. Never."

Brody | owered the cat and said, "Did you call your friends after | left?"

"Well... yes. But just to say that the beaches woul d be open tonorrow. "

"That's all you said?"

"Yes. Why?"

"You lying fuck!" Brody hit Vaughan in the chest with the cat and let it fall to
t he
floor. "You know what the guy said after he strangled nmy eat? You know what he told
ny ei ght-year-old boy?"

"No. O course | don't know. How would | know?"

"He said the sanme thing you did. He said: 'Tell your old man this -- "Be subtle."

Brody turned and wal ked down the steps, |eaving Vaughan standi ng over the gnarl ed
bundl e of bone and fur.

Chapter 10

Friday was cloudy, with scattered Iight showers, and the only people who swam were a
young couple who took a quick dip early in the norning just as Brody's man arrived at
the beach. Hooper patrolled for six hours and saw nothing. On Friday night Brody called
the Coast Guard for a weather report. He wasn't sure what he hoped to hear. He knew he
shoul d wi sh for beautiful weather for the three-day holiday weekend. It would bring
people to Anmity and if nothing happened, if nothing was sighted, by Tuesday he ni ght
begin to believe the shark had gone. |f nothing happened. Privately, he woul d have

wel coned a three-day blow that woul d keep the beaches cl ear over the weekend. Either
way, he begged his personal deities not to | et anything happen.

He want ed Hooper to go back to Wods Hole. It was not just that Hooper was
al ways there, the expert voice to contradict his caution. Brody sensed that sonehow
Hooper had come into his hone. He knew Ellen had tal ked to Hooper since the party:
young Martin had nentioned sonethi ng about the possibility of Hooper taking themon a
beach picnic to look for shells. Then there was that business on Wdnesday. Ellen had
said she was sick, and she certainly had | ooked worn out when he cane honme. But where
had Hooper been that day? Wiy had he been so evasive when Brody had asked hi m about
it? For the first time in his married |ife, Brody was wondering, and the wondering filled
himw th an unconfortabl e anbi val ence -- self-reproach for questioning Ellen, and fear
that there night actually be sonething to wonder about.

The weat her report was for clear and sunny, southwest winds five to ten knots.
Wel |, Brody thought, maybe that's for the best. If we have a good weekend and nobody
gets hurt, maybe | can believe. And Hooper's sure to | eave.

Brody had said he would call Hooper as soon as he talked to the Coast Guard. He
was standing at the kitchen phone. Ellen was washing the supper dishes. Brody knew
Hooper was staying at the Abelard Arns. He saw t he phone book buried beneath a pile of
bills, note pads, and conic books on the kitchen counter. He started to reach for it,

t hen

stopped. "I have to call Hooper," he said. "You know where the phone book is?"
"It's six-five-four-three," said Ellen
"What is?"

"The Abelard. That's the nunber: six-five-four-three."
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"How do you know?"

"I have a nenory for phone nunbers. You know that. | always have."

He did know it, and he cursed hinself for playing stupid tricks. He dialed the
numnber .

"Abelard Arnms." It was a nal e voice, young. The night clerk.

"Matt Hooper's room please."

"You don't happen to know the room nunber, sir?"

"No." Brody cupped his hand over the nouthpiece and said to Ellen, "You don't
happen to know t he room nunber, do you?"
She | ooked at him and for a second she didn't answer. Then she shook her head.
The clerk said, "Here it is. Four-oh-five."

The phone rang twi ce before Hooper answered.

"This is Brody."

"“Yeah. Hi ."

Brody faced the wall, trying to imgi ne what the room | ooked |ike. He conjured
visions of a small dark garret, a runpled bed, stains on the sheets, the snells of rut.
He

felt, briefly, that he was going out of his mind. "I guess we're on for tonorrow," he
sai d.
"The weat her report is good."

"Yeah, | know. "

"Then 1'Il see you down at the dock."

"What tine?"

"Nine-thirty, | guess. Nobody's going to go swim ruing before then."

"Okay. Nine-thirty."
"Fine. Ch hey, by the way," Brody said, "how did things work out with Daisy

W cker ?"

"What ?"

Brody wi shed he hadn't asked the question. "Nothing. | was just curious. You
know, about whether you two hit it off."

"Well... yeah, now that you nention it. Is that part of your job, to check up on

people's sex |ife?"
"Forget it. Forget | ever nmentioned it." He hung up the phone. Liar, he thought.

What the hell is going on here? He turned to Ellen. "I neant to ask you, Martin said
sonet hi ng about a beach picnic. Wen's that?"

"No special tine," she said. "It was just a thought."

"Ch." He | ooked at her, but she didn't return the glance. "I think it's time you
got

sonme sleep.”

"Whay do you say that ?"

"You haven't been feeling well. And that's the second tinme you' ve washed t hat
glass." He took a beer fromthe refrigerator. He yanked the netal tab and it broke off in
his hand. "Fuck!" he said, and he threw the full can into the wastebasket and nmarched out
of the room

Sat ur day noon, Brody stood on a dune overl ooking the Scotch Road beach,
feeling half secret agent, half fool. He was wearing a polo shirt and a bathing suit: he
had
had to buy one specially for this assignnent. He was chagrined at his white |legs, nearly
hairl ess after years of chaffing in long pants. He wished Ellen had cone with him to
nmake him feel |ess conspicuous, but she had begged off, clainmng that since he wasn't
going to be hone over the weekend, this would be a good tinme to catch up on her
housework. In a beach bag by Brody's side were a pair of binoculars, a walkie-talkie, two
beers, and a cel |l ophane-w apped sandwi ch. O fshore, between a quarter and half a nile
the Flicka noved slowy eastward. Brody watched the boat and said to hinself: At |east |
know where he is today.

The Coast Guard had been right: the day was splendid -- cloudl ess and warm
with a |ight onshore breeze. The beach was not crowded. A dozen teen-agers were
scattered about in their ritual rows. A few couples lay dozing -- notionless as corpses,
as
if to nove would disrupt the cosnic rhythns that generated a tan. A fam |y was gat hered
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around a charcoal fire in the sand, and the scent of grilling hanburger drifted into
Brody's
nose.

No one had yet gone swinming. Twice, different sets of parents had led their
children to the water's edge and allowed themto wade in the wavewash, but after a few
m nut es--bored or fearful -- the parents had ordered the children back up the beach

Brody heard footsteps crackling in the beach grass behind him and he turned
around. A nan and a woman in their late forties, probably, and both grossly overweight --
were struggling up the dune, dragging two conplaining children behind them The man
wore khakis, a T-shirt, and basketball sneakers. The woman wore a print dress that rode
up her winkled thighs. In her hand she carried a pair of sandals. Behind them Brody saw
a W nnebago canper parked on Scotch Road.

"Can | help you?" Brody said when the couple had reached the top of the dune.

"Is this the beach?" said the wonman.

"What beach are you | ooking for? The public beach is --"

"This is it, awight," said the man, pulling a map out of his pocket. He spoke
with
the unm st akabl e accent of the Queensborough New Yorker. "W turned off Twenty-
seven and followed this road here. This is it, awight."

"So where's the shark?" said one of the children, a fat boy of about thirteen. "I
t hought you said we were gonna see a shark."

"Shut up," said his father. He said to Brody, "Were's this hotshot shark?"

"What shar k?"

"The shark that's killed all thempeople. | seen it on TV -- on three different
channels. There's a shark that kills people. R ght here."

"There was a shark here," said Brody. "But it isn't here now And with any | uck
it
won't come back."

The man stared at Brody for a second and then snarled, "You nean we drove all
the way out here to see this shark and he's gone? That's not what the TV said."

"I can't help that," said Brody. "I don't know who told you you were going to see
that shark. They don't just cone up on the beach and shake hands, you know. "

"Don't smart-nouth nme, buddy."

Brody stood up. "Listen, mster," he said, pulling his wallet fromthe belt of

hi s

bat hing suit and opening it so the man could see his badge. "I'mthe chief of police in
this

town. | don't know who you are, or who you think you are, but you don't march onto a

private beach in Amity and start behaving |like a bum Now state your business or beat
it."

The man stopped posturing. "Sorry," he said. "It's just after all that goddam
traffic
and the kids screaming in ny ear, | thought at |least we'd get a | ook at the shark. That's
what we cone all the way out here for."

"You drove two and a half hours to see a shark? Wy?"

"Sonmething to do. Last weekend we went to Jungle Habitat. W thought nmaybe
this weekend we'd go to the Jersey Shore. But then we heard about the shark out here.
The ki ds never seen a shark before.”

"Well, | hope they don't see one today, either."

"Shit," said the man

"You said we'd see a shark!" whined one of the boys.

"Shut your nouth, Benny!" The man turned back to Brody. "Is it okay if we have
| unch here?"

Brody knew he could order the people down to the public beach, but without a
resident's parking sticker they would have to park their canper nore than a mle fromthe

beach, so he said, "I guess so. If sonebody conplains, you'll have to nove, but | doubt
anyone will conplain today. Go ahead. But don't |eave anything -- not a gum wrapper or
a matchstick -- on the beach, or I'll slap a ticket on you for littering."

"COkay." The nman said to his wife, "You got the cool er?"

"I left it in the canper," she said. "I didn't know we'd be staying."

"Shit." The man trudged down the dune, panting. The worman and her two
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children wal ked twenty or thirty yards away and sat on the sand.

Brody | ooked at his watch: 12:15. He reached into the beach bag and took out the
wal ki e-tal ki e. He pushed a button and said, "You there, Leonard?" Then he rel eased the
but t on.

In a nmonent the reply cane back, rasping through the speaker. "I read you, Chief.
Over." Hendricks had volunteered to spend the weekend on the public beach, as the third
point in the triangle of watch. ("You're getting to be a regular beach bum" Brody had
sai d when Hendricks vol unteered. Hendricks had | aughed and said, "Sure, Chief. If you're
going to live in a place like this, you night as well becone a beautiful people.")

"What's up?" said Brody. "Anything going on?"

"Nothing we can't handle, but there is a little problem People keep coming up to
me and trying to give ne tickets. Over."

"Tickets for what?"

"To get onto the beach. They say they bought special tickets in town that all ow
themto conme onto the Amity beach. You should see the damm things. | got one right
here. It says 'Shark Beach. Admit One. Two-fifty.' Al | can figure is sone sharpie is
making a pretty fine killing selling people tickets they don't need. Over."

"What's their reaction when you turn down their tickets?"

"First, they're mad as hell when | tell themthey've been taken, that there's no
charge for conming to the beach. Then they get even nmadder when | tell themthat, ticket
or no ticket, they can't leave their cars in the parking ot without a parking permt.
Cver."

"Did any of themtell you who's selling the tickets?"

"Just sone guy, they say. They net himon Main Street, and he told themthey
couldn't get on the beach without a ticket. Over."

"I want to find out who the hell is selling those tickets, Leonard, and | want
hi m
stopped. Go to the phone booth in the parking I ot and call headquarters and tell whoever
answers that | want a man to go down to Main Street and arrest that bastard. |If he cones
fromout of town, run himout of town. If he lives here, lock himup."

"On what charge? Over."

"I don't care. Think of sonething. Fraud. Just get himoff the streets.”

"Okay, Chief."

"Any ot her probl ens?"

"No. There are sonme nore of those TV guys here with one of those nobile units,
but they're not doing anything except interview ng people. Over."

" About what ?"

"Just the standard stuff. You know. Are you Scared to go swi ming? \Wat do
you think about the shark? Al that crap. Over."

"How | ong have they been there?"

"Most of the norning. | don't know how long they'll hang around, especially since
no one's going in the water. Over."

"As long as they're not causing any trouble."

"Nope. Over."

"Okay. Hey, Leonard, you don't have to say 'over' all the tinme. | can tell when
you're finished speaking."

"Just procedure, Chief. Keeps things clear. Over and out."

Brody waited a nonent, then pushed the button again and said, "Hooper, this is
Brody. Anything out there?" There was no answer. "This is Brody calling Hooper. Can
you hear ne?" He was about to call a third tine, when he heard Hooper's voice.

"Sorry. | was out on the stern. | thought | saw sone thing."
"What did you see?"
"Nothing. |I"'msure it was nothing. My eyes were playing tricks on nme."

"What did you think you saw?"
"I can't really describe it. A shadow, maybe. Nothing nore. The sunlight can foo
you."
"You haven't seen anything el se?"
"Not a thing. Al norning."
"Let's keep it that way. I'll check with you later."
"Fine. I'lIl be in front of the public beach in a mnute or two."

Brody put the wal kie-tal kie back in the bag and took out his sandwi ch. The bread

file://IC|/My Documents/Mike's Shit/utilities/books/pdf format/Benchley, Peter - Jaws.txt (84 of 131) [1/18/2001 2:02:22 AM]



file://IC|/My Documents/Mike's Shit/utilities/books/pdf format/Benchley, Peter - Jaws.txt

was cold and stiff fromresting against the ice-filled plastic bag that contained the
cans of
beer.

By 2:30, the beach was al nbst enpty. People had gone off to play tennis, to sail,
to have their hair done. The only ones left on the beach were half a dozen teen-agers and
the famly from Queens.

Brody's | egs had begun to sunburn -- faint red blotches were surfacing on his
thighs and the tops of his feet -- so he covered themwth his towel. He took the wal ki e-
tal kie out of the bag and called andrlcks " Anyt hi ng happeni ng, Leonard?"

"Not a thing, Chief. Over.

"Anybody go sw nmm ng?"

"Nope. WAding, but that's about it. Over."

"Sanme here. What do you hear about the ticket seller?"

"Not hi ng, but nobody's giving nme tickets any nore, so | guess sonebody ran him
off. Over."

"Vhat about the TV peopl e?"

They're gone. They left a few m nutes ago. They wanted to know where you
were. Over.

“"What for?"

"Beats nme. Over."

"Did you tell then"

"Sure. | didn't see why not. Over."

"Okay. |'Il talk to you later." Brody decided to take a wal k. He pushed a finger
into one of the pink blotches on his thigh. It turned stark white, then flushed angry red
when he renoved his finger. He stood, wapped his towel around his waist to keep the
sun fromhis legs, and, carrying the wal kie-talkie, strolled toward the water.

He heard the sound of a car engine, and he turned and wal ked to the top of the
dune. A white panel truck was parked on Scotch Road. The black lettering on its side
said, "WNBC-TV News." The driver's door opened, and a nan got out and trudged
through the sand toward Brody.

As the nan drew cl oser, Brody thought he | ooked vaguely faniliar. He was
young, with long, curly hair and a handl ebar nopustache.

" Chi ef Brody?" he said when he was a few steps away.

"That's right.

"They told ne you'd be here. |I'm Bob M ddl et on, Channel Four News."

"Are you the reporter?"

“Yeah. The crew s in the truck."

"I thought |I'd seen you sonmewhere. What can | do for you?"

“"I"'d like to interview you."

" About what ?"

"The whol e shark busi ness. How you deci ded to open the beaches."

Brody thought for a nonent, then said to hinself, What the hell: a little

publicity
couldn't hurt the town, now that the chances of anything happening -- today, at |east --
are
pretty slim "Al right," he said. "Were do you want to do it?"

"Down on the beach. I'Il get the crew. It'Il take a few m nutes to set up, so if
you
have sonmething to do, feel free. I'lIl give a yell when we're ready." Mddleton trotted
away

toward the truck.

Brody had nothing special to do, but since he had started to take a wal k, he
thought he might as well take it. He wal ked down toward t he water.

As he passed the group of teen-agers, he heard a boy say, "What about it?
Anybody got the guts? Ten bucks is ten bucks."

A girl said, "Conme on, Linbo, lay off."

Brody stopped about fifteen feet away, feigning interest in sonething offshore.

"What for?" said the boy. "It's a pretty good offer. | don't think anybody's got
t he
guts. Five minutes ago, you were all telling nme there's no way that shark's still around
here."
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Anot her boy said, "If you're such hot shit, why don't you go in?"

"I'"'mthe one making the offer," said the first boy. "Nobody's gonna pay nme ten
bucks to go in the water. Well, what do you say?"

There was a nDnent S S|Ience and then the other boy said, "Ten bucks? Cash?"

"I't's right here," said the first boy, shaking a ten-dollar bill

"How far out do | have to go?"

"Let's see. A hundred yards. That's a pretty good di stance. Ckay?"

"How do | know how far a hundred yards is?"

"@Quess. Just keep swinmming for a while and then stop. If it looks like you're a
hundred yards out, I'll wave you back."

"You've got a deal." The boy stood up

The girl said, "You' re crazy, Jimry. Wiy do you want to go in the water? You
don't need ten dollars."

"You think I'm scared?"

"Nobody sai d anything about being scared," said the girl. "It's unnecessary, is
all."

"Ten bucks is never unnecessary," said the boy, "especially when your old nman
cuts off your allowance for blowing a little grass at your aunt's weddi ng."

The boy turned and began to jog toward the water. Brody said, "Hey!" and the
boy st opped.

"What ?"

Brody wal ked over to the boy. "What are you doi ng?"

"Goi ng sw nming. Wio are you?"

Brody took out his wallet and showed the boy his badge. "Do you want to go
swi nmi ng?" he said. He saw the boy | ook past himat his friends.

"Sure. Why not? It's legal, isn't it?"

Brody nodded. He didn't know whether the others were out of earshot, so he
| owered his voice and said, "Do you want nme to order you not to?"

The boy | ooked at him hesitated for a nonent, then shook his head. "No, nan. |
can use the ten bucks."

"Don't stay in too long," said Brody.

"I won't." The boy scanpered into the water. He flung hinself over a small wave
and began to swim

Brody heard footsteps running behind him Bob M ddl eton dashed past hi m and
called out to the boy, "Hey! Cone back!" He waved his arms and call ed again.

The boy stopped swi ming and stood up. "Wiat's the matter?"

"Nothing. | want to get sonme shots of you going into the water. Ckay?"

"Sure, | guess so," said the boy. He began to wade back toward shore.

M ddl eton turned to Brody and said, "lI'mglad | caught himbefore he got too far
out. At least we'll get sonebody sw mm ng out here today."

Two nmen came up beside Brody. One was carrying a 16 nm canera and a tri pod.
He wore conbat boots, fatigue trousers, a khaki shirt, and a | eather vest. The other nan
was shorter and older and fatter. He wore a runpled gray suit and carried a rectangul ar
box covered with dials and knobs. Around his neck was a pair of earphones.

"Ri ght there's okay, Walter," said Mddleton. "Let nme know when you're ready."
He took a notebook from his pocket and began to ask the boy sonme questions.

The el derly man wal ked down to M ddl eton and handed hi ma m crophone. He
backed up to the caneranan, feeding wire off a coil in his hand.

"Anytime," said the cameraman.

"I gotta get a level on the kid," said the man with the earphones.

"Say something," Mddleton told the boy, and he held the nmicrophone a few
i nches fromthe boy's nouth.

"What do you want ne to say?"

"That's good," said the man with the earphones.

"COkay," said Mddleton. "W'Il start tight, Walter, then go to a two-shot, okay?
G ve nme speed when you're ready."

The caneraman peered into the eyepiece, raised a finger, and pointed it at
M ddl et on. "Speed," he said.

M ddl et on | ooked at the canmera and said, "W have been here on the Anity beach
since early this nmorning, and as far as we know, no one has yet dared venture into the
wat er. There has been no sign of the shark, but the threat still lingers. |'m standing
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her e
with JimPrescott, a young man who has just decided to take a swm Tell ne, Jim do
you have any worries about what m ght be swiming out there with you?"

"No," said the boy. "I don't think there's anything out there.'
"So you're not scared."
n N). n

"Are you a good swW nmer ?"

"Pretty good."

M ddl eton held out his hand. "Well, good luck, Jim Thanks for talking to us."

The boy shook M ddl eton's hand. "Yeah," he said.

"What do you want ne to do now?"

"Cut!" said Mddleton. "W'll take it fromthe top, Walter. Just a see." He
turned
to the boy. "Don't ask that, Jim okay? After | thank you, just turn around and head for
t he
wat er. "

"COkay," said the boy. He was shivering, and he rubbed his arns.

"Hey, Bob," said the cameranman. "The kid ought to dry off. He can't |ook wet if
he isn't supposed to have been in the water yet."

"Yeah, you're right," said Mddl eton. "Can you dry off, JinP"

"Sure." The boy jogged up to his friends and dried hinself with a towel.

A voice beside Brody said, "Wat's goin' on?" It was the man from Queens.

"Tel evision," said Brody. "They want to film sonebody sw nm ng."

"Ch yeah? | should of brought ny suit."”

The interview was repeated, and after M ddl eton had t hanked the boy, the boy ran
into the water and began to swim M ddl et on wal ked back to the cameranman and sai d,
"Keep it going, Walter. Irv, you can kill the sound. We'll|l probably use this for B-roll."

