Provided that they survive the experience — which unfortunately
many do not — those attacked by sharks present us with a rather
surprising account of what it is to face imminent annihilation in
the jaws of a predator. Some describe feeling anger at the creature
attacking them — understandable, perhaps, in the circumstances;
others describe a feeling of calm verging on acceptance; yet others
speak of an overwhelming determination to survive at all costs.
This last reaction is perhaps the best response, as it can spur
people on to heroic efforts to repel the shark with blows and
kicks. And if these are directed at the sensitive part of the shark
— the nose, which contains the shark’s navigation and sensory
organs — then such blows can be succ essful in persuading the shark
to desist. After all, it is thought that we do not taste all that
agreeable to sharks, and while they might go to more effort with
a succulent seal, a surfer in a wet suit may be a less attractive
propositon.

Not that Matthew was wearing a wet suit. He was clad only in
the clothes in which he had gone for dinner at the restaurant on
Cottesloe Beach, minus his shoes, of course, which he had dropped
on the sand before he started to paddle. When he felt the shark
brush against him, though, he felt the sleeve of his shirt rip, exposing
more flesh to the sea. He was calm enough to know that this was
not a good development: an exposed arm was a more tempting
target than one that was clothed.

He thought that, at least. Beyond that, his reaction was neither
to fight off his attacker nor to spend his remaining seconds on
this earth in the contemplation of the life that he had led; in
thoughts of his new bride, his gallery, his family, Edinburgh, his
flat in India Street, and so on. He thought of none of these, because
he lost consciousness. The human mind, faced with its end, can

simply blot out the unacceptable; refusé to believe what seems to"

be the inevitable. Matthew’s mind did that. Bug just before that
happened, he opened his eyes wide to the sight of the creature
approaching him in the water; to its ﬁn, which was rather floppy,
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