e

¥




TR LLERoT




Books by Peter Benchley

TIME AND A TICKET (1964)

JAws (1973)



Peter Benchley

1974

DOUBLEDAY & COMPANY, INC., GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK



All of the characters in this book are fictitious, and any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely
coincidental.

ISBN: 0-385-04771-1
Library of Congress Catalog Card Number 73-80799
Copyright © 1974 by Peter Benchley
All Rights Reserved
Printed in the United States of America



for Wendy






PART 1







1

The great fish moved silently through the night water,
propelled by short sweeps of its crescent tail. The mouth was
open just enough to permit a rush of water over the gills,
There was little other motion: an occasional correction of the
apparently aimless course by the slight raising or lowering
of a pectoral fin—as a bird changes direction by dipping one
wing and lifting the other. The eyes were sightless in the
black, and the other senses transmitted nothing extraordi-
nary to the small, primitive brain, The fish might have been
asleep, save for the movement dictated by countless millions
of years of instinctive continuity: lacking the flotation blad-
der common to other fish and the fluttering flaps to push
oxygen-bearing water through its gills, it survived only by
moving. Once stopped, it would sink to the bottom and die
of anoxia.

The land seemed almost as dark as the water, for there
was no moon. All that separated sea from shore was a long,
straight stretch of beach—so white that it shone. From a
house behind the grass-splotched dunes, lights cast yellow
glimmers on the sand.

The front door to the house opened, and a man and a
woman stepped out onto the wooden porch. They stood for a



10 JAWS

moment staring at the sea, embraced quickly, and scampered
down the few steps onto the sand. The man was drunk, and
he stumbled on the bottom step. The woman laughed and
took his hand, and together they ran to the beach.

“First a swim,” said the woman, “to clear your head.”

“Forget my head,” said the man. Giggling, he fell back-
ward onto the sand, pulling the woman down with him.
They fumbled with each other’s clothing, twined limbs
around limbs, and thrashed with urgent ardor on the cold
sand.

Afterward, the man lay back and closed his eyes. The
woman looked at him and smiled. “Now, how about that
swim?” she said.

“You go ahead. I'll wait for you here.”

The woman rose and walked to where the gentle surf
washed over her ankles. The water was colder than the
night air, for it was only mid-June. The woman called back,
“Youre sure you don’t want to come?” But there was no
answer from the sleeping man.

She backed up a few steps, then ran at the water. At first
her strides were long 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 walking until the water covered her
shoulders. There she began to swim—with the jerky, head-
above-water stroke of the untutored.

A hundred yards offshore, the fish sensed a change in the
sea’s thythm. It did not see the woman, nor yet did it smell
her. Running within the length of its body were a series of
thin canals, filled with mucus and dotted with nerve endings,
and these nerves detected vibrations and signaled the brain.
The fish turned toward shore.
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The woman continued to swim away from the beach,
stopping now and then to check her position by the lights
shining from the house. The tide was slack, so she had not
moved up or down the beach. But she was tiring, so she
rested for a moment, treading water, and then started for
shore.

The vibrations were stronger now, and the fish recognized
prey. The sweeps of its tail quickened, thrusting the giant
body forward with a speed that agitated the tiny phosphores-
cent animals in the water and caused them to glow, casting
a mantle of sparks over the fish.

The fish closed on the woman and hurtled past, a dozen
feet to the side and six feet below the surface. The woman
telt only a wave of pressure that seemed to lift her up in the
water and ease her down again. She stopped swimming and
held her breath. Feeling nothing further, she resumed her
lurching stroke.

The fish smelled her now, and the vibrations—erratic and
sharp—signaled distress. 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 tremors shook its body.

For the first time, the woman felt fear, though she did not
know why. Adrenaline shot through her trunk and her limbs,
generating a tingling heat and urging her to swim faster.
She guessed that she was fifty yards from shore. She could
see the line of white foam where the waves broke on the
beach. She saw the lights in the house, and for a comforting
moment she thought she saw someone pass by one of the
windows.

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

At first, the woman thought 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 higher on her leg, and
then she was overcome by a rush of nausea and dizziness.
Her groping fingers had found a nub of bone and tattered
flesh. She knew that the warm, pulsing flow over her fingers
in the chill water was her own blood.

Pain and panic struck together. The woman threw her
head back and screamed a guttural cry of terror.

The fish had moved away. It swallowed the woman’s
limb without chewing. Bones and meat passed down the
massive gullet in a single spasm. Now the fish turned again,
homing on the stream of blood flushing from the woman’s
femoral artery, a beacon as clear and true as a lighthouse on
a cloudless night. This time the fish attacked from below. It
hurtled up under the woman, jaws agape. The great conical
head struck her like a locomotive, knocking her up out of the
water. The jaws snapped shut around her torso, crushing
bones and flesh and organs into a jelly. The fish, with the
woman’s body in its mouth, smashed down on the water
with a thunderous splash, spewing foam and blood and
phosphorescence in a gaudy shower.