"How much do you want of this?" said the cameraman, tracking the boy as he
swam

"A hundred feet or so," said Mddleton. "But let's stay here till he cones out.
Be
ready, just in case."

Brody had becone so accustoned to the far-off, barely audi ble hum of the
Flicka's engine that his mind no longer registered it as a sound. It was as integral a
part of
the beach as the wave sound. Suddenly the engine's pitch changed froma low murnur to
an urgent grow . Brody | ooked beyond the sw nming boy and saw the boat in a tight, fast
turn -- nothing like the slow, anbling sweeps Hooper made in his normal patrol. He put
the wal kie-talkie to his nouth and sai d,

"You see sonethi ng, Hooper?" Brody saw the boat slow, then stop

M ddl et on heard Brody speak. "G ve me sound, Irv," he said. "Get this, Walter."
He wal ked to Brody and said, "Sonething going on, Chief?"

"I don't know," said Brody. "That's what |'mtrying to find out." He said into

t he
wal ki e-t al ki e, "Hooper?"
"Yes," said Hooper's voice, "but | still don't know what it is. It was that
shadow
again. | can't see it now Maybe ny eyes are getting tired."

"You 'get that, Irv?" said Mddl eton. The sound nan shook his head: no.

"There's a kid swimming out there," said Brody.

"Wher e?" said Hooper.

M ddl et on shoved the nmicrophone at Brody's face, sliding it between his nouth
and the nout hpi ece of the wal kie-talkie. Brody brushed it aside, but Mddleton quickly
janmed it back to within an inch of Brody's nouth.

"Thirty, maybe forty yards out. | think | better tell himto cone in." Brody
t ucked
the wal kie-talkie into the towel at his waist, cupped his hands around his nouth, and
called, "Hey out there! Conme on in!"

"Jesus!" said the sound man. "You damm near blew ny ears out."

The boy did not hear the call. He was swi nming straight away fromthe beach.

The boy who had offered the ten dollars heard Brody's call, and he wal ked down
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to the water's edge. "Wat's the troubl e now?" he said.

"Nothing," said Brody. "I just think he'd better conme in."

"Who are you?"

M ddl et on st ood between Brody and the boy, flipping the m crophone back and
forth between the two.

"I"'mthe police chief," Brody said. "Now get your ass out of here!" He turned to
M ddl eton. "And you keep that fucking nicrophone out of ny face, will you?"

"Don't worry, Irv," said Mddleton. "W can edit that out."

Brody said into the wal ki e-tal kie, "Hooper, he doesn't hear nme. You want to toot
in here and tell himto cone ashore?"

"Sure," said Hooper. "I'lIl be there in a mnute."

The fish had sounded now, and was neandering a few feet above the sandy
bottom eighty feet below the Flicka. For hours, its sensory system had been tracking the
strange sound above. Twice the fish had risen to within a yard or two of the surface,
all owi ng sight and snell and nerve canals to assess the creature passing noisily
over head.

Twice it had sounded, conpelled neither to attack nor nove away.

Brody saw the boat, which had been facing westward, swi ng toward shore and
kick up a shower of spray fromthe bounci ng bow.

"CGet the boat, Walter," said M ddl eton.

Bel ow, the fish sensed a change in the noise. It grew |l ouder, then faded as the
boat noved away. The fish turned, banking as snoothly as an airplane, and foll owed the
recedi ng sound.

The boy stopped swiming, raised his head, and | ooked toward shore, treading
wat er. Brody waved his arnms and yelled, "Cone in!" The boy waved back and started for
shore. He swamwell, rolling his head to the left to catch a breath, kicking in rhythm
with
his arm strokes. Brody guessed he was sixty yards fromshore and that it would take him
a mnute or nore to reach the beach

"What's goin' on?" said a voice next to Brody. It was the man from Queens. His
two sons stood behind him sniling eagerly.

"Nothing," said Brody. "I just don't want the boy to get out too far."

"I's it the shark?" asked the father of the two boys.

"Hey, neat," said the other boy.

"Never mind!" said Brody. "Just get back up the beach."

"Conme on, Chief," said the nan. "W drove all the way out here."

"Beat it!" said Brody.

At fifteen knots, it took Hooper only thirty seconds to cover the couple of
hundr ed
yards and draw near the boy. He stopped a few yards away, letting the engine idle in
neutral. He was just beyond the surf line, and he didn't dare go closer for fear of being
caught in the waves.

The boy heard the engine, and he raised his head. "What's the matter?" he said.

"Not hi ng," said Hooper. "Keep sw nming."

The boy | owered his head and swam A swell caught himand noved himfaster,
and with two or three nore strokes he was able to stand. The water was up to his
shoul ders, and he began to plod toward shore.

"Cone on!" said Brody.

"I am" said the boy. "Wat's the problem anyway?"

A few yards behind Brody, Mddleton stood with the m crophone in his hand.

"What are you on, Walter?" he said.

"The kid," said the caneraman, "and the cop. Both. A two-shot."

"Ckay. You running, lrv?"

The sound nman nodded.

M ddl et on spoke into the m crophone: "Sonething is going on, |adies and
gentl emen, but we don't know exactly what. Al we know for sure is that JimPrescott
went swi mring, and then suddenly a man on a boat out there saw sonething. Now Police
Chief Brody is trying to get the boy to cone ashore as fast as possible. It could be the
shark, but we just don't know. "

Hooper put the boat in reverse, to back away fromthe waves. As he | ooked off the
stern, he saw a silver streak noving in the gray-blue water. It seened part of the wave-
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notion, but it noved i ndependently. For a second, Hooper did not realize what he was
seei ng. And even when the realization struck, he did not see the fish clearly. He cried,
"Look out!"

"What is it?" yelled Brody.

"The fish! Get the kid out! Quick!"

The boy heard Hooper, and he tried to run. But in the chest-deep water his
novenents were slow and | abored. A swell knocked hi m si deways. He stunbl ed, then
stood and | eaned forward.

Brody ran into the water and reached out. A wave hit himin the knees and pushed
hi m back.

M ddl eton said into the microphone, "The man on the boat just said sonething
about a fish. |I don't know if he neans a shark."

"Is it the shark?" said the man from Queens, standing next to Mddleton. "I don't
see it."

M ddl eton said, "W are you?"

"Nanme's Lester Kraslow. You want to interview ne?"

"Go away."

The boy was noving faster now, pushing through the water with his chest and
arnms. He did not see the fin rise behind him a sharp blade of brownish gray that hovered
in the water.

"There it is!" said Kraslow. "See it, Benny? Davey? It's right there."

"I don't see nothin'," said one of his sons.
"There it is, Walter!" said Mddleton. "See it?"
"I'"'m zooning," said the caneraman. "Yeah, |'ve got it."

"Hurry!" said Brody. He reached for the boy. The boy's eyes were wi de and
pani cked. His nostrils flared, bubbling nmucus and water. Brody's hand touched the boy's,
and he pulled. He grabbed the boy around the chest, and together they staggered out of
the water.

The fin dropped beneath the surface, and follow ng the slope of the ocean fl oor,
the fish noved into the deep

Brody stood in the sand with his armaround the boy. "Are you okay?" he said.

"I want to go hone." The boy shivered.

"I bet you do." Brody started to walk the boy to where his friends were standing,
but M ddl eton intercepted them

"Can you repeat that for ne?" said M ddleton.

"Repeat what ?"

"What ever you said to the boy. Can we do that again?"

"Get out of ny way!" Brody snapped. He took the boy to his friends, and said to
the one who had offered the noney, "Take himhone. And give himhis ten dollars." The
boy nodded, pal e and scared.

Brody saw his wal kie-tal kie wallowing in the wavewash. He retrieved it, wiped it
free of water, pushed the "tal k" button, and said, "Leonard, can you hear ne?"

"I read you, Chief. Over."

"The fish has been here. If you' ve got anybody in the water down there, get them
out. Right away. And stay there till we get relief for you. Nobody goes near the water.
The beach is officially closed."

"COkay, Chief. Was anybody hurt? Over."

“No, thank God. But al nbst."

"COkay, Chief. Over and out."

As Brody wal ked back to where be had I eft his beach bag, Mddleton called to
him "Hey, Chief, can we do that interview now?"

Brody stopped, tenpted to tell Mddleton to go fuck hinself. |Instead, he said,
"What do you want to know? You saw it as well as | did."

"Just a couple of questions."

Brody sighed and returned to where Mddleton stood with his camera crew. "Al
right," he said, "go ahead."

"How much have you got left on your roll, Walter?" said M ddleton

"About fifty feet. Make it brief."

"Okay. G ve ne speed."

" Speed. "

"Well, Chief Brody," said Mddleton, "that was a | ucky break, wouldn't you say?"
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"I't was very lucky. The boy m ght have died."
"Whul d you say that's the sanme shark that killed the peopl e?"

"I don't know," said Brody. "I guess it nust be."
"So where do you go from here?"
"The beaches are closed. For the tine being, that's all | can do."

"I guess you'd have to say that it isn't yet safe to swimhere in Amty."
"I'd have to say that, that's right."
"What does that nean for Amty?"
"Trouble, M. Mddleton. W are in big trouble."
"In retrospect, Chief, how do you feel about having opened the beaches today?"
"How do | feel? What kind of question is that? Angry, annoyed, confused.
Thankful that nobody got hurt. Is that enough?"
"That's just fine, Chief," Mddleton said with a smle. "Thank you, Chief Brody."

He paused, then said, "Ckay, Walter, that'll wap it. Let's get hone and start editing
this
mess. "
"What about a cl ose?" said the caneraman. "|'ve got about twenty-five feet left."
"Okay," said Mddleton. "Wait'll | think of sonething profound to say."

Brody gathered up his towel and his beach bag and wal ked over the dune toward
his car. Wien he got to Scotch Road, he saw the fanmly from Queens standi ng besi de
their canper.

"Was that the shark that killed the peopl e?" asked the father

"Who knows?" said Brody. "What's the difference?"

"Didn't look like much to nme, just a fin. The boys was kind of disappointed."”

"Listen you jerk," Brody said. "A boy alnobst got killed just now. Are you
di sappoi nted that didn't happen?"

"Don't give ne that," said the nan. "That thing wasn't even close to him | bet
t he
whol e thing was a put-on for them TV guys."

"M ster, get out of here. You and your whol e goddam brood. Get 'em out of here.

Now! "

Brody waited while the man | oaded his famly and their gear into the canper. As
he wal ked away, he heard the man say to his wife, "I figured all the people would be
snot -noses out here. | was right. Even the cops."

At six o'clock, Brody sat in his office with Hooper and Meadows. He had
already tal ked to Larry Vaughan, who called -- drunk and in tears -- and nuttered wildly
about the ruination of his |ife. The buzzer on Brody's desk rang, and he picked up the
phone.

"Fell ow naned Bill Wiitman to see you, Chief," said Bixby. "Says he's fromthe
New York Tinmes."

"Ch, for... Ckay, what the hell. Send himin."

The door opened, and Whitman stood in the doorway. He said, "Am | interrupting
somnet hi ng?"

"Not hi ng much," said Brody. "Cone on in. You renenber Harry Meadows. This
is Matt Hooper, from Wods Hol e."

"I remenber Harry Meadows, all right," said Wiitnman. "It was thanks to himthat
| got ny ass chewed fromone end of Forty-third Street to the other by ny boss."

"Why was that?" said Brody.

"M . Meadows conveniently forgot to tell me about the attack on Christine
Watkins. But he didn't forget to tell his readers.”

"Must have slipped nmy mind," said Meadows.

"What can we do for you?" said Brody.

_ "I was wondering," said Whitman, "if you're sure this is the sane fish that
FLLI§?hers."

_ Brody gestured toward Hooper, who said, "I can't be positive. | never saw the
ILZ? killed the others, and | didn't really get a look at the one today. Al | saw was a
Lg?fhbf silvery gray. | know what it was, but | couldn't conpare it to anything else. A
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have to go on is probability, and in all probability it's the same fish. It's too
far-fetched --

for me, anyway -- to believe that there are two big man-eating sharks off southern Long
Island at the same tine."

Whitman said to Brody, "Wat are you going to do, Chief'? | nean, beyond
cl osi ng the beaches, which | gather has already been done."

"I don't know. What can we do? Christ, |'d rather have a hurricane. O even an
eart hquake. At |east after they happen, they're over and done with. You can | ook around
and see what's been done and what has to be done. They're events, sonmething you can
handl e. They have begi nnings and ends. This is crazy. It's as if there was a mani ac
runni ng around | oose, killing people whenever he felt like it. You know who he is, but
you can't catch himand you can't stop him And what nakes it worse, you don't know
why he's doing it."

Meadows sai d, "Renenber M nnie Eldridge."

"Yeah," said Brody. "I'm beginning to think she may have sonething, after all."

"Who's that?" said Witman

"Nobody. Just sone nut."

For a nonent there was silence, an exhausted silence, as if everything that
needed
to be said had been said. Then Witman said, "Well?"

"Wel | what?" said Brody.

"There nmust be soneplace to go fromhere, sonething to do."

"I'd be happy to hear any suggestions. Personally, | think we're fucked. W're
going to be lucky if there's a town left after this sumrer."

"I'sn't that a bit of an exaggeration?"”

"I don't think so. Do you, Harry?"

"Not really," said Meadows. "The town survives on its sumer people, M.
Whitman. Call it parasitic, if you will, but that's the way it is. The host aninal cones
every sunmer, and Amity feeds on it furiously, pulling every bit of sustenance it can
before the host |eaves again after Labor Day. Take away the host aninal, and we're |ike

dog ticks with no dog to feed on. W starve. At the least -- the very least -- next
winter is

going to be the worst in the history of this town. W' re going to have so nany people on
the dole that Amity will look |ike Harlem" He chuckl ed. "Harlem by-the-Sea."

"What 1'd give ny ass to know," said Brody, "is why us? Wy Anity? Wiy not
East Hanpton or Sout hanpton or Quogue?"

"That," said Hooper, "is sonething we'll never know. "

"Why?" said Wit nman.

"I don't want to sound like |I'm nmaking excuses for misjudging that fish," said
Hooper, "but the line between the natural and the preternatural is very cloudy. Natural
things occur, and for nost of themthere's a |logical explanation. But for a whole | ot of
things there's just no good or sensible answer. Say two people are swiming, one in front
of the other, and a shark conmes up from behi nd, passes right beside the guy in the rear
and attacks the guy in front. Wiy? Maybe they snelled different. Maybe the one in front
was swinming in a nore provocative way. Say the guy in back, the one who wasn't
attacked, goes to help the one who was attacked. The shark may not touch him-- nmay
actually avoid him-- while he keeps banging away at the guy he did hit. Wiite sharks are
supposed to prefer colder water. So why does one turn up off the coast of Mexico,
strangl ed by a human corpse that he couldn't quite swallow? In a way, sharks are like
tornadoes. They touch down here, but not there. They wi pe out this house but suddenly
veer away and mniss the house next door. The guy in the house that's wi ped out says, 'Wy
nme?' The guy in the house that's mssed says, 'Thank God.'"

"All right," said Wihitman. "But what | still don't get is why the shark can't be
caught . "

"Maybe it can be," said Hooper. "But | don't think by us. At least not with the
equi prent we have here. | suppose we could try chunming again."

"Yeah," said Brody. "Ben Gardner can tell us all about chumming."

"Do you know anything about sone fell ow nanmed Quint?" said Witnan

"I'"ve heard the nane," Brody said. "Did you ever |look into the guy, Harry?"

"I read what little there was. As far as | know, he's never done anything
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illegal.

"Well," said Brody, "maybe it's worth a call."

"You're joking," said Hooper. "You'd really do business with this guy?"

“I'"lI'l tell you what, Hooper. At this point, if sonmeone canme in here and said he
was
Superman and he coul d piss that shark away fromhere, |'d say fine and dandy. |'d even
hold his dick for him"

"Yeah, but..."

Brody cut himoff. "What do you say, Harry? You think he's in the phone book?"

"You really are serious," said Hooper.

"You bet your sweet ass. You got any better ideas?"

"No, it's just... | don't know. How do we know the guy isn't a phony or a drunk
or
somet hi ng?"

"We' Il never know till we try." Brody took a phone book fromthe top drawer of

his desk and opened it to the @. He ran his finger down the page. "Here it is. 'Qint.'
That's all it says. No first name. But it's the only one on the page. Must be him" He
di al ed t he nunber.

"Quint," said a voice

"M. Qint, this is Martin Brody. I'mthe chief of police over in Amty. W have
a
problem"
“l1've heard."”
"The shark was around agai n today."
"Anybody get et?"
"No, but one boy al nost did."
"Fish that big needs a lot of food," said Quint.
"Have you seen the fish?"
"Nope. Looked for hima couple tines, but | couldn't spend too nuch tine
| ooki ng. My people don't spend their noney for |ooking. They want action."”

"How di d you know how big it is?"

"I hear tell. Sort of averaged out the estimates and took off about eight feet.
That's
still a piece of fish you got there."

"I know. What |'mwondering is whether you can help us."

"I know. | thought you nmight call."

"Can you?"

"That depends."

"On what ?"

"On how nuch you're willing to spend, for one thing."

"We'll pay whatever the going rate is. Whatever you charge by the day. W'll pay
you by the day until we kill the thing."

"I don't think so," said Quint. "I think this is a premumjob."

“"What does that nmean?”

"My everyday rate's two hundred a day. But this is special. | think you'll pay
doubl e.”

"Not a chance."

" Good- by. "

"Wait a nminute! Cone on, nan. Wiy are you hol ding ne up?"

"You got no place else to go."

"There are other fishermen.”

Brody heard Quint laugh -- a short, derisive bark

"Sure there are," said Quint. "You already sent one. Send anot her one. Send half
a
dozen nore. Then when you cone back to me again, maybe you'll even pay triple. | got
nothing to | ose by waiting."

"I"'mnot asking for any favors," Brody said. "I know you've got a living to nake.
But this fish is killing people. | want to stop it. | want to save lives. | want your
hel p.
Can't you at least treat ne the way you treat regular clients?"

"You're breaking nmy heart," said Quint. "You got a fish needs killing, I'Il try
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to
kill it for you. No guarantees, but I'll do ny best. And ny best is worth four hundred
dollars a day."
Brody sighed. "I don't know that the selectnmen will give ne the noney."
"You'll find it somewhere."
"How |l ong do you think it'll take to catch the fish?"
"A day, a week, a nonth. Who knows? We may never find him He may go
away. "

"Don't | wish," said Brody. He paused. "Ckay," he said finally. "I guess we don't
have any choice."

"No, you don't."

"Can you start tonorrow?"

"Nope. Monday's the earliest. | got a party tonorrow. "

"A party? What do you nmean, a dinner party?"

Qui nt | aughed again, the sane piercing bark. "A charter party," he said. "You
don't do rmuch fishing."

Brody blushed. "No, that's right. Can't you cancel then? If we're paying all that
noney, it seens to ne we deserve a little special service."

"Nope. They're regular custonmers. | couldn't do that to themor 1'd | ose their
busi ness. You're just a one-shot deal."

"Suppose you run into the big fish tonmorrow. WIIl you try to catch hinP"

"That would save you a |lot of noney, wouldn't it? W won't see your fish. We're
goi ng due east. Terrific fishing due east. You oughta try it sonetine."

"You had it all figured out, right?"

"There's one nore thing," said Quint. "I'mgonna need a man with ne. | lost ny
mate, and | wouldn't feel confortable taking on that big a fish without an extra pair of
hands. "

"Lost your mate? What, overboard?"

"No, he quit. He got nerves. Happens to nost people after a while in this work.
They get to thinking too nmuch."

"But it doesn't happen to you."

"No. | know I'msmarter 'n the fish."
"And that's enough, just being smarter?"
"Has been so far. I'mstill alive. Wat about it? You got a man for nme?"

"You can't find another mate?"

"Not this quick, and not for this kind of work."

"Who are you going to use tonorrow?"

"Some kid. But | won't take himout after a big white."

"I can understand that," said Brody, beginning to doubt the w sdom of

approaching Quint for help. He added casually, "I'll be there, you know. " He was shocked
by the words as soon as he said them appalled at what he had commtted hinself to do.
"You? Hal"
Brody smarted under Quint's derision. "I can handle nyself," he said.

"Maybe. | don't know you. But you can't handle a big fish if you don't know
not hi ng about fishing. Can you sw n®?"
"OF course. What has that got to do w th anything?"
"People fall overboard, and sonetinmes it takes a while to swing around and get to
em "
"Don't worry about ne."
"What ever you say. But | still need a man who knows sonet hi ng about fi shing.
O at | east about boats."

