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ilva, as in Sydney,
they will warn you
ahout rgthe dangers of
swimming in  unpro-
tected waters. The
sharks, they will tell you,
are ferocious—and they

bite.

I am. as {rightened of
sharks as the next man. But
I don’t believe in accepting

y
too much on hearsay, you're
liable to miss a lot of fun
that way.

I have known people who
were nervous of swimming in
the open sea round New Zea-
land,  though § have never
heard of a shark taking anybody
there. In Tonga last May many
of the people, particularly the
Iluropeans, told us we were mad
te swim away from the reefs.

Yet we had no trouble and, as
far as I know, no live person
has ever been eaten by a shark
in Tongan waters, at least for
20 or 30 years.

So when Dave and T rigged
the <=ail on l.eda’s nine-foot
dinghy one morning in prepara-
tion for a day on the Suva recf,
we hardly gave the subject of
sharks a thought. 1 was think-

ing of the shells I hoped to
colleet. Dave  was  probably
thinking of the fish he was

going to spear.

The weather was glorious. A
gentle hreeze, which would take
us straight out to the reef and
hack again- without any zig-zag
business, bright sunshine and a
clear blue sky.

Pleasant

']'() me - there ave few things

more pleasant than warm,
ary. comfortable sailing on a
day when nearly everyvhody is
at work. In an hour we were
over the reef,

It was full tide. and we car-
vied on to a deep false entrance
i the reef about a mile south
of the entrance proper to Suva
Harbouy,

No need to drop the sail.
There was  little enough wind
and the dinghy lay comfortabl
to her  little anchor, which
Liooked round a giant mushroom
ol brain coral 25 feet below the
strtace. Dave and 1 put on our
flippers, face masks and snorkel
hreathing tubes,

\\'e_ would spend ahout an
hour in the water and then have
some Junch, we sald,

Dave took his " spear. I had
a small haversack for the shells
1 was going to dive for.

Shell gathering is quite g
bopular bhusiness  in Fijian
waters. White ang mottled cow-
rie shells and the pale-hued
spider  shell feteh hetween 1/
and 3/ each. Conches are worth
167 10 £1 and, by the time they
hzn—q been cleaned and made into
reading lamps, they sell for any-
thing from thiee to 10 guineas.

Cowries

TTHERE s always the chance
that you will find a pink or
orange cowrie, which mav feteh
amthing from €15 1o £100 g
air. Indeed: one pair is sai( to
1ve heen sold for £300.
I'he water as usual, was clear
and warm. Swarmg of tropical
fish milled round us and we
coasted slowly along  side by
side, only the tops of our snor-
:u-,l tuhes showing ahove the sur-
ace.
L Dave swam outside in the 30-
35-foot level where the water
was actually often so deep that
you had no hope of seeing the
bhottom. I kept in the 20-25-foot
level. which is about my class,
]mvo speared a cod weighing
O-6Ih. Ile broke his spear tip on
his next fish, hut the tishing was
little hetter than we hive found
It anywhere in the tropics, so

——

_<"go swimming

with the sharks-

he wasn't missing much. I found
a few shells, hut no rare cowries.

Most of the time the two of
us spent simply looking at the
sights, swimming along the sur-
face for a while and then diving
down 20t or so among the teem-
ing coral fish and great coloured
branches of coral.

-Cold

E were hoth cold when we

climbed out into the dinghy
again, but it was not surprising
for we found we had been in the
water for nearly two hours. A
quick lunch and we pulled up
the anchor and sailed out to
the channel entrance and then
south along the outside of the
recf.

We thought hoth shells and
fish might be better in the ocean
proper,

Arriving at a suitable spot we
anchored in 30t about 75 yards
from where the surf was hreak-
ing on the coral. We had soon
swum quite a long way from
the dinghy.

Once when 1 lifted my head
to see how far we were from
the dinghy 1 saw a barracouta,
perhaps a quarter-mile off, sud-
denly leap out of the water. He
was at Iea.‘ut three feet long,
probably more, vet he flew over
the surface with the speed of an
artillery  shell for 100 . yards
or more,

No help

H!S presence, though at a dis-
tance, did nothing to help
my peace of mind.

We reached a  deep. - 20-foot
trench in the coral and were
swimming up it towards the surf
when  Dave suddenly touched
my arm and pointed. Down in
holes in the coral 1 saw; the
feelers of craytish.

Dave went to work with his

' spear, digging it-into the coral

caves, thrusting home and then
pulling it out. But the shells
were too soft and the crayfish

simply (Iisintegr:;te_d .and came

cut piecemeal. * i
~ Dave had been working less
thafi a minute when, out of the
corner of my eye, I saw a big
fish rvolling about in the surf
chout 100 feet ‘off. I looked
again, :
Yes, it was a Shark. Five or
six feet long, allo®ing for under-
water magnification, and its

"~ ugly, protruding belly reminded

me of plctures 1 have seen of
tiger sharks. I put my hand on
Dave's shoulder to attract his
attention and pointed. . )

A nod '

THE shark was swimming in
an arc towards the open sea
and coming no  closer. Dave
nodded perfunctorily and
returned to his cerayfishing. The
shark disappeared.
About a minute later 1 was
returning o the. surface after
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boat)—and a conch-shell.

a dive when 1 glanced again
along the recef. I think my heart
probably stopped beating for a
second or two. ~, B

Two quick kicks and I
reached the surface. “Dave!” 1
yelled.

But the surf was roaring, he
had his head under and didn’t

hear. I lunged across to him,
put my hand on his shoulder
and pointed again, though by
this time there was scarcely any”

‘need.

Swimming up the trench
towards us in unconcerned zig-

zags, the tiny coral fish darting -

away from his head, was an-
other shark. This one was a
real whopper,

Palest grey above, and white
below, he must have been either
a grey nurse or a white shark,
what some Australians call the
White Death. To me, defence-
less, practically naked, and feel-
ing much as a fish out of water
must feel, he seemed enormous.

On sobher reflection we put his
length at not more than nine or

at most 10 feet. But 1 can tell

you that looks very big under
water at close quarters.

50 feet

BY this time the shark was no

more than 50 feet away,
Dave and 1 struck out at a
tangent towards the dinghy,

® Sandy Wilson (in the water), Dave Woolf, of g'aurbngu (in the

keeping our heads below walter
ro that we could watch the
shark, and breathing through
our snorkels. The dinghy wus
much too far away for any
Tarzan sprints.

When the shark was 20 feet
away he stopped getting any
closer and, I suddenly realized
that it was the crayfish he was
interested in, and not us. He

‘nosed about in a cirele round

the spot where Dave had been
digging out crayfish entraily
with his spear, and we swam
i‘}qpidly and steadily away from

im,

We had gone perhaps 50 vards
when 1 noticed that Dave was
almost  killing  himselft with
laughter. By the time we reached
the dinghy he was yelping with
mirth. I left him {o yelp, and
scrambled into the dinghy.

We have not sighted any more
sharks, although we have several
times been out on the recf since
then, but Dave says the thing
to do if they get really close is
to scream under water,
..Sharks work on underwater
vibrations and noise rather than
sight or smell, he says. Thal's
why they came round so quickly
when he speared the craytish.

Well, screaming will be no
trouble to me, hut I don't hope
for any shark to get any closer
than the last one