Below the surface, the fish shook its head from side to
side, its serrated triangular teeth sawing through what little
sinew still resisted. The corpse fell apart. The fish swallowed,
then turned to continue feeding, Its brain still registered the
signals of nearby prey. The water was laced with blood and
shreds of flesh, and the fish could not sort signal from sub-
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stance. It cut back and forth through the dissipating cloud
of blood, opening and closing its mouth, seining for a random
morsel. But by now, most of the pieces of the corpse had
dispersed. A few sank slowly, coming to rest on the sandy
bottom, where they moved lazily in the current. A few
drifted away just below the surface, floating in the surge
that ended in the surf.

The man awoke, shivering in the early morning cold. His
mouth 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 him that daybreak was near.
The stars still hung faintly in the lightening sky. The man
stood and began to dress. He was annoyed that the woman
had not woken him when she went back to the house, and
he found it curious that she had left her clothes on the
beach. He picked them up and walked to the house.

He tiptoed across the porch and gently opened the screen
door, remembering that it screeched when yanked. The liv-
ing room was dark and empty, littered with half-empty
glasses, ashtrays, and dirty plates. He walked across the
living room, turned right down a hall, past two closed
doors. The door to the room he shared with the woman was
open, and a bedside light was on. Both beds were made.
He tossed the woman’s clothes on one of the beds, then re-
turned to the living room and switched on a light. Both
couches were empty.

There were two more bedrooms in the house. The owners
slept in one. Two other 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 closed the door and moved to the next
room. The host and hostess were asleep on each side of a



14 JAWS

king-size bed. The man closed the door and went back to his
room to find his watch. It was nearly five.

He sat on one bed and stared at the bundle 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
met someone on the beach while he slept, she couldn’t have
gone off with anyone. And even if she had, he thought, she
probably would have taken at least some of her clothes.

Only then did he permit his mind to consider the possi-
bility of an accident. Very quickly the possibility became a
certainty. He returned to the host’s bedroom, hesitated for a
moment beside the bed, and then softly placed his hand on
a shoulder.

“Jack,” he said, patting the shoulder. “Hey, Jack.”

The man sighed and opened his eyes. “What?”

“It's me. Tom. I hate like hell to wake you up, but I think
we may have a problem.”

“What problem?”

“Have you seen Chrissie?”

“What do you mean, have I seen Chrissie? She’s with you.”

“No, she isn’t. I mean, I can’t find her.”

Jack sat up and turned on a light. His wife stirred and
covered her head with a sheet. Jack looked at his watch.
“Jesus Christ. It's five in the morning. And you can't find
your date.”

“I know,” said Tom. “I'm sorry. Do you remember when
you saw her last?”

“Sure I remember. She said you were going for a swim,
and you both went out on the porch. When did you see her
last?”

“On the beach. Then I fell asleep. You mean she didn't
come back?”
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“Not that I saw. At least not before we went to bed, and
that was around one.”

“I found her clothes.”

“Where? On the beach?”

“Yes.”

“You looked in the living room?”

Tom nodded. “And in the Henkels’ room.”

“The Henkels’ room!”

Tom blushed. “T haven’t known her that long. For all I
know, she could be a little weird. So could the Henkels. I
mean, I'm not suggesting anything. I just wanted to check
the whole house before I woke you up.”

“So what do you think?”

“What I'm beginning to think,” said Tom, “is that maybe
she had an accident. Maybe she drowned.”

Jack looked at him for a moment, then glanced again at
his watch, “I don’t know what time the police in this town
go to work,” he said, “but I guess this is as good a time as
any to find out.”
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Patrolman Len Hendricks sat at his desk in the Amity police
station, reading a detective novel called Deadly, I'm Yours.
At the moment the phone rang the heroine, a girl named
Whistling Dixie, was about to be raped by a motorcycle club.
Hendricks let the phone ring until Miss Dixie castrated the
first of her attackers with a linoleum knife she had secreted
in her hair.

He picked up the phone. “Amity Police, Patrolman Hen-
dricks,” he said. “Can I help you?”

“This is Jack Foote, over on Old Mill Road. I want to re-
port a missing person. Or at least I think she’s missing.”

“Say again, sir?” Hendricks had served in Vietnam as a
radio man, and he was fond of military terminology.

“One of my house guests went for a swim at about one
this morning,” said Foote. “She hasn’t come back yet. Her
date found her clothes on the beach.”

Hendricks began to scribble on a pad. “What was the
person’s name?”

“Christine Watkins.”

“Age?”

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