Brody | ooked across his desk at Hooper. The last thing he wanted was to spend
days on a boat with Hooper, especially in a situation in which Hooper would outrank him
in know edge, if not authority. He could send Hooper al one and stay ashore hinsel f. But
that, he felt, would be capitulating, admitting finally and irrevocably his inability to
face
and conquer the strange eneny that was wagi ng war on his town.

Besi des, mmybe -- over the course of a long day on a boat -- Hooper night nake a
slip that would reveal what he had been doing | ast Wdnesday, the day it rained. Brody
was becom ng obsessed with finding out where Hooper was that day, for whenever he
all oned hinself to consider the various alternatives, the one on which his mnd al ways
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settled was the one he nost dreaded. He wanted to know that Hooper was at the novies,
or playing backgammon at the Field O ub, or snoking dope with sonme hippie, or |aying
some Grl Scout. He didn't care what it was, as long as he could know that Hooper had
not been with Ellen. O that he had been. In that case... ? The thought was still too
wretched to cope with.

He cupped his hand over the nout hpiece and said to Hooper, "Do you want to
conme al ong? He needs a mate."

"He doesn't even have a mate? Wiat a hal f-assed operation."

"Never mind that. Do you want to cone or not?"

"Yes," said Hooper. "I'Il probably live to regret it, but yes. | want to see that
fish,
and | guess this is ny only chance." Brody said to Quint, "Ckay, |'ve got your man."

"Does he know boat s?"

"He knows boats."

"Monday norning, six o'clock. Bring whatever you want to eat. You know how to
get here?"

"Route 27 to the turnoff for Promi sed Land, right?"

"Yeah. It's called Cranberry Hole Road. Straight into town. About a hundred
yards past the | ast houses, take a left on a dirt road."

"I's there a sign?"

"No, but it's the only road around here. Leads right to ny dock."

"Yours the only boat there?"

"Only one. It's called the Orca."

"Al'l right. See you Mynday."

"One nore thing," said Quint. "Cash. Every day. In advance."

"COkay, but how conme?"

"That's the way | do business. | don't want you falling overboard with ny
nmoney. "

"Al'l right," said Brody. "You'll have it." He hung up and said to Hooper
"Monday, six A M, okay?"

"Ckay. "

Meadows said, "Do | gather from your conversation that you're going, too,
Martin?" Brody nodded. "It's ny job."

"I'd say it's a bit beyond the call."

"Wll, it's done now. "

"What's the nane of his boat?" asked Hooper.

"I think he said Oca," said Brody. "I don't know what it neans."

"It doesn't nean anything. It is sonething. It's a killer whale."

Meadows, Hooper, and Whitnan rose to go. "Good luck," said Witnman. "I Kkind
of envy you your trip. It should be exciting."

"I can do without excitement," said Brody. "I just want to get the dam thing
over
with. "

At the door, Hooper turned and said, "Thinking of orca rem nds nme of sonething.
You know what Australians call great white sharks?"

"No," said Brody, not really interested. "Wat?"

"White death.”

"You had to tell nme, didn't you?" Brody said as he cl osed the door behind them

He was on his way out when the night desk man stopped hi mand said, "You had
a call before, Chief, while you were inside. | didn't think | should bother you."

"Who was it?"

"M's. Vanghan."

"M's. Vaughan!" As far as Brody could renmenber, he had never in his life tal ked
to El eanor Vanghan on the tel ephone.

"She said not to disturb you, that it could wait."

"I'd better call her. She's so shy that if her house was burning down, she'd cal
t he
fire departnent and apol ogi ze for bothering themand ask if there was a chance they
could stop by the next tine they were in the nei ghborhood." As he wal ked back into his
of fice, Brody recall ed sonething Vaughan had tol d hi mabout El eanor: whenever she
wote a check for an even-dollar anount, she refused to wite "and 00/ 100." She felt it
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woul d be an insult, as if she were suggesting that the person who cashed the check m ght
try to steal a few cents

Brody di al ed the Vaughans' honme nunber, and El eanor Vaughan answered before
the phone had rung once. She's been sitting right by the phone, Brody thought. "Martin
Brody, El eanor. You called."

"Ch yes. | do hate to bother you, Martin. If you'd rather --"

"No, it's perfectly okay. What's on your m nd?"

"I't's... well, the reason |'mcalling you is that | know Larry tal ked with you
earlier.
| thought you might knowif... if anything's wong."

Brody thought: She doesn't know anything, not a thing. Well, I'mdamed if |'m
going to tell her. "Why? Wat do you nean?"

"I don't know how to say this exactly, but... well, Larry doesn't drink much, you
know. Very rarely, at |least at hone."

" And?"

"Thi s evening, when he cane hone, he didn't say anything. He just went into his
study and -- | think, at least -- he drank al nbost a whole bottle of whiskey. He's asleep

now, in a chair."

"I wouldn't worry about it, Eleanor. He's probably got things on his mnd. W al
tie one on now and then."

"I know. It's only... sonmething is wong. | can tell. He hasn't acted |ike
hi nsel f for
several days now. | thought that perhaps... you're his friend. Do you know what it could
be?"

His friend, Brody thought. That's what Vaughan had said, too, but he had known
better. "We used to be friends," he had said. "No, Eleanor, | don't," he lied. "I'll talk
to
hi m about it, though, if you like."

"Woul d you, Martin? |'d appreciate that. But... please... don't tell himl called
you.

He's never wanted ne to neddle in his affairs.”
"I won't. Don't worry. Try to get sone sleep.”
"WIIl he be all right in the chair?"
"Sure. Just take off his shoes and throw a bl anket over him He'll be fine."

Paul Loeffler stood behind the counter of his delicatessen and | ooked at his
wat ch.

"It's quarter to nine," he said to his wife, a plunp, pretty wonan naned Rose, who was
arrangi ng boxes of butter in a refrigerator. "Wat do you say we cheat and cl ose up
fifteen mnutes early?"

"After a day like today | agree," said Rose. "Eighteen pounds of bol ogna! Since
when have we ever noved ei ght een pounds of bol ogna in one day?"

"And the Swi ss cheese," said Loeffler. "When did we ever run out of Sw ss
cheese before? A few nore days like this | could use. Roast beef, liverwurst, everything.
It's Iike everybody from Brookl yn Heights to East Hanpton stopped by for sandw ches."

"Brooklyn Heights, my eye. Pennsylvania. One man said he had cone all the way
from Pennsyl vania. Just to see a fish. They don't have fish in Pennsyl vani a?"

"Who knows?" said Loeffler. "It's getting to be |like Coney Island."

"The public beach nust | ook |like a dunp.”

"I't's worth it. W deserve one or two good days."

"I heard the beaches are closed again," said Rose.

"Yeah. Like |I always say, when it rains it pours."”

"What are you tal king about ?"

"I don't know. Let's close up."

PART 3
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Chapter 11

The sea was as flat as gelatin. There was no whi sper of wind to ripple the surface. The
sun sucked shi mreri ng waves of heat fromthe water. Now and then, a passing tern

woul d plunge for food, and rise again, and the wavelets fromits dive becane circles that
grew wi t hout cease.

The boat sat still in the water, drifting inperceptibly in the tide. Two fishing
rods,
in rod-holders at the stern, trailed wire line into the oily slick that spread westward
behi nd
the boat. Hooper sat at the stern, a twenty-gallon garbage pail at his side. Every few
seconds, he dipped a ladle into the pail and spilled it overboard into the slick.

Forward, in two rows that peaked at the bow, |ay ten wooden barrels the size of
quarter kegs of beer. Each was wrapped in several thicknesses of three-quarter-inch
henp, which continued in a hundred-foot coil beside the barrel. Tied to the end of each
rope was the steel head of a harpoon

Brody sat in the swiveled fighting chair bolted to the deck, trying to stay
awake.

He was hot and sticky. There had been no breeze at all during the six hours they had been
sitting and waiting. The back of his neck was al ready badly sunburned, and every tinme he
noved his head the collar of his uniformshirt raked the tender skin. Hi s body odor rose
to his face and, blended with the stench of the fish guts and bl ood being | adl ed

over boar d,

nauseated him He felt poached.

Brody | ooked up at the figure on the flying bridge: Quint. He wore a white T-
shirt, faded blue-jean trousers, white socks, and a pair of graying Top-Si der sneakers.
Brody guessed Quint was about fifty, and though surely he had once been twenty and
woul d one day be sixty, it was inpossible to i magi ne what he would | ook |ike at either of
those ages. His present age seened the age he should al ways be, shoul d al ways have

been. He was about six feet four and very |ean -- perhaps 180 or 190 pounds. Hi s head
was totally bald -- not shaven, for there were no telltale black specks on his scal p, but
as

bald as if he had never had any hair -- and when, as now, the sun was high and hot, he
wore a Marine Corps fatigue cap. His face, like the rest of him was hard and sharp. It
was ruled by a long, straight nose. Wen he | ooked down fromthe flying bridge, he
seened to aimhis eyes -- the darkest eyes Brody had ever seen -- along the nose as if it

were a rifle barrel. Hi s skin was permanently browned and creased by wind and salt and
sun. He gazed off the stern, rarely blinking, his eyes fixed on the slick.

A trickle of sweat running down Brody's chest made himstir. He turned his head,
wincing at the sting in his neck, and tried to stare at the slick. But the reflection of
t he sun
on the water hurt his eyes, and he turned away. "l don't see how you do it, Qint," he
said. "Don't you ever wear sungl asses?"

Qui nt | ooked down and said, "Never." Hi s tone was conpletely neutral, neither
friendly nor unfriendly. It did not invite conversation.

But Brody was bored, and he wanted to tal k. "How conme?"

"No need to. | see things the way they are. That's better."

Brody | ooked at his watch. It was a little after two: three or four nore hours
before they would give up for the day and go home. "Do you have a | ot of days |ike this?"
The excitement and anticipation of the early norning had | ong passed, and Brody was
sure they would not sight the fish that day.

"Li ke what ?"

"Like this. Wen you sit all day |ong and not hi ng happens."

"Some. "

"And peopl e pay you even t hough they never catch a thing."

"Those are the rules.

"Even if they never get a bite?"

Qui nt nodded. "That doesn't happen too often. There's generally sonmething that'l
take a bait. O sonmething we can stick."

"Stick?"
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"Wth an iron." Qint pointed to the harpoons on the bow.

Hooper said, "What kinds of things do you stick, Quint?"

"Anyt hing that swins by."

"Really? | don't --"

Quint cut himoff. "Something's taking one of the baits."

Shadi ng his eyes with his hand, Brody | ooked off the stern, but as far as he
coul d
see, the slick was undi sturbed, the water flat and calm "Were?" he said.

"Wait a second,"” said Quint. "You'll see."

Wth a soft netallic hiss, the wire on the starboard fishing rod began to feed
overboard, knifing into the water in a straight silver |ine.

"Take the rod," Quint said to Brody. "And when | tell you, throw the brake and

hi t
him ™"
"I's it the shark?" said Brody. The possibility that at |ast he was going to
confront
the fish -- the beast, the nonster, the nightnmare -- made Brody's heart pound. H's nouth

was sticky-dry. He wi ped his hands on his trousers, took the rod out of the hol der, and
stuck it in the swivel between his |egs.

Quint laughed -- a short, sour yip. "That thing? No. That's just alittle fella.
G ve
you somre practice for when your fish finds us." Quint watched the line for a few nore
seconds, then said, "Hit it!"

Brody pushed the small |ever on the reel forward, |eaned down, then pulled back.
The tip of the rod bent into an arc. Wth his right hand, Brody began to turn the crank
to
reel in the fish, but the reel did not respond. The |ine kept speeding out.

"Don't waste your energy," said Quint.

Hooper, who had been sitting on the transom stood up and said, "Here, |'ll
tighten
down the drag."

"You will not!" said Quint. "You |l eave that rod al one."

Hooper | ooked up, bew |l dered and slightly hurt.

Brody noticed Hooper's pained expression, and he thought: Wat do you know?
It's about tine.

After a nonment, Quint said, "You tighten the drag down too far and you'll tear
t he
hook out of his nouth."

"Ch," said Hooper.

"I thought you was supposed to know sonet hi ng about fishing."

Hooper said nothing. He turned and sat down on the transom

Brody held on to the rod with both hands. The fish had gone deep and was
noving slowly fromside to side, but it was no | onger taking line. Brody reeled --
| eani ng
forward and cranking quickly as he picked up slack, hauling backward with the nuscles
in his shoul ders and back. His left wist ached, and the fingers in his right hand began
to
cranp fromcranking. "What the hell have | got here?" he said.

"A blue," said Quint.

"He must weigh half a ton."

Qui nt | aughed. "Maybe a hundred fifty pounds."

Brody haul ed and | eaned, haul ed and | eaned, until finally he heard Quint say,
"You're getting there. Hold it." He stopped reeling.

Wth a snooth, unhurried notion, Quint swng down the | adder fromthe flying
bridge. He had a rifle in his hand, an old army M1. He stood at the gunwal e and | ooked
down. "You want to see the fish?" he said. "Cone |ook."

Brody stood, and reeling to take up the slack as he wal ked, he noved to the side
of the boat. In the dark water the shark was acrylic blue. It was about eight feet |ong,
sl ender, with long pectoral fins. It swamslowy fromside to side, no | onger struggling.

"He's beautiful, isn't he?" said Hooper.

Quint flicked the rifle's safety to "off," and when the shark noved its head to
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within a few inches of the surface, he squeezed off three quick shots. The bullets made
clean round holes in the shark's head, drawi ng no bl ood. The shark shuddered and
st opped novi ng.

"He's dead," said Brody.

"Shit," said Quint. "He's stunned, nmaybe, but that's all." Quint took a glove
from
one of his hip pockets, slipped his right hand into it, and grabbed the wire line. Froma
sheath at his belt he took a knife. He lifted the shark's head clear of the water and
bent
over the gunwal e, The shark's nouth was open two or three inches wide. Its right eye,
partly covered by a white menbrane, gazed blankly at Quint. Qint janmed the knife
into the shark's nouth and tried to pry it open farther, but the shark bit down, hol ding
t he
blade in its small triangular teeth. Quint pulled and twisted until the knife came free.
He
put it back in its sheath and took a pair of wire cutters fromhis pocket.

"l guess you're paying nme enough so | can afford to |lose a hook and a little
| eader," he said. He touched the wire cutters to the | eader and was about to snip it.

"WAit a minute," he said, putting the cutters back in his pocket and taking out
hi s
knife. "Watch this. This always gives the folks a boot." Holding the leader in his |eft
hand, he hoi sted nost of the shark out of the water. Wth a single swift notion he slit
t he
shark's belly fromthe anal fin to just below the jaw. The flesh pulled apart, and bl oody
entrails -- white and red and blue -- tunbled into the water like laundry falling froma
basket. Then Quint cut the |eader with the wire snips, and the shark slid overboard. As
soon as its head was beneath the water, the shark began to thrash in the cloud of bl ood
and innards, biting any norsel that passed into its maw. The body twi tched as the shark
swal | owed, and pieces of intestines passed out the hole in the belly, to be eaten again.

"Now watch," said Quint. "If we're lucky, in a mnute other blues'l| cone around,
and they'll help himeat hinself. If we get enough of them there'll be a real feeding
frenzy. That's quite a show The folks like that."

Brody watched, spellbound, as the shark continued to nibble at the floating guts.
In a nonent he saw a flash of blue rise frombelow A small shark -- no nore than four
feet long -- snapped at the body of the disenboweled fish. Its jaws dosed on a bit of
flapping flesh. Its head shook violently fromside to side, and its body trenbled,
snakel i ke. A piece of flesh tore away, and the snaller shark swallowed it. Soon another
shark appeared, and another, and the water began to roil. Flecks of blood mingled with
the drops of water that splashed on the surface.

Quint took a gaff from beneath the gunwal e. He | eaned overboard, hol ding the
gaff poised |ike an ax. Suddenly he lunged and jerked backward. |npal ed on the gaff
hook, squirm ng and snapping, was a small shark. Quint took the knife fromits sheath,
sl ashed the shark's belly, and released it. "Now you'll see some- thing," he said.

Brody couldn't tell how many sharks there were in the explosion of water. Fins
crisscrossed on the surface, tails whipped the water. Am d the sounds of splashes cane an
occasi onal grunt as fish slammed into fish. Brody | ooked down at his shirt and saw t hat
it
was spattered with water and bl ood.

The frenzy continued for several minutes, until only three | arge sharks renai ned,
crui sing back and forth beneath the surface.

The nen watched in silence until the last of the three had vani shed.

"Jesus," said Hooper.

"You don't approve," said Quint.

"That's right. | don't like to see things die for people's anmusenent." Quint
sni ckered, and Hooper said, "Do you?"

"It ain't a question of liking it or not. It's what feeds ne."

Quint reached into an ice chest and took out another hook and | eader. The hook
had been baited before they left the dock -- a squid skewered and tied to the shaft and
barb of the hook. Using pliers, Qint attached the |eader to the end of the wire line. He
dropped the bait overboard, fed out thirty yards of line, and let it drift into the
sli ck.
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Hooper resumed his routine of ladling chuminto the water. Brody said, "Anybody
want a beer?" Both Quint and Hooper nodded, so he went bel ow and took three cans from
a cooler. As he left the cabin, Brody noticed two old, cracked, and curling photographs
t hunbt acked to the bul khead. One showed Quint standing hip-deep in a pile of big,
strange-1 ooking fish. The other was a picture of a dead shark lying on a beach. There was
not hing el se in the photograph to conpare the fish to, so Brody couldn't determne its
si ze.

Brody | eft the cabin, gave the others their beers, and sat down in the fighting
chair. "I saw your pictures down there," he said to Quint. "What are all those fish
you're
standi ng i n?"

"Tarpon," said Quint. "That was a while back, when | did sone fishing in Florida.
| never seen anything like it. W nust have got thirty, forty tarpon -- big tarpon -- in
four
ni ghts' fishing."

"And you kept then?" said Hooper. "You're supposed to throw them back."

"Custoners wanted 'em For pictures, | guess. Anyway, they don't nmake bad
chum chopped up."

"What you're saying is, they're nore use dead than alive."

"Sure. Same with nost fish. And a lot of aninals, too. | never did try to eat a
live
steer." Quint |aughed.

"What's the other picture?" said Brody. "Just a shark?"

"Well, not just a shark. It was a big white -- about fourteen, fifteen feet.

Wei ghed
over three thousand pounds."

"How did you catch it?"

"Ironed it. But I tell you" -- Qint chuckled -- "for a while there it was a
guestion
of who was gonna catch who."

"What do you nmean?"

"Dam thing attacked the boat. No provocation, no nothing. W were sitting out
here m ndi ng our own busi ness, when whano! It felt Iike we was hit by a freight train.
Knocked ny mate right on his ass, and the custonmer started scream ng bl oody nurder
that we were sinking. Then the bastard hit us again. | put an iron in himand we chased
him-- Christ, we nust have chased him hal fway across the Atlantic."

"How coul d you follow hinP" Brody asked. "Wy didn't he go deep?"

"Couldn't. Not with that barrel following him They float, He dragged it down for
alittle while, but before too long the strain got to himand he cane to the surface. So
we
just kept following the barrel. After a couple hours we got another two irons in him and
he finally came up, real quiet, and we throwed a rope round his tail and towed himto
shore. And all the tinme that custonmer's going bullshit, 'cause he's sure we're sinking
and
gonna get et up

"You know t he funniest thing? Wien we got the fish back and we was all tied up
safe and sound and not likely to sink, that dumb fuck of a custoner cones up to ne and
offers me five hundred bucks if |I'Il say he caught the fish on hook and line. Iron holes
al |
over it, and he wants nme to swear he caught it on hook and Iine! Then he starts giving nme
some song and dance about how | ought to cut ny fee in half because | didn't give hima

chance to catch the fish on hook and line. | told himthat if | had let himtry, |I'd be
out

one hook, three hundred yards of wire |ine, probably one reel and one rod, and definitely
one fish. Then he says what about all the valuable publicity I'll be getting froma trip
he's

paying for. | told himhe could give me the noney and keep the publicity and try to

spread it on a cracker for hinself and his wife."
"I wondered about that hook-and-1ine business," said Brody.
"What do you nean?"
"What you were saying. You wouldn't try to catch the fish we're after on a hook
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and Iine, would you?"

"Shit, no. Fromwhat | hear, the fish that's been bothering you nmakes the one we
got look like a pup."

"Then how cone the lines are out?"

"Two reasons. First, a big white mght just take a little squid bait |ike that.
It'd cut
the line pretty quick, but at |east we'd know he was around. It's a useful telltale. The
ot her

reason i s, you never know what a chumslick will bring around. Even if your fish doesn't
show up, we might run into sonething else that'll take the bait."

"Li ke what ?"

"Who knows? Maybe sonething useful. |I've had swordfish take a drifting squid,
and with all the federal bullshit about mercury no one's catching themcomercially any
nore, so you can get two fifty a pound for broadbill in Mntauk. Or naybe just
something that'll give you a boot in the ass to catch, like a mako. |If you're paying four

hundred bucks, you night as well have sone fun for your noney."

"Suppose the big white did cone around," said Brody. "What would be the first
thing you' d do?"

"Try to keep himinterested enough so he'd stick around till we could get at him
It's no big trick; they're pretty stupid fish. It depends on how he finds us. If he pulls
t he

same crap the other one did and attacks the boat, we'll just start punping irons into him
as fast as we can, then pull away fromhimand |l et himwear hinmself down. If he takes

one of the lines, there'll be no way to stop himif he wants to run. But I'Il try to turn
hi m

toward us -- tighten the drag way down and take the risk of tearing |loose. He'll probably

bend the hook out pretty quick, but we might get himclose enough for an iron. And once
I've got one ironin him it's only a matter of tine.

_ "Most likely, the way he'll conme will be following his nose -- right up the
Z:{;Z} on the surface or just below. And that's where we'll have a little trouble. The
?gﬁ!s enough to keep himinterested. Fish that size' Il suck a squid right down and not
Exgalhe's et it. So we'll have to give himsonething special that he can't turn down,
something with a big ol' hook in it that'll hold himat |east until we can stick himonce
?&Ace."

"If the hook's too obvious," said Brody, "won't he avoid the bait altogether?"

"No. These things don't have the brains of a dog. They eat anything. If they're
feeding, you could throw a bare hook down at '"emand they' |l take it if they see it. A
friend of mine had one come up once and try to eat the outboard notor off his dinghy. He
only spat it out 'cause he couldn't get it down in one swallow "

Fromthe stern, where he was |adling chum Hooper said, "Wat's sonething
special, Quint?"

"You nmean that special treat he can't turn down?" Quint snmled and pointed to a
green plastic garbage can nestled in a comer am dships. "Take a | ook for yourself. It's
in
that can. |'ve been saving it for a fish |ike the one we're after. On anything else it'd
be a
waste. "

Hooper wal ked over to the can, flipped the nmetal clasps off the sides, and lifted
the top. His shock at what he saw made himgasp. Floating vertically in the can full of
water, its |lifeless head swaying gently with the notion of the boat, was a tiny bottl e-
nosed dol phin; no nore than two feet long. Sticking out froma puncture on the underside
of the jaw was the eye of a huge shark hook, and froma hole in the belly the barbed hook
itself curled forward. Hooper clutched the sides of the can and said, "A baby."

"Even better," Quint said with a grin. "Unborn."

Hooper gazed into the can for a few nore seconds, then slamed the top back on
and said, "Were did you get it?"

"Ch, | guess about six niles fromhere, due east. Why?"
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"I mean how did you get it?"

"How do you think? Fromthe nother."

"You killed her."

"No." Quint |aughed. "She junped into the boat and swal |l owed a bunch of
sl eeping pills." He paused, waiting for a | augh, and when none cane he said, "You can't
rightly buy them you know. "

Hooper stared at Quint. He was furious, outraged. But he said only, "You know
they're protected.™

"When | fish, son, | catch what | want."

"But what about |aws? Don't --"

"What's your line of work, Hooper?"

"I"'man ichthyol ogist. | study fish. That's why I'mhere. Didn't you know t hat?"

"When people charter nmy boat, | don't ask questions about them But okay, you
study fish for a living. If you had to work for a living -- | mean the kind of work where
the anount of noney you nake depends on the anobunt of sweat you put in -- you'd know
nore about what laws really mean. Sure, those porpoise are protected. But that |aw wasn't
put in to stop Quint fromtaking one or two for bait. It was neant to stop big-tine
fishing
for them to stop nuts fromshooting themfor sport. So I'Il tell you what, Hooper: You
can bitch and noban all you want. But don't tell Quint he can't catch a few fish to help
hi m
nmake a living."

"Look, Quint, the point is that these dol phins are in danger of being w ped out,
extingui shed. And what you're doing speeds up the process."

"Don't give ne that horseshit! Tell the tuna boats to stop snaring porpoise in

their
nets. Tell the Jap longliners to stop hookin' '"em They'll tell you to go take a flying
fuck at
the nmoon. They got nouths to feed. Wll, so do|I. Mne."

"I get your nessage," said Hooper. "Take it while you can, and if after a while
there's nothing left, why, we'll just start taking sonmething else. It's so stupid!"

"Don't overstep, son," said Quint. Hs voice was flat, toneless, and he | ooked
directly into Hooper's eyes.

"What ?"

"Don't go calling nme stupid."

Hooper hadn't intended to give offense, and he was surprised to find offense
taken. "l didn't nean that, for God's sake. | just nmeant..."

On his perch midway between the two nmen, Brody decided it was tinme to stop the
argunent. "Let's drop it, Hooper, okay?" he said. "W're not out here to have a debate on
ecol ogy. "

"What do you know about ecol ogy, Brody?" said Hooper. "I bet all it nmeans to
you i s soneone telling you you can't burn | eaves in your back yard."

"Listen, you. | don't need any of your two-bit, rich- kid bullshit."

"So that's it! "Rich-kid bullshit.' That rich-kid stuff really burns your ass,
doesn' t
it?"

"Listen, damm you! We're out here to stop a fish fromkilling people, and if
usi ng
one porpoise will help us save God knows how many |ives, that seens to me a pretty

good bargain."

Hooper smrked and said to Brody, "So now you're an expert on saving lives, are
you? Let's see. How many coul d have been saved if you'd closed the beaches after the..."

Brody was on his feet noving at Hooper before he consciously knew he had | eft
his chair. "You shut your nmouth!" he said. Reflexively, he dropped his right hand to his
hi p. He stopped short when he felt no holster at his side, seared by the sudden
realization
that if he had had a pistol he might have used it. He stood faci ng Hooper, who gl owered
back at him

A quick, sharp laugh from Quint broke the thread of tension. "Wat a pair of
asshol es," he said. "I seen that com ng since you cane aboard this norning."
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Chapter 12

The second day of the hunt was as still as the first. Wen they left the dock at six in
t he

norning, a light southwest breeze was bl owing, promsing to cool the day. The passage
around Mont auk Poi nt was choppy. But by ten the breeze had died, and the boat |ay

notionl ess on the glassy sea, |ike a paper cup in a puddle. There were no clouds, but the
sun was dulled by a heavy haze. Driving to the dock, Brody had heard on the radio that
the pollution in New York City had reached a crisis stage -- sonething about an air

i nversion. People were falling sick, and of those who were sick already, or very old,
sone
wer e dyi ng.

Brody had dressed nore sensibly today. He wore a white, short-sleeved shirt with

a high collar, light cotton trousers, white socks,' and sneakers. He had brought a book
along to pass the tine, a sex nystery borrowed from Hendri cks, called The Deadly

Vi rgin.

Brody did not want to have to fill tinme with conversation, conversation that m ght |ead
to a repeat of yesterday's scene with Hooper. It had enbarrassed him-- Hooper, too, he

thought. Today they sel dom spoke to one another, directing nost of their conments at
Quint. Brody did not trust hinself to feign civility with Hooper.

Brody had observed that in the nmornings, Quint was quiet -- tight and reserved.
Wrds had to be wung fromhim But as the day wore on, he | oosened up and becane
nore and nore | oquacious. As they had | eft the dock that norning, for instance, Brody
had asked Quint how he knew what spot to pick to wait for the fish

"Don't," said Quint.

"You don't know?"

Quint noved his head once fromleft to right, then back again.

"Then how do you choose a pl ace?"

"Just choose one."

"What do you | ook for?"

"Not hi ng. "

"You don't go by the tide?"

"Well, yeah."

"Does it matter whether the water's deep or shal |l ow?"

"Some. "

"How so?"

For a nonent, Brody thought Quint would refuse to answer. He stared straight
ahead, eyes fixed on the horizon. Then he said, as if it were a suprene effort, "Big fish
like that probably won't be in too shall ow water. But you never know. "

Brody knew he should drop the subject and | eave Quint in peace, but he was

i nterested, so he asked an- other question. "If we find that fish, or if he finds us,
it'"ll be
uck, won't it?"

"Sort of."

"Like a needle in a haystack."

"Not quite."

"Way not ?"

"If the tide's running good, we can pat out a slick that'll cover ten niles and
nor e

by the end of the day."

"Wuld it be better if we stayed the night out here?"

"What for?" said Quint.

"To keep the slick going. If we can spread ten nmiles in a day, we could make it
nore than twenty niles long if we stayed out all night."

"If a slick gets too big, it's no good."

n \N]y?ll

"Gets confusing. If you stayed out here a nonth, you could cover the whole
fuckin' ocean. Not much sense in that." Quint smled, apparently at the thought of a chum
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slick covering the whol e ocean

Brody gave up and read The Deadly Virgin.

By noon, Quint had opened up. The lines had been in the slick for over four
hours. Though no one had specifically assigned himthe task, Hooper had taken up the
chum | adl e as soon as they began to drift, and now he sat at the stern, nethodically
scoopi ng and dunpi ng. At about ten o'clock, a fish had taken the starboard |ine and had
caused a few seconds of excitenent. But it turned out to be a five-pound bonito that
coul d
barely get its nmouth around the hook. At ten-thirty, a small blue shark took the port
l'i ne.

Brody reeled it in, Quint brought it to gaff, slit its stomach open, and released it. The
shark nibbled feebly at a few pieces of itself, then slipped into the deep. No ot her

shar ks

cane around to feed.

At alittle after eleven, Quint spied the scythed dorsal fin of a swordfish
com ng
toward themup the slick. They waited silently, begging the fish to take a bait, but it
i gnored both squid and cruised aimessly sixty yards off the stern. Quint jiggled one of
the baits -- tugging the line to make the squid nove and seemalive -- but the swordfish
wasn't inpressed. Finally, Quint decided to harpoon the fish. He turned on his engine,
told Brody and Hooper to reel in the Iines, and drove the boat in a wide circle. One
har poon dart was already attached to the throwing pole, and a |ine-covered barrel stood
ready at the bow. Quint explained the pattern of attack: Hooper would drive the boat.
Quint would stand at the end of the pulpit in the bow, holding the harpoon over his right
shoul der. As they cane upon the fish, Quint would point the harpoon left or right,
dependi ng on whi ch way he wanted the boat to turn. Hooper would turn the boat until the
har poon was again pointing straight ahead. It was like foll owing a conpass heading. |f
al |

went well, they would be able to creep up on the fish, and Quint could plunge the iron
of f
his right shoulder -- a throw of about twelve feet, al nbst straight down. Brody woul d

stand at the barrel, making sure the |ine was kept clear as the fish sounded.

Al did go well until the last nonment. Moving slowy; with the engi ne sound
barely above a nurnur, the boat closed on the fish, which lay resting on the surface. The
boat had a sensitive helm and Hooper was able to follow Quint's directions precisely.
Then, sonmehow, the fish sensed the presence of the boat. Just as Quint raised his armto
east the iron, the fish lurched forward, thrust its tail, and darted for the bottom
Qui nt
threw, yelling, "Prick!" and missed by six feet.

Now t hey were back at the head of the stick again.

"You asked yesterday if we have many days like this," Qint said to Brody. "It's
not often we string two of themtogether. W should of at |least had a bunch of bl ue
shar ks by now. "

“I's it the weather?”

"Coul d be. Makes people feel shitty enough. Maybe fish, too."

They ate lunch -- sandwi ches and beer -- and when they were finished, Quint
checked to see if his carbine was | oaded. Then he ducked into the cabin and returned,
hol di ng a machi ne Brody had never seen before. "Still got your beer can?" Quint asked.

"Sure," said Brody. "Wat do you want it for?"

"I'"l'l show you." The device |ooked |ike a potato-masher hand grenade -- a netal
cylinder with a handle at one end. Quint pushed the beer can down into the cylinder,
turned it till there was a click, and took a .22 blank cartridge fromhis shirt pocket.

He
slipped the blank into a small hole at the base of the cylinder, then turned the handle
until
there was another click. He handed the device to Brody. "See that |ever there?" he said,
pointing to the top of the handle. "Point the thing up to the sky, and when | tell you
push
that |ever."

Quint picked up the M1, released the safety, raised the rifle to his shoul der,
and
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sai d, "Now. "

Brody flipped the lever. There was a sharp, high report, a mld kick, and the
beer
can was | aunched fromhis hand straight up into the air. It spun, and in the bright
sunl i ght

it shone like a sparkler. At the height of its track -- the split-second point when it
hung

suspended in air -- Qint fired. He ainmed low, to catch the can as it started down, and
he

hit its bottom There was a | oud whang, and the can cartwheel ed down into the water. It
did not sink inmedi ately, but floated at a cockeyed angl e, bobbing on the surface.

"WAnt to try?" said Quint.

"You bet," said Brody.

"Renmenber to try to catch it right at the top and lead it a little bit low If
you go
for it in full rise or full fall, you' ve got to lead by a whole lot, and it's nuch
harder. If you
mss it, drop your sights, lead it again, and squeeze off another round."

Brody exchanged the | auncher for the M1 and stationed hinself at the gunwal e.
As soon as Qi nt had rel oaded the | auncher, Brody shouted, "Now " and Quint rel eased
the can. Brody fired once. Nothing. He tried again at the top of the arc. Nothing. And he

led it by too nuch as it fell. "Boy, that's a bitch," he said.

"Takes sonme getting used to," said Quint. "See if you can hit it now " The can
floated upright in the still water, fifteen or twenty yards fromthe boat. Half of it was
exposed above water. Brody ained -- consciously a hair low -- and squeezed the trigger.

There was a netallic plop as the bullet hit the can at the water |ine. The can vani shed.
"Hooper?" said Quint. "There's one can left, and we can always drink nore beer."
"No thanks," said Hooper.
"What's the probl enf"
"Nothing. | just don't want to shoot, that's all."
Quint smled. "You worried about the cans in the water? That's an awful |ot of
tin
we're dropping into the ocean. Probably rust and sink to the bottomand clutter up
everyt hing down there."

"That's not it," said Hooper, careful not to rise to Quint's bait. "It's nothing.
| just
don't feel like it."

"Afraid of guns?"

"Afrai d? No."

"Ever shot one?"

Brody was fascinated to see Quint press, and pleased to see Hooper squirm but he
didn't know why Quint was doing it. Maybe Quint got ornery when he was bored and
wasn't catching fish

Hooper didn't know what Quint was doing either, but he didn't like it. He felt he
was being set up to be knocked down. "Sure," he said. "I've shot guns before."

"Where? In the service?"

"No. I..."

"Were you in the service?"

"No. "

"I didn't think so.”

"What' s that supposed to nean?"

"Christ, |I'd even bet you're still a virgin."

Brody | ooked at Hooper's face to see his response, and for a split second he
caught Hooper | ooking at him

Then Hooper | ooked away, his face beginning to redden. He said, "Wat's on your
m nd, Quint? What are you getting at?"

Qui nt | eaned back in his chair and grinned. "Not a thing," he said. "Just making
a
little friendly conversation to pass the tinme. Mnd if | take your beer can when you're
t hrough? Maybe Brody'd like to take anot her shot."

"No, | don't mind," said Hooper. "But get off ny back, will you?"
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For the next hour they sat in silence. Brody dozed in the fighting chair, a hat
pul l ed down over his face to protect it fromthe sun. Hooper sat at the stern, ladling
and
occasional ly shaking his head to keep awake. And Quint sat on the flying bridge,
wat ching the slick, his Marine Corps cap tilted back on his head.

Suddenly Quint said -- his voice flat, soft, matter-of-fact -- "W've got a
visitor."

Brody snapped awake. Hooper stood up. The starboard |ine was running out,
snoothly and very fast.

"Take the rod," Quint said. He renopved his cap and dropped it onto the bench.

Brody took the rod out of the holder, fit it between his |egs, and held on

"When | tell you," said Quint, "you throw that brake and hit him" The line

stopped running. "Wait. He's turning. He'll start again. Don't want to hit himnow or
he' | |
spit the hook." But the line lay dead in the water, |inp and unnoving. After several
nonents, Quint said, "lI'lIl be goddamed. Reel it in."

Brody cranked the line in. It canme easily, too easily. There was not even the
mld
resi stance of the bait.

"Hold the Iine with a couple fingers or it'll snarl," said Quint. "Watever that
was

took the bait gentle as you please. Mist have kissed it off the line."

The line canme clear of the water and hung at the tip of the rod. There was no
hook, no bait, no |l eader. The wire had been neatly severed. Quint hopped down fromthe
flying bridge and | ooked at it. He felt the end, ran his fingers around the edges of the
break, and gazed out over the slick.

"I think we've just net your friend," he said.

"What ?" sai d Brody

Hooper junped down off the transom and said excitedly, "You ve got to be
kidding. That's terrific."

"That's just a guess," said Quint. "But 1'd bet on it. This wire's been chewed
cl ean
through. One try. No hesitation. No other marks on it. The fish probably didn't even know
he had it in his nouth. He just sucked the bait in and closed his nouth and that did it."

"So what do we do now?" said Brody.

"W wait and see if he takes the other one, or if he surfaces."”

"What about using the porpoise?"

"When | know it's him" said Quint. "Wien | get a |ook at himand know t he
bastard's big enough to be worth it, then I'll give himthe porpoise. They're
gar bage- eati ng
nmachi nes, these fish, and | don't want to waste a prize bait on sone little runt."

They waited. There was no novenent on the surface of the water. No birds dived,
no fish junped. The only sound was the liquid plop of the chum Hooper | adl ed
overboard. Then the port |ine began to run

"Leave it in the holder," said Quint. "No sense in getting ready if he's going to
chew through this one too."

Adrenal i ne was punpi ng through Brody's body. He was both excited and afraid,
awed by the thought of what was swi nming bel ow them a creature whose power he
could not inmagine. Hooper stood at the port gunwhale, transfixed by the running line.

The line stopped and went |i np.

"Shit," said Quint. "He done it again." He took the rod out of the hol der and

began

to reel. The severed |line cane aboard exactly as had the other one. "W'I| give himone
nore chance," said Quint, "and I'Il put on a tougher |eader. Not that that'll stop himif
it's

the fish | think it is." He reached into the ice chest for another bait and renpved the
W re
| eader. Froma drawer in the cockpit he took a four-foot |ength of three-eighths-inch
chai n.

"That | ooks |ike a dog's |eash," said Brody.

"Used to be," said Quint. He wired one end of the chain to the eye of the baited
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hook, the other to the wire |ine.

"Can he bite through that?"

"I imagine so. Take hima little |onger, maybe, but he'd do it if he wanted to.
All
I"'mtrying to do is goose hima little and bring himto the surface."

"What's next if this doesn't work?"

"Don't know yet. | suppose | could take a four-inch shark hook and a | ength of
no-
shit chain and drop it overboard with a bunch of bait on it. But if he took it,
woul dn' t
know what to do with him He'd tear out any cleat |'ve got on board, and until | see him
I'"'mnot going to take a chance and wap chain around anything inportant."” Quint flipped
the baited hook overboard and fed out a few yards of line. "Cone on, you bugger," he
said. "Let's have a | ook at you."

The three nmen watched the port |ine. Hooper bent down, filled his ladle with
churn, and tossed it into the slick. Sonmething caught his eye and nmade himturn to the
left. What he saw sucked fromhima throaty grunt, unintelligible but enough to draw the
eyes of the other two nen.

"Jesus Christ!" said Brody.

No nore than ten feet off the stern, slightly to the starboard, was the flat,
coni cal
snout of the fish. It stuck out of the water perhaps two feet. The top of the head was a
sooty gray, pocked with two bl ack eyes. At each side of the end of the snout, where the
gray turned to creamwhite, were the nostrils -- deep slashes in the arnored hide. The
nout h was open not quite hal fway, a dim dark cavern guarded by huge, triangul ar teeth.

Fish and nmen confronted each other for perhaps ten seconds. Then Quint yelled,
"Get an iron!" and, obeying hinself, he dashed forward and began to funble with a
har poon. Brody reached for the rifle. Just then, the fish slid quietly backward into the
water. The long, scythed tail flicked once -- Brody shot at it and missed -- and the fish
di sappear ed.

"He's gone," said Brody.

"Fantastic!" said Hooper. "That fish is everything | thought. And nore. He's
fantastic! That head nust have been four feet across.”

"Could be," said Quint, walking aft. He deposited two harpoon barbs, two barrels,
and two coils of rope in the stern. "In case he cones back," he said.

"Have you ever seen a fish like that, Quint?" said Hooper. H s eyes were bright,
and he felt ebullient, vibrant.

"Not quite," said Quint.

"How | ong, woul d you say?"

"Hard to tell. Twenty feet. Maybe nore. | don't know. Wth themthings, it don't
make much difference over six feet. Once they get to six feet, they're trouble. And this
sonofabitch is trouble.”

"God, | hope he cones back," said Hooper.

Brody felt a chill, and he shuddered. "That was very strange," he said, shaking
hi s
head. "He | ooked |ike he was grinning."

"That's what they look Iike when their nmouths are open," said Quint. "Don't nake
himout to be nore than he is. He's just a dunmb garbage bucket."

"How can you say that?" said Hooper. "That fish is a beauty. It's the kind of
t hi ng
that nmakes you believe in a god. It shows you what nature can do when she sets her nind
toit."

"Horseshit," said Quint, and he clinbed the | adder to the flying bridge.

"Are you going to use the porpoise?" said Brody.

"No need. W& got himon the surface once. He'll be back."

As Quint spoke, a noise behind Hooper made himturn. It was a sw shing noise, a
liquid hiss. "Look," said Quint. Heading straight for the boat, thirty feet away, was a
triangular dorsal fin nore than a foot high, knifing the water and | eaving a rippl ed
wake.

It was followed by a towering tail that swatted left and right in tight cadence.
"It's attacking the boat!" cried Brody. Involuntarily, he backed into the seat of
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t he
fighting chair and tried to draw away.

Quint cane down fromthe flying bridge, cursing. "No fucking warning this
time," he said. "Hand ne that iron."

The fish was alnmost at the boat. It raised its flat head, gazed vacantly at
Hooper
with one of its black eyes, and passed under the boat. Quint raised the harpoon and
turned
back to the port side. The throwi ng pole struck the fighting chair, and the dart
di sl odged
and fell to the deck. "Cocksucker!" shouted Quint. "Is he still there?" He reached down,
grabbed the dart, and stuck it back on the end of the pole.

"Your side, your side!" yelled Hooper. "He's passed this side al ready."

Quint turned back in tinme to see the gray-brown shape of the fish as it pulled
away fromthe boat and began to dive. He dropped the harpoon and, in a rage, snatched
up the rifle and enptied the clip into the water behind the fish. "Bastard!" he said.

"G ve

nme sonme warning next tine." Then he put the rifle down and | aughed. "I suppose | shoul d
be grateful,” he said. "At least he didn't attack the boat." He | ooked at Brody and said,
"Gave you a bit of a start."

"More 'n a bit," said Brody. He shook his head, as if to reassenble his thoughts
and sort out his visions. "I'mstill not sure | believe it." Hs nind was full of images
of a
torpedo shape streaking upward in the bl ackness and tearing Christine Watkins to pieces;
of the boy on the raft, unknow ng, unsuspecting, until suddenly seized by a nightnare
creature; and of the nightmares he knew would cone to him dreans of viol ence and
bl ood and a woman screaning at himthat he killed her son. "You can't tell ne that
thing' s

a fish," he said. "It's nore |ike one of those things they nake novi es about. You know,
the nmonster fromtwenty nillion fathons."

"It's a fish, all right," said Hooper. He was still visibly excited. "And what a
fish!

Danm near negal odon."

"What are you tal king about?" said Brody.

"That's an exaggeration," said Hooper, "but if there's sonmething |ike this
swi nmi ng around, what's to say negal odon isn't? What do you say, Quint?"

"I'd say the sun's got to you," said Quint.

"No, really. How big do you think these fish grow?"

"I"'mno good at guessing. |'d put that fish at twenty feet, so |'d say they grow
to
twenty feet. If | see one tonorrow that's twenty-five feet, 1'll say they growto
twenty-five
feet. Quessing is bullshit."”

"How big do they grow?" Brody asked, wi shing inmediately that he hadn't said
anything. He felt that the question subordinated himto Hooper.

But Hooper was too caught up in the nonent, too flushed and happy, to be
patroni zing. "That's the point," he said. "Nobody knows. There was one in Australia that
got snarled in some chains and drowned. He was neasured at thirty-six feet, or so said
the reports.”

"That's alnbst twice as big as this one," said Brody. Hs mnd, barely able to
conmprehend the fish he had seen, could not grasp the imensity of the one Hooper
descri bed.

Hooper nodded. "GCenerally, people seemto accept thirty feet as a naxi num si ze,
but the figure is fancy. It's Iike what Quint says. |If they see one tonorrow that's sixty
f eet,
they' Il accept sixty feet. The really terrific thing, the thing that blows your mind, is
imagining -- and it could be true -- that there are great whites way down in the deep
t hat
are a hundred feet long."

"Ch bullshit," said Quint.

"I"'mnot saying it's so," said Hooper. "I'msaying it could be so."
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"Still bullshit."

"Maybe. Maybe not. Look, the Latin nane for this fish is Carcharodon
carchari as, okay? The cl osest ancestor we can find for it is sonething called
Car char odon negal odon, a fish that existed maybe thirty or forty thousand years ago.
We have fossil teeth from negal odon. They're six inches long. That would put the fish at
bet ween eighty and a hundred feet. And the teeth are exactly like the teeth you see in
great whites today. What |'mgetting at is, suppose the two fish are really one species.
What's to say negal odon is really extinct? Why should it be? Not |ack of food. If there's
enough down there to support whal es, there's enough to support sharks that big. Just
because we've never seen a hundred-foot white doesn't nean they couldn't exist. They'd
have no reason to cone to the surface. Al their food would be way down in the deep. A
dead one wouldn't float to shore, because they don't have flotation bladders. Can you
i magi ne what a hundred-foot white would | ook |ike? Can you inmagine what it could do,
what kind of power it would have?"

"I don't want to," said Brody.

"It would be like a |oconotive with a mouth full of butcher knives."

"Are you saying this is just a baby?" Brody was beginning to feel |onely and
vul nerable. A fish as | arge as what Hooper was describing could chew the boat to

splinters.

"No, this is a mature fish," said Hooper. "lI'msure of it. But it's |like people.
Sonme
people are five feet tall, sone people are seven feet tall. Boy, what |I'd give to have a
| ook

at a bi g nmegal odon."

"You're out of your mind," said Brody.

"No, man, just think of it. It would be like finding the Abom nabl e Snowran."

"Hey, Hooper," said Quint, "do you think you can stop the fairy tales and start
throwi ng chum overboard? |I'd kind of Iike to catch a fish."

"Sure," said Hooper. He returned to his post at the stern and began to | adl e chum
into the water.

"You think he'll come back?" said Brody.
"I don't know," said Quint. "You never know what these bastards are going to
do." From a pocket he took a note pad and a pencil. He extended his left arm and pointed

it toward shore. He closed his right eye and sighted down the index finger of his |left
hand, then scribbled sonething on the pad. He noved his hand a couple of inches to the
| eft, sighted again, and nade another note. Anticipating a question from Brody, Quint

said, "Taking bearings. | want to see where we are, so if he doesn't show up for the rest
of
today, I'll know where to cone tonorrow. "

Brody | ooked toward Shore. Even shading his eyes and squinting, all he could see
was a dimgray line of land. "Wat are you taking them on?"

"Li ght house on the point and the water tower in town. They line up different ways
dependi ng where you are."

"You can see then?" Brody strained his eyes, but he saw nothing nore distinct
than a lunp in the line.

"Sure. You could too, if you' d been out here for thirty years."

Hooper smled and said, "Do you really think the fish will stay in one place?"

"I don't know," said Quint. "But this is where we found himthis tine, and we
didn't find himanywhere else.”

"And he sure as hell stayed around Amity," said Brody.

"That's because he had food," said Hooper. There was no irony in his voice, no
taunt. But the remark was |i ke a needle stabbing into Brody's brain. They waited for
t hree
nore hours, but the fish never returned. The tide slackened, carrying the slick ever
sl ower .

At alittle after five, Quint said, "W mght as well go in. It's enough to piss
of f
t he Good Hunor nan."

"Where do you think he went?" said Brody. The question was rhetorical; he knew
t here was no answer.

"Anywhere," said Quint. "Wien you want 'em they're never around. It's only
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when you don't want 'em and don't expect 'em that they show up. Contrary fuckers."

"And you don't think we should spend the night, to keep the slick going."

"No. Like | said, if the slick gets too big, it's no good. W don't have any food
out
here. And | ast but not |east, you're not paying ne for a twenty-four-hour day."

"I'f I could get the noney, would you do it?"

Qui nt thought for a nonment. "Nope. It's tenpting, though, 'cause | don't think
there's nmuch chance anything woul d happen at night. The slick would be big and
confusing, and even if he canme right up alongside and | ooked at us, we wouldn't know he
was there unless he took a bite out of us. So it'd be taking your noney just to let you
sl eep on board. But | won't do it, for two reasons. First off, if the slick did get too
big, it
woul d screw us up for the next day. Second, | like to get this boat in at night."

"I guess | can't blane you," said Brody. "Your wife nust like it better, too,
havi ng
you home." Quint said flatly, "Got no wife."

"Ch. I"'msorry."

"Don't be. | never saw the need for one." Quint turned and clinbed the | adder to
the flying bridge.

Ellen was fixing the children's supper when the door- bell rang. The boys were
wat ching television in the living room and she called to them "Wuld sonebody pl ease
answer the door?"

She heard t he door open, heard sone words exchanged, and, a nmonent |ater, saw
Larry Vaughan standing at the kitchen door. It had been | ess than two weeks since she
had | ast seen him yet the change in his appearance was so startling that she couldn't
hel p
staring at him As always, he was dressed perfectly -- a two- button blue blazer, button-
down shirt, gray slacks, and Gucci loafers. It was his face that had changed. He had | ost
wei ght, and |i ke nmany people who have no excess on their bodies, Vaughan showed the
loss in his face. His eyes had receded in their sockets, and their color seened to Ellen
lighter than normal -- a pasty gray. His skin |ooked gray, too, and appeared to droop at
the cheekbones. His |ips were noist, and he licked them every few seconds.

Enmbarrassed when she found herself staring, Ellen | owered her eyes and said,
"Larry. Hello."

"Hell o, Ellen. | stopped by to..." Vaughan backed up a few steps and peered into
the living room "First of all, do you suppose | could have a drink?"
"OF course. You know where everything is. Help yourself. 1'd get it for you, but

ny hands are covered with chicken."

"Don't be silly. | can find everything." Vaughan opened the cupboard where the
i quor was kept, took out a bottle, and poured a glass full of gin. "As | started to say,
I
stopped by to say farewell."

El | en stopped shuffling pieces of chicken in the frying pan and said, "You're
goi ng away? For how | ong?"

"I don't know. Perhaps for good. There's nothing here for me any nore."

"What about your busi ness?"

"That's gone. O it soon will be."

"What do you nean, gone? A business doesn't just go away."

"No, but | won't own it any nore. What few assets there are will belong to ny..
partners." He spat the word and then, as if to cleanse his nouth of its unpleasant
resi due,

took a long swallow of gin. "Has Martin told you about our conversation?"
"Yes." Ellen | ooked down at the frying pan and stirred the chicken.
"I imagi ne you don't think very highly of ne any nore."
"It's not up to ne to judge you, Larry."

"I never wanted to hurt anybody. | hope you believe that."

"l believe it. How nmuch does El eanor know?"

"Not hi ng, poor dear. | want to spare her, if | can. That's one reason | want to
nove
away. She loves ne, you know, and |'d hate to take that |love away... fromeither of us."
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Vaughan | eaned agai nst the sink. "You know sonething? Sonetinmes | think -- and |'ve
thought this fromtinme to tine over the years -- that you and | woul d have nade a
wonder ful couple.”

El | en reddened. "Wat do you nmean?"

"You're froma good famly. You know all the people | had to fight to get to
know. W would have fit together and fit in Armity. You' re lovely and good and strong.
You woul d have been a real asset to nme. And | think | could have given you a life you
woul d have | oved. "

Ellen smiled. "I"'mnot as strong as you think, Larry. | don't know what Kkind
of . ..
asset | woul d have been."

"Don't belittle yourself. | only hope Martin appreciates the treasure he has."

Vaughan finished his drink and put the glass in the sink. "Anyway, no point in
dream ng." He wal ked across the kitchen, touched Ellen's shoul der, and kissed the top of
her head. "Good-by, dear," he said. "Think of ne once in a while."
Ellen | ooked at him "I will." She kissed his cheek. "Where are you goi ng?"
"I don't know. Vernont, maybe, or New Hanpshire. | might sell land to the skiing
crowd. Who knows? | might even take up the sport nyself."
"Have you told El eanor?"
"I told her we nmight be noving. She just sniled and said, 'Watever you w sh.'"
"Are you | eavi ng soon?"

"As soon as | chat with ny |awers about nmy... liabilities."

"Send us a card so we'll know where you are."

"I will. Good-by." Vaughan |eft the room and Ellen heard the screen door close
behi nd hi m

When she had served the children their supper, Ellen went upstairs and sat on her
bed. "Alife you would have | oved," Vaughan had said. what would a life with Larry
Vaughan have been |ike? There woul d have been noney, and acceptance. She woul d
never have missed the life she led as a girl, for it would never have ended. There would
have been no craving for renewal and sel f-confidence and confirmation of her femninity,
no need for a fling with soneone |ike Hooper.

But no. She mi ght have been driven to it by boredom |ike so many of the wonen
who spent their weeks in Anity while their husbands were in New York. Life with Larry
Vaughan woul d have been |ife without challenge, a life of cheap satisfactions.

As she pondered what Vaughan had sai d, she began to recognize the richness of
her |ife: a relationship with Brody nore rewardi ng than any Larry Vaughan woul d ever
experience; an amal gam of minor trials and tiny triunphs that, together, added up to
something akin to joy. And as her recognhition grew, so did a regret that it had taken her
so long to see the waste of time and enotion in trying to cling to her past. Suddenly she
felt fear -- fear that she was growing up too late, that sonething m ght happen to Brody
bef ore she coul d savor her awareness. She | ooked at her watch: 6:20. He should have
been home by now. Sonet hi ng has happened to him she thought. Onh please, God, not
hi m

She heard the door open downstairs. She junped off the bed, ran into the hall and
down the stairs. She wapped her arns around Brody's neck and ki ssed himhard on the
nout h.

"My God," he said when she et himgo. "That's quite a wel cone."

Chapter 13

"You're not putting that thing on nmy boat," said Quint.

They stood on the dock in the brightening light. The sun had cl eared the horizon,
but it lay behind a | ow bank of clouds that touched the eastern sea. A gentle wi nd blew
fromthe south. The boat was ready to go. Barrels lined the bow, rods stood straight in
their holders, |eaders snapped into eyelets on the reels. The engi ne chugged quietly,
sputtering bubbles as tiny waves washed agai nst the exhaust pipe, coughing diesel funes
that rose and were carried away by the breeze.

At the end of the dock a man got into a pickup truck and started the engi ne, and
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the truck began to nove slowy off down the dirt road. The words stencil ed on the door
of the truck read: Wods Hol e Cceanographic Institute.

Quint stood with his back to the boat, facing Brody and Hooper, who stood on
each side of an al um num cage. The cage was slightly over six feet tall and six feet w de
and four feet deep. Inside, there was a control panel: atop were two cylindrical tanks.
On
the floor of the cage were a scuba tank, a regulator, a face mask, and a wet suit.

"Way not?" said Hooper. "It doesn't weigh nuch, and | can lash it down out of the
way. "

"Take up too much room™"

"That's what | said," said Brody. "But he wouldn't listen."

"What the hell is it anyway?" said Quint.

"I't's a shark cage," said Hooper. "Divers use themto protect thensel ves when
they're swinmng in the open ocean. | had it sent down from Wods Hole -- in that truck
that just left."

"And what do you plan to do with it?"

"When we find the fish, or when the fish finds us, I want to go down in the cage
and take sonme pictures. No one's ever been able to photograph a fish this big before.”

"Not a chance," said Quint. "Not on ny boat."

"Way not ?"

"I't's foolishness, that's why. A sensible nman knows his limts. That's beyond
your
limts."

"How do you know?"

"I't's beyond any man's linits. A fish that big could eat that cage for
br eakf ast."

"But would he? | don't think so. | think he night bunp it, night even nouth it,
but | don't think he'd seriously try to eat it."

"He would if he saw sonething as juicy as you inside."

"I doubt it."

"Well, forget it."

"Look, Quint, this is a chance of a lifetinme. Not just for nme. | wouldn't have
thought of doing it until | saw the fish yesterday. It's unique, at least in this

heni sphere.
And even t hough people have filmed great whites before, no one's ever filned a twenty-
foot white swmming in the open ocean. Never."
"He said forget it," said Brody. "So forget it. Besides, | don't want the
responsibility. W're out here to kill that fish, not nake a home novie about it."
"What responsibility? You're not responsible for nme."
"Ch yes | am The town of Anmity is paying for this trip, so what | say goes."

Hooper said to Quint, "I'll pay you."
Quint smled. "Ch yeah? How nmuch?"
"Forget it," said Brody. "I don't care what Quint says. | say you're not bringing

that thing along."

Hooper ignored himand said to Quint, "A hundred dollars. Cash. In advance, the
way you like it." He reached into his back pocket for his wallet.

"I said no!" said Brody.

"What do you say, Quint? A hundred bucks. Cash. Here it is." He counted five
twenties and held themout to Quint.

"I don't know." Then Quint reached for the noney and said, "Shit, | don't suppose
it's my business to keep a man fromkilling hinself if he wants to."

"You put that cage on the boat," Brody said to Quint, "and you don't get your
four
hundred." |f Hooper wants to kill hinself, Brody thought, let himdo it on his ow tine.

"And if the cage doesn't go," said Hooper, "I don't go."

"Fuck yourself," said Brody. "You can stay here, for all | care."

"I don't think Quint would |ike that. Right, Quint? You want to go out and take
on

that fish with just you and the chief? You feel good about that?"
"We'l'l find another man," said Brody.
"Go ahead," Hooper snapped. "Good | uck."
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"Can't do it," said Quint. "Not on this short notice."

"Then the hell with it!" said Brody. "We'll go tonorrow. Hooper can go back to
Whods Hole and play with his fish." Hooper was angry -- angrier, in fact, than he
knew,
for before he could stop hinself, he had said, "That's not all | mght... Ch, forget it."

For several seconds, a |eaden silence fell over the three nmen. Brody stared at
Hooper, unwilling to believe what he had heard, uncertain how nmuch substance there was
in the remark and how nmuch enpty threat. Then suddenly he was overcone by rage. He
reached Hooper in two steps, grabbed both sides of his collar, and rammed his fists into
Hooper's throat. "What was that?" he said. "What did you say?"

Hooper could hardly breathe. He clawed at Brody's fingers. "Nothing!" he said,
choking. "Nothing!" He tried to back away, but Brody gripped himtighter.

"What did you nean by that?"

"Nothing, | tell you! | was angry. It was sonething to say."

"Where were you | ast Wednesday afternoon?”

"Nowhere!" Hooper's tenples were throbbing. "Let nme go! You're choking ne!"

"Where were you?" Brody twisted his fists tighter

“"In a notel! Now let nme go!"

Brody eased his grip. "Wth who?" he said, praying to hinself, God, don't let it

be
Ellen; let his alibi be a good one.
"Dai sy Wcker."
"Liar!" Brody tightened his grip again, and he felt tears begin to squeeze from
hi s
eyes.

"What do you nean?" said Hooper, struggling to free hinself.

"Dai sy Wcker's a goddam | eshi an! What were you doing, knitting?"

Hooper's thoughts were fogging. Brody's knuckles were cutting off the flow of
blood to his brain. His eyelids flickered and he began to | ose consci ousness. Brody
rel eased hi mand pushed himdown to the dock, where he sat, sucking air.

"What do you say to that?" said Brody. "Are you such a hotshot you can fuck a
| esbi an?"

Hooper's mind cleared quickly, and he said, "No. | didn't find it out until...
until it
was too late."

"What do you nean? You nean she went with you to a notel and then turned you
down? No dyke is gonna go to any notel roomwth you."

"She did!'" said Hooper, desperately trying to keep pace with Brody's questions.
"She said she wanted ... that it was tinme she tried it straight. But then she couldn't go
through withit. It was awful."

"You're bullshitting nme!"

"I"'mnot! You can check with her yoursel f." Hooper knew it was a weak excuse.
Brody could check it out with no trouble. But it was all he could think of. He could stop
on the way hone that evening and call Daisy Wcker froma phone booth, beg her to

corroborate his story. O he could sinply never return to Anmity -- turn north and take

t he

ferry fromOient Point and be out of the state before Brody could reach Dai sy Wcker.
"I will check," said Brody. "You can count on it."

Behi nd him Brody heard Quint |augh and say, "That's the funniest thing | ever
did hear. Tried to lay a | eshian."

Brody tried to read Hooper's face, searching for any- thing that mght betray a
lie.
But Hooper kept his eyes fixed on the dock.

"Well, what do you say?" said Quint. "W going today or not? Either way, Brody,
it'll cost you."

Brody felt shaken. He was tenpted to cancel the trip, to return to Anity and
di scover the truth about Hooper and Ellen. But suppose the worst was true. What coul d
he do then? Confront Ellen? Beat her? Wal k out on her? \Wat good would that do? He
had to have tinme to think. He said to Quint, "W'IIl go."

"Wth the cage?"

"Wth the cage. If this asshole wants to kill hinself, et him"
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"Okay by me," said Quint. "Let's get this circus on the road."

Hooper stood and wal ked to the cage. "I'll get in the boat," he said hoarsely.
"1 f
you two can push it over to the edge of the dock and lean it toward ne, then one of you
come down into the boat with ne, we can carry it over into the corner."

Brody and Quint slid the cage across the wooden boards, and Brody was surprised
at how light it was. Even with the diving gear inside, it couldn't have wei ghed nore than
two hundred pounds. They tipped it toward Hooper, who grabbed two of the bars and
waited until Quint joined himin the cockpit. The two nmen easily carried the cage a few
feet and pushed it into a corner under the overhang that supported the flying bridge.
Hooper secured it with two pieces of rope.

Brody junped aboard and said, "Let's go."

"Aren't you forgetting sonething?" said Quint.

"What ?"

"Four hundred dollars."

Brody took an envel ope fromhis pocket and handed it to Quint. "You're going to
die arich man, Quint."

"That's nmy aim Uncleat the stern line, will you?" Quint uncleated the bow and
nm dshi ps spring lines and tossed themonto the dock, and when he saw that the stern line
was clear, too, he pushed the throttle forward and gui ded the boat out of the slip. He
turned right and pushed the throttle forward, and the boat noved swiftly through the cal m
sea -- past H cks Island and Goff Point, around Shagwong and Montauk points. Soon the
| i ght house on Montauk Poi nt was behind them and they were cruising south by
sout hwest in the open ocean

Gradually, as the boat fell into the rhythmof the | ong ocean swells, Brody's
fury
dul | ed. Maybe Hooper was telling the truth. It was possible. A person wouldn't make up a
story that was so easy to check. Ellen had never cheated on hi mbefore, he was sure of
that. She never even flirted with other nmen. But, he told hinself, there's always a first
time. And once again the thought nmade his throat tighten. He felt jeal ous and injured,

i nadequat e and outraged. He hopped down fromthe fighting chair and clinbed up to the
flying bridge.

Qui nt nmade room on the bench for Brody, and Brody sat down next to him Quint
chuckl ed. "You boys al nost had a no-shit punch-up back there."

"I't was nothing."

"Looked like sonmething to ne. What is it, you think he's been poking your w fe?"

Confronted with his own thoughts stated so brutally, Brody was shocked. "None
of your danm business," he said.

"What ever you say. But if you ask nme, he ain't got it in him"

"Nobody asked you." Anxious to change the subject, Brody said, "Are we going
back to the sane place?"

"Sanme place. Wn't be too |Iong now "

"What are the chances the fish will still be there?”

"Who knows? But it's the only thing we can do."

"You said sonething on the phone the other day about being smarter than fish. Is
that all there is to it? |Is that the only secret of success?"

"That's all there is. You just got to outguess 'em It's no trick. They're stupid
as
sin."

"You' ve never found a smart fish?"

"Never met one yet." Brody renenbered the leering, grinning face that had stared
up at himfromthe water. "I don't know," he said. "That fish sure | ooked nean yesterday.
Li ke he neant to be nean. Like he knew what he was doing."

"Shit, he don't know nothing."

"Do they have different personalities?"

"Fi sh?" Quint |aughed. "That's giving themnore credit than they're due. You
can't treat 'emli ke people, even though | guess sonme people are as dunb as fish. No.
They do different things sonmetines, but after a while you get to know everything they
can do."

"I't's not a challenge, then. You're not fighting an eneny."

"No. No nore 'n a plunber who's trying to unstick a drain. Maybe he'll cuss at it
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and hit it with a wench. But down deep he don't think he's fighting sonebody.
Sonmetimes | run into an ornery fish that gives nme nore trouble than other ones, but |
j ust

use different tools."

"There are fish you can't catch, aren't there?"

"Ch sure, but that don't nean they're smart or sneaky or anything. It only neans
they're not hungry when you try to catch '"em or they're too fast for you, or you're
usi ng
the wong bait."

Quint fell silent for a nmonent, then spoke again. "Once," he said, "a shark
al nost
caught me. It was about twenty years ago. | had a fair-size blue shark to gaff and he
gave
a big yank and haul ed me overboard with him"

"What did you do?"

"I come up over that transomso fast | don't think my feet touched anything

bet ween water and deck. | was lucky | fell over the stern, where it's fairly | ow down,
near

the water. If 1'd of fallen over am dships, | don't know what | woul d' ve done. Anyway, |
was out of that water before the fish even knew |l was in it. He was busy trying to shake
the gaff."

"Suppose you fell over with this fish. Is there anything you could do?"
"Sure. Pray. It'd be like falling out of an airplane without a parachute and

hopi ng
you'll land in a haystack. The only thing that'd save you woul d be God, and since He
pushed you overboard in the first place, | wouldn't give a nickel for your chances."

"There's a woman in Anmity who thinks that's why we're having trouble," said
Brody. "She thinks it's some sort of divine retribution.”

Quint smled. "Mght be. He made the dam thing, | suppose He can tell it what to
do. "

"You serious?"

"No, not really. | don't put nuch stock in religion."

"So why do you think people have been killed."

"Bad luck." Quint pulled back on the throttle. The boat slowed and settled in the
swells. "W&'Il try to change it." He took a piece of paper fromhis pocket, unfolded it,
read the notes, and sighting along his outstretched arm checked his bearings. He turned
the ignition key, and the engine died. There was a weight, a thickness, to the sudden
silence. "Okay, Hooper," he said. "Start chuckin' the shit overboard."

Hooper took the top off the chum bucket and began to ladle the contents into the
sea. The first ladleful spattered on the still water, and slowy the oily snear spread
west war d.

By ten o' clock a breeze had conme up -- not strong, but fresh enough to ripple the
wat er and cool the nen, who sat and watched and sai d nothing. The only sound was the
regul ar splash as Hooper poured chum off the stern

Brody sat in the fighting chair, struggling to stay awake. He yawned, then
recal |l ed
that he had left the half-read copy of The Deadly Virgin in a nmagazi ne rack bel ow. He
stood, stretched, and went down the three steps into the cabin. He found the book and
started topside again, when his eye caught the ice chest. He | ooked at his watch and said
to hinmself, the hell with it; there's no tinme out here.

"I'mgoing to have a beer," he called. "Anybody want one?"

"No, " said Hooper.

"Sure," said Quint. "W can shoot at the cans."

Brody took two beers fromthe chest, renoved the netal tabs, and started to clinb
the stairs. His foot was on the top step when he heard Quint's flat, cal mvoice say,
"There
he is."

At first, Brody thought Quint was referring to him but then he saw Hooper junp
of f the transom and heard hi mwhistle and say, "Ww He sure is!"

Brody felt his pulse speed up. He stepped quickly onto the deck and said,

"Wher e?"
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"Right there," said Quint. "Dead off the stern.”

It took Brody's eyes a nonment to adjust, but then he saw the fin -- a ragged,
browni sh-gray triangle that sliced through the water, followed by the scythed tail
sweeping left and right with short, spasnodic thrusts. The fish was at |east thirty yards
behi nd the boat, Brody guessed. Maybe forty. "Are you sure it's hin?" he said.

"I't's him" said Quint.

"What are you going to do?"

"Nothing. Not till we see what he does. Hooper, you keep ladling that shit. Let's
bring himin here."

Hooper lifted the bucket up onto the transom and scooped the chuminto the
wat er. Quint wal ked forward and fastened a harpoon head to the wooden shaft. He picked
up a barrel and put it under one arm He held the coiled rope over his other arm and
clutched the harpoon in his hand. He carried it all aft and set it on the deck.

The fish cruised back and forth in the slick, seeming to search for the source of
the bl oody ni asna.

"Reel in those lines," Qint said to Brody. "They won't do any good now we've
got himup."

Brody brought in the lines one by one and let the squid bait fall to the deck.

The
fish noved slightly closer to the boat, still cruising slowy.

Quint set the barrel on the transomto the |left of Hooper's bucket and arranged
t he

rope beside it. Then he clinbed up on the transom and stood, his right arm cocked,
hol di ng the harpoon. "Cone on," he said. "Cone on in here."

But the fish would cone no closer than fifty feet fromthe boat.

"I don't get it," said Quint. "He should conme in and take a | ook at us. Brody,

t ake
the cutters out of ny back pocket and clip off those squid bait and throw 'em overboard.
Maybe sone food' Il bring himin. And splash the hell out of the water when you throw

"em Let himknow sonething's there."

Brody did as he was told, slapping and roiling the water with a gaff, always
keeping the fin in sight, for he inagined the fish suddenly appearing fromthe deep and
seizing himby the arm

"Throw sonme other ones while you're at it," said Quint. "They're in the chest
there. And throw those beers over, too."

"The beers? What for?"

"The nmore we can get in the water, the better. Don't make no difference what it
is,
so long as it gets himinterested enough to want to find out."

Hooper said, "What about the porpoise?"

"Way, M. Hooper," said Quint. "I thought you didn't approve."

"Never mind that," Hooper said excitedly. "I want to see that fish!"

"We'll see," said Quint. "If | have to use it, | wll."

The squid had drifted back toward the shark, and one of the beers bobbed on the
surface as it slowy faded aft of the boat. But still the fish stayed away.

They waited -- Hooper |adling, Quint poised on the transom Brody standi ng by
one of the rods.

"Shit," said Quint. "I guess | got no choice." He set the harpoon down and junped
off the transom He flipped the top off the garbage can next to Brody, and Brody saw the
lifeless eyes of the tiny porpoise as it swayed in the briny water. The sight repelled
hi m
and he turned away.

"Well, little fella,"” said Quint. "The tine has cone." Fromthe | azaret he took a
| engt h of dog-1leash chain and snapped one end of it into the hook eye protruding from
beneath the porpoise's jaw. To the other end of the chain he tied a | ength of
three-quarter-
i nch henp. He uncoil ed several yards of the rope, cut it, and nmade it fast to a cleat on
t he
starboard gunwal e.

"I thought you said the shark could pull out a cleat," said Brody.

"It might just," said Quint. "But |'mbetting | can get an iron in himand cut
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t he
rope before he pulls it taut enough to yank the cleat." Quint took hold of the dog chain
and lifted the starboard gunwal e and set it down. He clinbed onto the transom and pull ed
the porpoise after him He took the knife fromthe sheath at his belt. Wth his |eft hand
he
hel d the porpoise out in front of him Then, with his right, he cut a series of shall ow
sl ashes in the porpoise's belly. Arank, dark liquid oozed fromthe aninal and fell in
droplets on the water. Quint tossed the porpoise into the water, let out six feet of
i ne,
then put the rope under his foot on the transom and stepped down hard. The porpoi se
fl oated just beneath the surface of the water, less than six feet fromthe boat.

"That's pretty close," said Brody

"Has to be," said Quint. "I can't get a shot at himif he's thirty feet away."
"Way are you standing on the rope?"
"To keep the little fella where he is. | don't want to cleat it down that close

to the
boat. If he took it and didn't have any running room he could thrash around and beat us
to pieces." Qint hefted the harpoon and | ooked at the shark's fin.

The fish noved closer, still cruising back and forth but closing the gap between
itself and the boat by a few feet with every passage. Then it stopped, twenty or twenty-
five feet away, and for a second seened to |lie notionless in the water, ainmed directly at
the boat. The tail dropped beneath the surface; the dorsal fin slid backward and
vani shed;
and the great head reared up, nouth open in a slack, savage grin, eyes black and abysnal.

Brody stared in nmute horror, sensing that this was what it nust be like to try to
stare down the devil.

"Hey, fish!" Quint called. He stood on the transom |egs spread, his hand curl ed
around the shaft of the harpoon that rested on his shoulder. "Cone see what we've got for
you!"

For another nonent the fish hung in the water, watching. Then, soundlessly, the
head slid back and di sappear ed.

"Where'd he go?" said Brody.

"He'll be coming now," said Quint. "Come, fish," he purred. "Cone, fish. Cone
get your supper." He pointed the harpoon at the floating porpoise.

Suddenly the boat lurched violently to the side. Quint's | egs skidded out from
under him and he fell on his back on the transom The harpoon dart separated fromthe
shaft and clattered to the deck. Brody tunbl ed sideways, grabbed the back of the chair,
and twirled around as the chair sw vel ed. Hooper spun backward and slamred into the
port gunwal e.

The rope attached to the porpoi se tautened and shivered. The knot by which it was
secured to the cleat tightened so hard that the rope flattened and its fibers popped. The
wood under the cleat began to crack. Then the rope snapped backward, went slack, and
curled in the water beside the boat.

I'I'l be fucked!" said Quint.

"I't was |ike he knew what you were trying to do," said Brody, "like he knew there
was a trap set for him"
"CGoddammit! | never have seen a fish do that before."

"He knew i f he knocked you down he could get to the porpoise."

"Shit, he was just aimng for the porpoise, and he nissed." Hooper said, "A mng
fromthe opposite side of the boat?"

"Well, it don't nake no never-nmind," said Quint.

"What ever he did, it worked."

"How do you think he got off the hook?" said Brody. "He didn't pull the cleat
out."

Qui nt wal ked over to the starboard gunwal e and began to pull in the rope. "He
either bit right through the chain, or else... uh-huh, that's what |I figured." He | eaned
over
the gunwal e and grabbed the chain. He pulled it aboard. It was intact, the clip still
attached to the eye of the hook. But the hook itself had been destroyed. The steel shaft
no
| onger curled. It was nearly straight, marked by two snmall bunps where once it had been
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tenpered into a curve

"Jesus Christ!" said Brody. "He did that with his nouth?"

"Bent it out nice as you please," said Quint. "Probably didn't slow himdown for
nore than a second or two."

Brody felt |ight-headed. His fingertips tingled. He sat down in the chair and
drew
several deep breaths, trying to stifle the fear that was nmounting inside him

"Where do you suppose he's gone?" said Hooper, standing at the stern and | ooki ng
at the water.

"He's around here sonmewhere,"” said Quint. "I inmagine he'll be back. That porpoise
wasn't any nore to himthan an anchovy is to a bluefish. He'll be | ooking for nore food."
He reassenbl ed the harpoon, recoiled the rope, and set themon the transom "W're just
gonna have to wait. And keep chumming. |I'Il tie up sonme nore squid and hang 'em
overboard. "

Brody watched Quint as he wapped twi ne around each squid and dropped it
overboard, attached to the boat at cleats, rod-hol ders, and al nost anything el se around
which he could tie a knot. When a dozen squid had been placed at various points and
vari ous depths around the boat, Quint clinbed to the flying bridge and sat down.

Hoping to be contradicted, Brody said, "That sure does seemto be a smart fish."

"Smart or not, | wouldn't know," said Quint. "But he's doing things |I've never
seen a fish do before." He paused, then said -- as nmuch to hinself as to Brody -- "but
['"'m
gonna get that fucker. That's one thing for sure.”

"How can you be sure?"

"I knowit, that's all. Now leave ne be." It was a command, not a request, and
though Brody wanted to talk -- about anything, even the fish itself, as long as he could
steer his mind away fromthe i mage of the beast lurking in the water below him-- he said

not hing nore. He | ooked at his watch: 11:05.

They waited, expecting at any nonent to see the fin rise off the stern and cut
back and forth through the water. Hooper |adled chum which sounded to Brody, every
time it hit the water, |ike diarrhea.

At eleven-thirty, Brody was startled by a sharp, resonant snap. Quint |eaped down
the | adder, across the deck, and onto the transom He picked up the harpoon and held it
at
hi s shoul der, scanning the water around the stern

"What the hell was that?" said Brody.

"He's back."

"How do you know? \What was that noise?"

"Twi ne snappi ng. He took one of the squid."

"Way woul d it snap? Way woul dn't he chew right through it?"

"He probably never bit down on it. He sucked it in, and the twi ne cane tight
behind his teeth when he closed his nouth. He went like this, | imagine" -- Qint jerked
his head to the side -- "and the line parted.”

"How could we hear it snap if it snapped under water?"

"It didn't snap under water, for Christ sake! It snapped right there." Quint

poi nt ed
to a fewinches of linp twine hanging froma cleat am dships.

"Ch," said Brody. As he | ooked at the remant, he saw anot her piece of twine -- a
few feet farther up the gunwale -- go linp. "There's another one," he said. He stood and

wal ked to the gunwal e and pulled in the line.

"He must be right underneath us." Quint said, "Anybody care to go sw nming?"

"Let's put the cage overboard," said Hooper.

"You're kidding," said Brody.

"No, I"'mnot. It might bring himout."

"Wth you in it?"

"Not at first. Let's see what he does. Wiat do you say, Quint?"

"Mght as well,"” said Quint. "Can't hurt just to put it in the, water, and you
pai d
for it." He put down the harpoon, and he and Hooper wal ked to the cage.

They tipped the cage onto its side, and Hooper opened the top hatch and craw ed
through it. He renoved the scuba tank, regulator, face mask, and neoprene wet suit, and
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set themon the deck. They tipped the cage upright again and slid it across the deck to
t he
starboard gunwal e. "You got a couple of lines?" said Hooper. "I want to nmake it fast to
the boat." Quint went below and returned with two coils of rope. They tied one to an
after
cleat, one to a cleat am dships, then secured the ends to the bars on top of the cage.
"COkay," said Hooper. "Let's put her over." They lifted the cage, tipped it backward, and
pushed it overboard. It sank until the ropes stopped it, a few feet beneath the surface.
There it rested, rising and falling slowly in the swells. The three nmen stood at the
gunwal e, looking into the water.

"What nmakes you think this'Il bring himup?" said Brody.

"I didn't say 'up,'" said Hooper. "I said 'out.' | think he'll cone out and have
a | ook
at it, to see whether he wants to eat it."

"That won't do us any dam good," said Quint. "I can't stick himif he's twelve
feet under water."

"Once he cones out," said Hooper, "maybe he'll conme up. W're not having any

luck with anything else.”

But the fish did not cone out. The cage lay quietly in the water, unnol ested.

"There goes another squid," said Quint, pointing forward. "He's there, al
right."

He | eaned overboard and shouted, "God damm you, fish! Cone out where | can have a
shot at you."

After fifteen minutes, Hooper said, "Ch well," and went bel ow. He reappeared
nonents later, carrying a novie canera in a waterproof housing, and what | ooked to
Brody like a malklng stick with a thong at one end.

'Vhat are you doi ng?" Brody said.

"I''"'m going down there. Maybe that'll bring himout."

"You're out of your goddam mind. What are you going to do if he does cone
out ?"

"First, 1'mgoing to take sone pictures of him Then I'mgoing to try to kil
him ™"

"Wth what, may | ask?"

"This." Hooper held up the stick.

"Good thinking," Quint said with a derisive cackle. "If that doesn't work you can
tickle himto death."

"What is that?" said Brody.

"Sonme people call it a bang stick. Ghers call it a power head. Anyway, it's
basically an underwater gun." He pulled both ends of the stick, and it cane apart in two
pieces. "In here," he said, pointing to a chanber at the point where the stick had cone
apart, "you put a twelve-gauge shotgun shell." He took a shotgun shell from his pocket

and pushed it into the chanber, then rejoined the two ends of the stick. "Then, when you
get close enough to the fish, you jab it at himand the shell goes off. If you hit him
right --
inthe brain's the only sure place -- you kill him"

"Even a fish that big?"

"I think so. If I hit himright."

"And if you don't? Suppose you niss by just a hair."

"That's what |'mafraid of."

"I would be, too," said Quint. "I don't think I'd like five thousand pounds of
pi ssed-of f di nosaur trying to eat ne."
"That's not ny worry," said Hooper. "Wat concerns ne is that if | nmiss, | mght

drive himoff. He'd probably sound, and we'd never know if he died or not."

"Until he ate soneone else," said Brody.

"That's right."

"You're fucking crazy," said Quint.

"Am 1, Quint? You're not having much success with this fish. W could stay here
all nmonth and |l et himeat your bait right out fromunder us."

"He'll come up," said Quint. "Mark ny words."

"You'll be dead of old age before he conmes up, Quint. | think this fish has you
al |
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shook. He's not playing by the rules."

Qui nt | ooked at Hooper and said evenly, "You telling nme ny business, boy?"

"No. But | amtelling you | think this fish is nore than you can handl e."

"That right, boy? You think you can do better 'n Quint?"

"Call it that if you want. | think |I can kill the fish."

"Fine and dandy. You're gonna get your chance."

Brody said, "Cone on. W can't let himgo in that thing."

"What are you bitchin' about?" said Quint. "Fromwhat | seen, you just as soon he
went down there and never cone up. At least that'd stop himfrom--"

"Shut your nouth!" Brody's enotions were junbled. Part of himdidn't care
whet her Hooper lived or died -- mght even relish the prospect of Hooper's death. But
such vengeance woul d be hollow -- and quite possibly, unnerited. Could he really wish a
man dead? No. Not vyet.

"Go on," Quint said to Hooper. "Get in that thing."

"Ri ght away." Hooper renoved his shirt, sneakers, and trousers, and began to pul
the neoprene suit over his legs. "Wien I'minside," he said, forcing his arns into the
rubber sl eeves of the jacket, "stand up here and keep an eye. Maybe you can use the rifle
if he gets close enough to the surface." He |ooked at Quint. "You can be ready with the
harpoon... if you want to."

“I'"l'l do what I'll do," said Quint. "You worry about yourself."

When he was dressed, Hooper fit the regulator onto the neck of the air tank,
tightened the wing nut that held it in place, and opened the air valve. He sucked two
breaths fromthe tank to nake sure it was feeding air. "Help ne put this on, will you?"
he
said to Brody.

Brody lifted the tank and held it while Hooper slipped his arns through the
straps
and fastened a third strap around his mddle. He put the face mask on his head. "I shoul d
have brought weights," said Hooper.

Qui nt said, "You should have brought brains."

Hooper put his right wist through the thong at the end of the power head, picked
up the canmera with his right hand, and said, "Ckay." He walked to the gunwale. "If you'l

each take a rope and pull, that'll bring the cage to the surface. Then I'Il open the

hat ch and

go in through the top, and you can let the ropes go. It'll hang by the ropes. | won't use
t he

flotation tanks unl ess one of the ropes breaks."

"Or gets chewed through," said Quint.

Hooper | ooked at Quint and smiled. "Thanks for the thought."

Quint and Brody pulled on the ropes, and the cage rose in the water. \Wen the
hat ch broke the surface, Hooper said, "Ckay, right there." He spat in the face nask,
rubbed the saliva around on the glass, and fit the nask over his face. He reached for the
regul ator tube, put the nouthpiece in his nouth, and took a breath. Then he bent over the
gunwal e, unlatched the top of the hatch and flipped it open. He started to put a knee on
the gunwal e, but stopped. He took the nouthpiece out of his nouth and said, "I forgot
something." H s nose was encased in the mask, so his voice sounded thick and nasal. He
wal ked across the deck and picked up his trousers. He runmaged through the pockets
until he found what he was | ooking for. He unzipped his wet-suit jacket.

"What's that?" said Brody.

Hooper held up a shark's tooth, rimred in silver. It was a duplicate of the one
he
had given Ellen. He dropped it inside his wet suit and zi pped up the jacket. "Can't be
t oo
careful," he said, smling. He crossed the deck again, put his nouthpiece in his nouth,
and kneeled on the gunwale. He took a final breath and dove overboard through the open
hat ch. Brody watched hi mgo, wondering if he really wanted to know the truth about
Hooper and El I en.

Hooper stopped hinself before he hit the bottom of the cage. He curled around
and stood up. He reached out the top of the hatch and pulled it closed. Then he | ooked up
at Brody, put the thunmb and index finger of his |left hand together in the okay sign, and
ducked down.
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"I guess we can let go," said Brody. They released the ropes and | et the cage
descend until the hatch was about four feet beneath the surface.

"Get the rifle," said Quint. "lIt's on the rack below. It's all |oaded." He
cl i mbed
onto the transomand lifted the harpoon to his shoul der

Brody went below, found the rifle, and hurried back on deck. He opened the
breach and slid a cartridge into the chanber. "How nuch air does he have?" he said.

"I don't know," said Quint. "However much he has, | doubt he'll live to breathe
it."

"Maybe you're right. But you said yourself you never know what these fish wll
do. "

"Yeah, but this is different. This is like putting your hand in a fire and hoping
you
won't get burned. A sensible man don't do it."

Bel ow, Hooper waited until the bubbly froth of his descent had dissipated. There
was water in his mask, so he tilted his head backward, pressed on the top of the
facepl at e,
and bl ew through his nose until the mask was dear. He felt serene. It was the pervasive
sense of freedom and ease that he always felt when he dived. He was al one in blue
silence speckled with shafts of sunlight that danced through the water. The only sounds
were those he nade breathing -- a deep, hollow noise as he breathed in, a soft thudding
of
bubbl es as he exhal ed. He held his breath, and the silence was conplete. Wthout
wei ghts, he was too buoyant, and he had to hold on to the bars to keep his tank from
cl angi ng agai nst the hatch overhead. He turned around and | ooked up at the hull of the
boat, a gray body that sat above him bouncing slowy. At first, the cage annoyed him It
confined him restricted him prevented himfrom enjoying the grace of underwater
novenent. But then he renenbered why he was there, and he was grat eful

He | ooked for the fish. He knew it couldn't be sitting beneath the boat, as Quint
had t hought. It could not "sit" anywhere, could not rest or stay still. It had to nove to
survive.

Even with the bright sunlight, the visibility in the nurky water was poor -- no
nore than forty feet. Hooper turned slowy around, trying to pierce the edge of gl oom
and grasp any sliver of color or novenent. He | ooked beneath the boat, where the water
turned fromblue to gray to black. Nothing. He | ooked at his watch, calculating that if
he
controlled his breathing, he could stay down for at |east half an hour nore.

Carried by the tide, one of the small white squid slipped between the bars of the
cage and, tethered by twine, fluttered in Hooper's face. He pushed it out of the cage.

He gl anced downward, started to | ook away, then snapped his eyes down agai n.
Rising at himfromthe darkling blue -- slowy, snoothly -- was the shark. It rose with
no
apparent effort, an angel of death gliding toward an appoi ntment foreordai ned.

Hooper stared, enthralled, inpelled to flee but unable to nove. As the fish drew
nearer, he marveled at its colors: the flat brown-grays seen on the surface had vani shed.
The top of the inmense body was a hard ferrous gray, bluish where dappled with streaks
of sun. Beneath the lateral line, all was creany, ghostly white.

Hooper wanted to raise his canera, but his armwould not obey. In a nminute, he
said to hinmself, in a mnute

The fish canme closer, silent as a shadow, and Hooper drew back. The head was
only a few feet fromthe cage when the fish turned and began to pass before Hooper's
eyes -- casually, as if in proud display of its incalcul able nass and power. The snout
passed first, then the jaw, slack and smiling, armed with row upon row of serrate
triangles. And then the black, fathom ess eye, seenmingly riveted upon him The gills
rippled -- bloodl ess wounds in the steely skin.

Tentatively, Hooper stuck a hand through the bars and touched the flank. It felt
cold and hard, not clamry but snoboth as vinyl. He let his fingertips caress the flesh --
past the pectoral fins, the pelvic fin, the thick, firmgenital claspers -- until finally
(the
fish seemed to have no end) they were sl apped away by the sweeping tail

The fish continued to nove away fromthe cage. Hooper heard faint popping
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noi ses, and he saw three straight spirals of angry bubbles speed fromthe surface, then
sl ow and stop, well above the fish. Bullets. Not yet, he told hinself. One nore pass for
pi ctures. The fish began to turn, banking, the rubbery pectoral fins changing pitch.

"What the hell is he doing down there?" said Brody. "Wiy didn't he jab himwith
the gun?"

Quint didn't answer. He stood on the transom harpoon clutched in his fist,
peering into the water. "Cone up, fish," he said. "Cone to Quint."

"Do you see it?" said Brody. "Wat's it doi ng?"

"Not hi ng. Not yet, anyway."

The fish had nmoved off to the limt of Hooper's vision -- a spectral silver-gray
blur tracing a slow circle. Hooper raised his canmera and pressed the trigger. He knew the
filmwould be worthless unless the fish noved in once nore, but he wanted to catch the
beast as it emerged fromthe darkness.

Thr ough the viewfinder he saw the fish turn toward him It noved fast, tai
thrusting vigorously, nmouth opening and closing as if gasping for breath. Hooper raised
his right hand to change the focus. Renenber to change it again, he told hinself, when it
turns.

But the fish did not turn. A shiver traveled the length of its body as it closed
on
the cage. It struck the cage head on, the snout ramm ng between two bars and spreading
them The snout hit Hooper in the chest and knocked hi m backward. The canera flew
from his hands, and the nouthpi ece shot fromhis nouth. The fish turned on its side, and
the pounding tail forced the great body farther into the cage. Hooper groped for his
nout hpi ece but couldn't find it. His chest was convul sed with the need for air.

"It's attacking!" screanmed Brody. He grabbed one of the tether ropes and pull ed,
desperately trying to rai se the cage.

"God dam your fucking soul!" Quint shout ed.

"Throw it! Throw it!"

"I can't throwit! | gotta get himon the surface! Conme up, you devil! You
prick!"

The fish slid backward out of the cage and turned sharply to the right in a tight
circle. Hooper reached behind his head, found the regulator tube, and followed it with
hi s
hand until he located the nouthpiece. He put it in his nouth and, forgetting to exhale
first, sucked for air. He got water, and he gagged and choked until at |ast the
nout hpi ece
cl eared and he drew an agoni zed breath. It was then that he saw the wide gap in the bars
and saw the giant head lunging through it. He raised his hands above his head, grasping
at
the escape hatch.

The fish ramred t hrough the space between the bars, spreading themstill farther
with each thrust of its tail. Hooper, flattened against the back of the cage, saw the
nmout h
reaching, straining for him He renenbered the power head, and he tried to | ower his
right armand grab it. The fish thrust again, and Hooper saw with the terror of doomt hat
the mouth was going to reach him

The jaws dosed around his torso. Hooper felt a terrible pressure, as if his guts
wer e being conpacted. He jabbed his fist into the black eye. The fish bit down, and the
| ast thi ng Hooper saw before he died was the eye gazing at hi mthrough a cloud of his
own bl ood.

"He's got him" cried Brody. "Do sonething!"

"The man is dead," Quint said.

"How do you know? W nmay be able to save him"

"He is dead."”

Hol di ng Hooper in its nouth, the fish backed out of the cage. It sank a few feet,
chewi ng, swallowi ng the viscera that were squeezed into its gullet. Then it shuddered and
thrust forward with its tail, driving itself and prey upward in the water.

"He's coning up!" said Brody.

"Gab the rifle!™ Quint cocked his hand for the throw.

The fish broke water fifteen feet fromthe boat, surging upward in a shower of
spray. Hooper's body protruded from each side of the nouth, head and arns hangi ng
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linply down one side, knees, calves, and feet fromthe other.

In the few seconds while the fish was dear of the water, Brody thought he saw
Hooper's gl azed, dead eyes staring open through his face nask. As if in contenpt and
triunmph, the fish hung suspended for an instant, challenging nortal vengeance.

Si mul t aneously, Brody reached for the rifle and Quint cast the harpoon. The
t ar get
was huge, a field of white belly, and the distance was not too great for a successful
t hr ow
above water. But as Quint threw, the fish began to slide down in the water, and the iron
went hi gh.

For another instant, the fish remained on the surface, its head out of water,
Hooper hanging fromits nouth.

"Shoot!" Quint yelled. "For Christ sake, shoot!"

Brody shot without aimng. The first two shots hit the water in front of the
fish.

The third, to Brody's horror, struck Hooper in the neck.

"Here, give ne the goddamthing!" said Quint, grabbing the rifle fromBrody. In a
single, quick notion he raised the rifle to his shoulder and squeezed off two shots. But
the fish, with a last, vacant gaze, had already begun to slip beneath the surface. The
bull ets pl opped harnmlessly into the swirl where the head had been.

The fish m ght never have been there. There was no noi se, save the whisper of a
breeze. Fromthe surface the cage seened undamaged. The water was calm The only
di fference was that Hooper was gone.

"What do we do now?" said Brody. "Wat in the nane of God can we do now?
There's nothing left. W night as well go back."

"We'll go back," said Quint. "For now. "

"For now? What do you nean? There's nothing we can do. The fish is too nmuch
for us. It's not real, not natural."

"Are you beaten, man?"

"I"'mbeaten. All we can do is wait until God or nature or whatever the hell is
doing this to us decides we've had enough. It's out of man's hands."
"Not mine," said Quint. "I amgoing to kill that thing."

“"I"'mnot sure | can get any nore noney after what happened today."

"Keep your noney. This is no |longer a matter of noney."

"What do you nean?" Brody | ooked at Quint, who was standing at the stern
| ooki ng at the spot where the fish's head had been, as if he expected it to reappear at
any
nonent clutching the shredded corpse in its nouth. He searched the sea, craving another
confrontation.

Quint said to Brody, "I amgoing to kill that fish. Cone if you want. Stay hone
i f
you want. But | amgoing to kill that fish."

As Quint spoke, Brody | ooked into his eyes. They seenmed as dark and bottomnl ess
as the eye of the fish

“I'"ll conme," said Brody. "I don't guess | have any choice."

"No," said Quint. "W have no choice." He took his knife fromits sheath and
handed it to Brody. "Here. Cut that cage | oose and let's get out of here.”

When the boat was tied up at the dock, Brody wal ked toward his car. At the end
of the dock there was a phone booth, and he stopped beside it, pronpted by his earlier
resolve to call Daisy Wcker. But he sup- pressed the inpulse and noved on to his ear
What's the point? he thought. If there was anything, it's over now.

Still, as he drove toward Anity, Brody wondered what Ellen's reaction had been
when the Coast Guard had called her with the news of Hooper's death. Quint had radi oed
the Coast Guard before they started in, and Brody had asked the duty officer to phone
Ellen and tell her that he, at l|least, was all right.

By the tinme Brody arrived honme, Ellen had |ong since finished crying. She had
wept nechanically, angrily, grieving not so nmuch for Hooper as in hopel essness and
bitterness at yet another death. She had been sadder at the disintegration of Larry
Vaughan than she was now, for Vaughan had been a dear and close friend. Hooper had
been a "lover" in only the nost shall ow sense of the word. She had not |oved him She
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had used him and though she was grateful for what he had given her, she felt no
obligation to him She was sorry he was dead, of course, just as she would have been
sorry to hear that his brother, David, had died. In her mnd they were both now relics of
her di stant past.

She heard Brody's car pull into the driveway, and she opened the back door. Lord,
he | ooks whi pped, she thought as she watched himwal k toward the house. H's eyes were
red and sunken, and he seened slightly hunched as he wal ked. She kissed himat the door
and said, "You look like you could use a drink."

"That | could." He went into the living roomand flopped into a chair.

"What woul d you |ike?"

"Anything. Just so long as it's strong."

She went into the kitchen, filled a glass with equal portions of vodka and orange
juice, and brought it to him She sat on the armof his chair and ran her hand over his
head. She snmiled and said, "There's your bald spot. It's been so long since |I touched
your
bal d spot that 1'd forgotten it was there."

"I"'msurprised there's any hair left at all. Christ, I'll never be as old as
f eel
t oday. "

"1l bet. Well, it's over now. "

"I wish it was," said Brody. "I truly do wish it was."

"What do you nean?' It is over, isn't it? There's nothing nore you can do."

"We're going out tonmorrow. Six o'clock."

"You' re kidding."

"I wish | was."

"Way?" Ellen was stunned. "Wat do you think you can do?"

“"Catch the fish. And kill it."

"Do you believe that?"

“I"'mnot sure. But Quint believes it. God, how he believes it."

"Then et himgo. Let himget killed."

"I can't."

"Way not ?"

"I't's nmy job."

"I't is not your job!" She was furious, and scared, and tears began to well behind
her eyes.

Brody thought for a nonent and said, "No, you're right."

"Then why?"

"I don't think | can tell you. | don't think |I know "

"Are you trying to prove sonething?"

"Maybe. | don't know. | didn't feel this way before. After Hooper was killed, |
was ready to give it up."

"What changed your mni nd?"

"Quint, | guess."

"You nmean you're letting himtell you what to do?"

"No. He didn't tell ne anything. It's a feeling. | can't explain it. But giving
up isn't
an answer. |t doesn't put an end to anything."

"Wy is an end so inportant?"

"Different reasons, | think. Quint feels that if he doesn't kill the fish,
everyt hing he
believes inis wong."

"And you?"

Brody tried to smile. "Me, | guess |'mjust a screwed-up cop."

"Don't joke with nme!" Ellen cried, and tears spilled out of her eyes. "Wat about
me and the children? Do you want to get Kkilled?"

"No, God no. It's just..."

"You think it's all your fault. You think you' re responsible."

"Responsi bl e for what?"

"For that little boy and the old nman. You think killing the shark will make
everything all right again. You want revenge."

Brody sighed. "Maybe | do. | don't know | feel... | believe that the only way
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this
town can be alive againis if we kill that thing."
"And you're willing to get killed trying to --"
"Don't be stupid! I"'mnot willing to get killed. I'"'mnot even willing -- if
that's the
word you want to use -- to go out in that goddamboat. You think | like it out there? |I'm

so scared every ninute I'mout there | want to puke."

"Then why go?" She was pleading with him begging. "Can't you ever think of
anybody but yoursel f?"

Brody was shocked at the suggestion of selfishness. It had never occurred to him

that he was being selfish, indulging a personal need for expiation. "I |ove you," he
sai d.
"You know that... no matter what."

"Sure you do," she said bitterly. "Ch, sure you do."

They ate dinner in silence. Wen they were finished, Ellen picked up the dishes,
washed them and went upstairs. Brody wal ked around the living room turning out |ights.
Just as he reached for the switch to turn off the hall light, he heard a tap on the front
door.

He opened it and saw Meadows.
"Hey, Harry," he said. "Conme on in."

"No," said Meadows. "It's too late. | just wanted to drop this by." He handed
Brody a manil a envel ope.

"What is it?"

"Open it and see. I'll talk to you tonorrow. " Meadows turned and wal ked down
the path to the curb, where his ear was parked, lights on and notor running.

Brody shut the door and opened the envel ope. |Inside was a proof of the editorial
page of the next day's Leader. The first two editorials had been circled in red grease
pencil. Brody read:

A NOTE OF SORROW . .
In the past three weeks, Anity has suffered through one horrible tragedy
after another. Its citizens, and its friends, have been struck down by a
savage nenace that no one can deter, no one can explain.

Yest erday another hunman |ife was cut short by the Geat Wite
Shark. ©Matt Hooper, the young oceanographer from Wods Hol e, was
killed as he tried to kill the beast singlehandedly.

Peopl e may debate the wi sdom of M. Hooper's daring attenpt.
But call it brave or fool hardy, there can be no debate about the notive that
sent himon his fatal nmission. He was trying to help Anity, spending his
own tinme and noney in an effort to restore peace to this despairing
conmmuni ty.

He was a friend, and he gave his life so that we, his friends, m ght
live.

AND A VOTE OF THANKS
Ever since the maraudi ng shark first cane to Amity, one man has spent his
every waking minute trying to protect his fellow citizens. That man is
Police Chief Martin Brody.

After the first attack, Chief Brody wanted to informthe public of
the danger and cl ose the beaches. But a chorus of |ess prudent voices,
including that of the editor of this newspaper, told himhe was wong. Play
down the risk, we said, and it will disappear. It was we who were w ong.

Some in Amity were slowto |earn the | esson. Wen, after repeated
attacks, Chief Brody insisted on keeping the beaches cl osed, he was
vilified and threatened. A few of his nobst vocal critics were nen
notivated not by public-spiritedness but personal greed. Chief Brody
persi sted, and, once again, he was proven right.

Now Chief Brody is risking his life on the sanme expedition that
took the life of Matt Hooper. W nust all offer our prayers for his safe
return... and our thanks for his extraordinary fortitude and integrity.
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Brody said al oud, "Thank you, Harry."

Around nidnight, the wind began to blow hard fromthe northeast, whistling through
the screens and soon bringing a driving rain that splashed on the bedroom fl oor. Brody
got out of bed and shut the window He tried to go back to sleep, but his mnd refused to
rest. He got up again, put on his bathrobe, went downstairs to the living room and
turned
on the television. He switched channels until he found a novie -- Wekend at the
Wal dorf, with G nger Rogers. Then he sat down in a chair and pronptly slipped into a
fitful doze.

He awoke at five, to the whine of the television test pattern, turned off the
set, and
listened for the wind. It had noderated and seened to be coming froma different quarter,
but it still carried rain. He debated calling Quint, but thought, no, no use: we'll be
goi ng
even if this blows up into a gale. He went upstairs and quietly dressed. Before he |eft
t he
bedroom he | ooked at Ellen, who had a frown on her sleeping face. "I do | ove you, you
know," he whi spered, and he ki ssed her brow He started down the stairs and then,
i mpul sively, went and | ooked in the boys' bedroons. They were all asl eep.

Chapter 14

When he drove up to the dock, Quint was waiting for him-- a tall, inpassive figure
whose yel | ow oi | skins shone under the dark sky. He was sharpening a harpoon dart on a
Car bor undum st one.

"I alnmost called you," Brody said as he pulled on his slicker. "Wat does this
weat her mean?"

"Nothing," said Quint. "It'Il let up after a while. O even if it doesn't, it
don' t
matter. He'll be there.”

Brody | ooked up at the scudding clouds. "d oony enough."

"Fitting," said Qunt, and he hopped aboard the boat.

"I's it just us?"

"Just us. You expecting sonmebody el se?"

"No. But | thought you liked an extra pair of hands."

"You know this fish as well as any man, and nore hands won't nake no
di fference now. Besides, it's nobody el se's business."

Brody stepped fromthe dock onto the transom and was about to junmp down to
the deck when he noticed a canvas tarpaulin covering something in a corner. "Wat's
that ?" he said, pointing.

"Sheep." Quint turned the ignition key. The engi ne coughed once, caught, and
began to chug evenly.

"What for?" Brody stepped down onto the deck. "You going to sacrifice it?"

Quint barked a brief, grimlaugh. "M ght at that," he said. "No, it's bait. Gve
hi m
alittle breakfast before we have at him Undo ny stern line." He wal ked forward and cast
of f the bow and spring |ines.

As Brody reached for the stern line, he heard a car engine. A pair of headlights
sped along the road, and there was a squeal of rubber as the car stopped at the end of
t he
pier. A man junped out of the car and ran toward the Orca. It was the Tines reporter,
Bill Whitnman.

"I alnmost nissed yon," he said, panting.

"What do you want?" said Brody.

"I want to conme along. O, rather, |'ve been ordered to cone along."

"Tough shit," said Quint. "I don't know who you are, but nobody's coning al ong.
Brody, cast off the stern line."
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"Way not?" said Whitman. "l won't get in the way. Maybe | can hel p. Look, nman,
this is news. If you're going to catch that fish, | want to be there."

"Fuck yourself," said Quint.

“"I''"ll charter a boat and follow you."

Qui nt | aughed. "Go ahead. See if you can find soneone foolish enough to take
you out. Then try to find us. It's a big ocean. Throw the |ine, Brody!"

Brody tossed the stern |ine onto the dock. Quint pushed the throttle forward, and
the boat eased out of the slip. Brody |ooked back and saw Wit nman wal ki ng down t he
pier toward his car.

The water off Mntank was rough, for the wind -- fromthe southeast now -- was
at odds with the tide. The boat |urched through the waves, its bow poundi ng down and
casting a nantle of spray. The dead sheep bounced in the stern

When they reached the open sea, headi ng sout hwest, their notion was eased. The
rain had slacked to a drizzle, and with each nonent there were fewer whitecaps tunbling
fromthe top of waves.

They had been around the point only fifteen mnutes when Quint pulled back on
the throttle and sl owed t he engi ne.

Brody | ooked toward shore. In the growing |ight he could see the water tower

clearly -- a black point rising fromthe gray strip of land. The |ighthouse beacon still
shone. "We're not out as far as we usually go," he said.

n N)' n

"W can't be nore than a couple of mles offshore.”

"Just about."

"So why are you stoppi ng?"
"I got a feeling." Quint pointed to the left, to a cluster of lights farther down

t he
shore. "That's Amity there.”

" So?"

"I don't think he'll be so far out today. | think he'll be sonewhere between here
and Amty."

n \N]y?ll

"Like | said, it's a feeling. There's not always a why to these things."

"Two days in a row we found himfarther out."

"Or he found us."

"I don't get it, Quint. For a man who says there's no such thing as a smart fish
you're naking this one out to be a genius."

"I wouldn't go that far."

Brody bristled at Quint's sly, enigmatic tone. "Wat kind of gane are you
pl ayi ng?"

"No gane. If I'"'mwong, |'mwong."

"And we try sonewhere else tonorrow." Brody half hoped Quint would be
wong, that there would be a day's reprieve.

"Or later today. But | don't think we'll have to wait that long." Quint cut the
engine, went to the stern, and |lifted a bucket of chumonto the transom "Start
chumm n' "
he said, handing Brody the | adle. He uncovered the sheep, tied a rope around its neck,
and lay it on the gunwal e. He slashed its stomach and flung the ani nal overboard, |etting
it drift twenty feet fromthe boat before securing the rope to an after cleat. Then he
went
forward, unlashed two barrels, and carried them and their coils of ropes and harpoon
darts, back to the stern. He set the barrels on each side of the transom each next to
its
own rope, and slipped one dart onto the wooden throwi ng shaft. "Ckay," he said. "Now
let's see howlong it takes."

The sky had lightened to full, gray daylight, and in ones and twos the fights on
t he
shore flicked off.

The stench of the ness Brody was | adling overboard made his stomach turn, and
he wi shed he had eaten sonething -- anything -- before he |eft hone.

Quint sat on the flying bridge, watching the rhythns of the sea.

Brody's butt was sore fromsitting on the hard transom and his armwas grow ng
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weary fromthe dipping and enptying of the ladle. So he stood up, stretched, and facing
off the stern, tried a new scooping notion with the |adle.

Suddenly he saw the nonstrous head of the fish -- not five feet away, so close he
could reach over and touch it with the ladle -- black eyes staring at him silver-gray
snout
pointing at him gaping jaw grinning at him "Ch, God!" Brody said, wondering in his
shock how | ong the fish had been there before he had stood up and turned around. "There
he is!"

Qui nt was down the | adder and at the stern in an instant. As he junped onto the
transom the fish's head slipped back into the water and, a second later, slanmed into
t he
transom The jaws closed on the wood, and the head shook violently fromside to side.
Brody grabbed a cleat and held on, unable to | ook away fromthe eyes. The boat
shuddered and jerked each time the fish noved its head. Quint slipped and fell to his
knees on the transom The fish let go and dropped beneath the surface, and the boat |ay
still again.

"He was waiting for us!" yelled Brody.

"I know, " said Quint.

"How did he --"

"It don't matter," said Quint. "W've got himnow"

"We've got hinP Did you see what he did to the boat?"

"Gve it a mghty good shake, didn't he?"

The rope hol ding the sheep tightened, shook for a nonent, then went sl ack

Qui nt stood and picked up the harpoon. "He's took the sheep. It'lIl be a nminute
bef ore he conmes back."

"How come he didn't take the sheep first?"

"He got no manners," Quint cackled. "Conme on, you notherfucker. Cone and get
your due."

Brody saw fever in Quint's face -- a heat that Iit up his dark eyes, an intensity
t hat
drew his lips back fromhis teeth in a crooked snile, an anticipation that strumed the
sinews in his neck and whitened his knuckl es.

The boat shuddered again, and there was a dull, hollow thunp.

"What' s he doi ng?" said Brody.

Qui nt | eaned over the side and shouted, "Come out fromunder there, you
cocksucker! Where are your guts? You'll not sink nme before | get to you!"

"What do you nean, sink us?" said Brody. "Wat's he doi ng?"

"He's trying to chew a hole in the bottom of the fucking boat, that's what! Look
in
the bilge. Cone out, you Godforsaken sonofabitch!" Quint raised high his harpoon.

Brody knelt and raised the hatch cover over the engine room He peered into the
dark, oily hole. There was water in the bilges, but there always was, and he saw no new
hol e t hrough which water could pour. "Looks okay to nme," he said. "Thank God."

The dorsal fin and tail surfaced ten yards to the right of the stern and began to
nove again toward the boat. "There you cone," said Qint, cooing. "There you cone."

He stood, |legs spread, left hand on his hip, right hand extended to the sky, grasping the
har poon. Wen the fish was a few feet fromthe boat and headi ng strai ght on, Quint cast
his iron.

The harpoon struck the fish in front of the dorsal fin. And then the fish hit the
boat, knocking the stern sideways and sending Quint tunbling backward. H s head struck
the footrest of the fighting chair, and a trickle of blood ran down his neck. He junped
to

his feet and cried, "I got you! | got you, you mserable prick!"
The rope attached to the iron dart snaked overboard as the fish sounded, and when
it reached the end, the barrel popped off the transom fell into the water, and vani shed.

"He took it down with him" said Brody.

"Not for long," said Quint. "He'll be back, and we'll throw another into him and
anot her, and another, until he quits. And then he's ours!" Quint |eaned on the transom
wat chi ng the water.

Quint's confidence was contagi ous, and Brody now felt ebullient, gleeful,
relieved. It was a kind of freedom a freedomfromthe nist of death. He yelled, "Hot
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shit!" Then he noticed the blood running down Quint's neck, and he said, "Your head's
bl eedi ng. "

"Get another barrel,"” said Quint. "Bring it back here. And don't fuck up the
coil. 1
want it to go over snmooth as cream”

Brody ran forward, unlashed a barrel, slipped the coiled rope over his arm and
carried the gear to Quint.

"There he cones," said Quint, pointing to the left. The barrel cane to the
surface
and bobbed in the water. Quint pulled the string attached to the wooden shaft and brought
it aboard. He fixed the shaft to the new dart and rai sed the harpoon above his head.
"He's
com ng up!"

The fish broke water a few yards fromthe boat. Like a rocket lifting off, snout,
jaw, and pectoral fins rose straight fromthe water. Then the snoke-white belly, pelvic
fin, and huge, salamlike claspers.

"I see your cock, you bastard!" cried Quint, and he threw a second iron, |eaning
hi s shoul der and back into the throw The iron hit the fish in the belly, just as the
gr eat
body began to fall forward. The belly smacked the water with a thunderous boom
sending a blinding fall of spray over the boat. "He's done!" said Quint as the second
rope
uncoi | ed and tunbl ed overboard.

The boat |urched once, and again, and there was the distant sound of crunching.

"Attack ne, will you?" said Quint. "You'll take no man with you, uppity fuck!"
Quint ran forward and started the engine. He pushed the throttle forward, and the boat
noved away from the bobbing barrels.

"Has he done any dammge?" said Brody.

"Some. We're riding alittle heavy aft. He probably poked a hole in us. It's
not hi ng
to worry about. We'll punp her out."

"That's it, then," Brody said happily.

"What ' s what ?"

"The fish is as good as dead."

"Not quite. Look."

Fol | owi ng the boat, keeping pace, were the two red wooden barrels. They did not
bob. Dragged by the great force of the fish, each cut through the water, pushing a wave
before it and | eaving a wake behi nd.

"He's chasing us?" said Brody.

Qui nt nodded.

"Whay? He can't still think we're food."

"No. He neans to nmake a fight of it."

For the first time, Brody saw a frown of disquiet on Quint's face. It was not
f ear,
nor true alarm but rather a | ook of uneasy concern -- as if, in a gane, the rules had
been
changed wit hout warning, or the stakes raised. Seeing the change in Quint's nood, Brody
was afraid.

"Have you ever had a fish do this before?" he asked.

"Not like this, no. I've had 'emattack the boat, like | told you. But nost
tinmes,
once you get an iron in 'em they stop fighting you and fight agai nst that thing stickin'
in
Cem "

Brody | ooked astern. The boat was noving at noderate speed, turning this way
and that in response to Quint's randomturning of the wheel. Always the barrels kept up
with them

"Fuck it," said Quint. "If it's a fight he wants, it's a fight he'll get." He
throttl ed
down to idling speed, junped down fromthe flying bridge and up onto the transom He
pi cked up the harpoon. Excitenment had returned to his face. "Ckay, shit-eater!" he
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cal | ed.
"Conme and get it!"

The barrels kept coming, plowi ng through the water -- thirty yards away, then
twenty-five, then twenty. Brody saw the flat plain of gray pass along the starboard side
of the boat, six feet beneath the surface. "He's here!" he cried. "Heading forward."

"Shit!" said Quint, cursing his msjudgnment of the length of the ropes. He
det ached the harpoon dart fromthe shaft, snapped the twine that held the shaft to a
cl eat,
hopped down fromthe transom and ran forward. Wen he reached the bow, he bent
down and tied the twine to a forward cleat, unlashed a barrel, and slipped its dart onto
t he
shaft. He stood at the end of the pul pit, harpoon raised.

The fish had al ready passed out of range. The tail surfaced twenty feet in front
of
the boat. The two barrels bunped into the stern al nost sinmultaneously. They bounced
once, then rolled off the stern, one on each side, and slid down the sides of the boat.

Thirty yards in front of the boat, the fish turned. The head raised out of the
wat er,
then di pped back in. The tail, standing like a sail, began to thrash back and forth.
"Here
he cones!" said Quint.

Brody raced up the |adder to the flying bridge. Just as he got there, he saw
Qui nt

draw his right armback and rise up on tiptoes.

The fish hit the bow head on, with a noise |ike a nmuffled expl osion. Quint cast
hi s
iron. It struck the fish atop the head, over the right eye, and it held fast. The rope
fed
slowy overboard as the fish backed off.

"Perfect!" said Quint. "Got himin the head that tine."

There were three barrels in the water now, and they skated across the surface.
Then t hey di sappear ed.

"God dam!” said Quint. "That's no nornmal fish that can sound with three irons in
hi mand three barrels to hold himup."

The boat trenbled, seeming to rise up, then dropped back. The barrels popped up
two on one side of the boat, one on the other. Then they subnerged again. A few seconds
| ater, they reappeared twenty yards fromthe boat.

"Go below," said Qint, as be readi ed another harpoon. "See if that prick done us
any dirt up forward."

Brody swung down into the cabin. It was dry. He pulled back the threadbare
carpet, saw a hatch, and opened it. A streamof water was flowing aft beneath the fl oor
of
the cabin. W're sinking, he told hinself, and the nenories of his childhood nightnares
| eaped into his mnd. He went topside and said to Quint, "It doesn't | ook good. There's a
| ot of water under the cabin floor."

"I better go take a look. Here." Quint handed Brody the harpoon. "If he cones
back while |I'mbelow, stick this in himfor good neasure." He wal ked aft and went
bel ow.

Brody stood on the pul pit, holding the harpoon, and be | ooked at the floating
barrels. They lay practically still in the water, twitching now and then as the fish
noved
about below. How do you die? Brody said silently to the fish. He heard an electric notor
start.

"No sweat," said Quint, wal king forward. He took the harpoon from Brody. "He's
banged us up, all right, but the punps should take care of it. W'Il be able to tow him
in.*"

Brody dried his palns on the seat of his pants. "Are you really going to tow him
in?"

"I am When be dies."

"And when will that be?"

"When he's ready."
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“And until then?"

"W wait."

Brody | ooked at his watch. It was eight-thirty.

For three hours they waited, tracking the barrels as they noved, ever nore
sl ow vy,
on a random path across the surface of the sea. At first they woul d di sappear every ten
or
fifteen mnutes, resurfacing a few dozen yards away. Then their submergences grew rarer
until, by eleven, they had not gone under for nearly an hour. By eleven-thirty, the
barrel s
were wallowing in the water.

The rain had stopped, and the wi nd had subsided to a confortable breeze. The sky
was an unbroken sheet of gray.

"What do you think?" said Brody. "lIs he dead?"

"I doubt it. But he may be close enough to it for us to throw a rope 'round his

tail
and drag himtill he drowns."

Quint took a coil of rope fromone of the barrels in the bow He tied one end to
an

after cleat. The other end he tied into a noose.

At the foot of the gin pole was an electric winch. Quint switched it on to nake
sure it was working, then turned it off again. He gunned the engine and noved the boat
toward the barrels. He drove slowy, cautiously, prepared to veer away if the fish
attacked. But the barrels lay still.

Quint idled the engi ne when he cane al ongside the barrels. He reached overboard
with a gaff, snagged a rope, and pulled a barrel aboard. He tried to untie the rope from
t he
barrel, but the knot had been soaked and strained. So he took his knife fromthe sheath
at
his belt and cut the rope. He stabbed the knife into the gunwale, freeing his left hand
to
hold the rope, his right to shove the barrel to the deck

He clinbed onto the gunwal e, ran the rope through a pulley at the top of the gin
pol e and down the pole to the winch. He took a few turns around the wi nch, then flipped
the starter switch. As soon as the slack in the rope was taken up, the boat heel ed hard
to
starboard, dragged down by the weight of the fish

"Can that wi nch handl e hin?" said Brody.

"Seens to be. It'd never haul himout of the water, but | bet it'll bring himup
to
us." The winch was turning slowy, humming, taking a full turn every three or four
seconds. The rope quivered under the strain, scattering drops of water on Quint's shirt.

Suddenly the rope started conming too fast. It fouled on the winch, coiling in
snarls. The boat snapped upright.

"Rope break?" said Brody.

"Shit no!" said Quint, and now Brody saw fear in his face. "The sonofabitch is
com ng up!" He dashed to the controls and threw the engine into forward. But it was too
| ate.

The fish broke water right beside the boat, with a great rushi ng whoosh of noi se.
It rose vertically, and in an instant of horror Brody gasped at the size of the body.
Towering overhead, it blocked out the light. The pectoral fins hovered |ike w ngs, stiff
and straight, and as the fish fell forward, they seenmed to be reaching out to Brody.

The fish | anded on the stern of the boat with a shattering crash, driving the
boat
beneath the waves. Water poured in over the transom In seconds, Quint and Brody were
standing in water up to their hips.

The fish lay there, its jaw not three feet from Brody's chest. The body twi tched,
and in the black eye, as big as a baseball, Brody thought he saw his own inage refl ected.
"God dam your bl ack soul!" screaned Quint. "You sunk ny boat!" A barrel
floated into the cockpit, the rope withing like a gathering of wornms. Quint grabbed the

har poon dart at the end of the rope and, with his hand, plunged it into the soft white
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bel |y
of the fish. Blood poured fromthe wound and bathed Quint's hands.

The boat was sinking. The stern was conpl etely subnerged, and the bow was
rising.

The fish rolled off the stern and slid beneath the waves. The rope, attached to
t he
dart Quint had stuck into the fish, foll owed.

Suddenly, Quint lost his footing and fell backward into the water. "The knife!"
he
cried, lifting his left |eg above the surface, and Brody saw the rope coil ed around
Quint's
f oot .

Brody | ooked to the starboard gunwal e. The knife was there, enbedded in the
wood. He lunged for it, wenched it free, and turned back, struggling to run in the
deepeni ng water. He could not nove fast enough. He watched in helpless terror as Quint,
reaching toward himw th grasping fingers, eyes wi de and pleading, was pulled slowy
down into the dark water.

For a nonent there was silence, except for the sucking sound of the boat slipping
gradual |y down; The water was up to Brody's shoul ders, and he clung desperately to the
gin pole. A seat cushion popped to the surface next to him and Brody grabbed it.
("They'd hold you up all right," Brody renmenbered Hendricks saying, "if you were an
ei ght -year-ol d boy.")

Brody saw the tail and dorsal fin break the surface twenty yards away. The tai
waved once |eft, once right, and the dorsal fin noved closer. "Get away, danm you!"
Brody yell ed.

The fish kept coning, barely noving, closing in. The barrels and skeins of rope
trailed behind. The gin pole went under, and Brody let go of it. He tried to kick over to
t he bow of the boat, which was al nbst vertical now. Before he could reach it, the bow
rai sed even higher, then quickly and soundl essly slid beneath the surface.

Brody clutched the cushion, and he found that by holding it in front of him his
forearms across it, and by kicking constantly, he could stay afloat w thout exhausting
hi msel f.

The fish cane closer. It was only a few feet away, and Brody could see the
coni cal snout. He screaned, an ejacul ation of hopel essness, and cl osed his eyes, waiting
for an agony he could not inmagine.

Not hi ng happened. He opened his eyes. The fish was nearly touching him only a
foot or two away, but it had stopped. And then, as Brody watched, the steel-gray body
began to recede downward into the gloom It seened to fall away, an apparition
evanesci ng i nto darkness.

Brody put his face into the water and opened his eyes. Through the stinging
saltwater mist he saw the fish sink in a sl ow and graceful spiral, trailing behind it the
body of Quint -- arns out to the sides, head thrown back, nouth open in nute protest.
The fish faded fromview But, kept fromsinking into the deep by the bobbing barrels, it
st opped somewhere beyond the reach of light, and Quint's body hung suspended; a
shadow twirling slowy in the twilight. Brody watched until his lungs ached for air. He
rai sed his head, cleared his eyes, and sighted in the distance the black point of the
wat er
tower. Then he began to kick toward shore.
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