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challenging medical facts

By MICHAEL DEWELL

ATOMIC ACCUSATIONS

America’s doctors are being denied
the real facts about the effects of the
super-bomb on humans. Because of the
shocking policy of secrecy on the part
of the Atomic Energy Commission, our
medics are tragically unprepared for
atomic warfare, according to former
government physist Ralph E. Lapp.

In a dramatic outburst, Dr. Lapp
hurled these and other angry charges
against Washington. He accused the
AEC specifically of concealing the truth
about the fallout menace. Misleading
reports like the recent one on fallout,
he says, are worse than no reports at

Why does the AEC refuse to release
the truth? “It is afraid of antagonizing
Con and the Pentagon,” says Dr.
Lapp. “It doesn’t want to be charged
with revealing secrets, although the
facts on fallout are essential to civil de-
fense.”

Dr. Lapp charged that the dangers
of radiation disease are far greater than
officials admit. His scathing denounce-
ment of their policy came at a time
when Washington was most soothing in
its reports on survival in atomic war-
fare.

Last Spring, the AEC’s fallout re-
port seemed to explode the huge
mythology that had grown up around
atomic warfare since Hiroshima. It
pointed out that mankind has always
lived in a sea of natural radioactivity,
bombarded by rays from earthly
radium and uranium, and by cosmic
rays from outer space. Fallout, the re-
port implied, is nothing to panic about.

When the report was released, head-
lines blared that survival after an H-
attack would not be so difficult, after
all. But now, Dr. Lapp’s charges have
reversed the situation.

Do the facts which have been re-
leased tell the whole story? If not,
what should be done to get more in-
formation to the public?

Dr. Lapp says: “The AEC should
adopt the positive attitude of inform-
ing the public, instead of the negative
one of withholding the facts. It should
hold regular press conferences. It
should declassify all data that is neces-

sary to the preparation of our civil
defense. It should end the ‘era of in-
timidation,’ which makes individual
scientists afraid to speak out for fear
they will lose their security clearance.

“People should be told how soon it
is safe to come out of shelters after an
H-attack. In most areas it will not
be within 36 hours, as some reports
have implied. Even where radioactivity
is not immediately lethal, it will cause
cancer, cataracts and shortened life.”

Dr. Lapp has gone out on a limb and
predicted that the whole matter will
soon blow sky-high. If and when it
does, America may be shocked into
preparing really adequate medical de-
fenses against atomic warfare.

HYPNOSIS FOR BURNS

Severely bumed patients are now
bei treated more successfully
tha’r:ix to a startling method of
anesthesia:  hypnosisl A five-man
team of workers at the University of
Texas reports that mesmerized pa-
tients can even undergo skin-graft
of:‘rariom without further anes-
thetics.

Patients who would otherwise
starve to death — because bums
cause loss of appetite — instead eat
voraciously after hypnotic sugges-
tion. And they are able to move
their limbs without feeling pain, thus
preventing the crippling muscular
contractures which often develop.

Hypnosis is far more successful
with the victims of bums than with
other patients. Because of the ex-
treme pain they are in, bumed pa-
tients cooperate more readily in any
attevr;,pt to rflieve it, are highly sus-
ceptible to tic suggestion.

’;’he worke!i:pn:vho dfvgeloped this
technique are now planning to train
others in the method. Soon it will
be available across the country.

AUTO SAFETY BELTS

The doctors who patch up victims
of auto accidents have urged car manu-
facturers to put safety belts in future
automobiles.

Or, if that is not practical, some other
device that will resist impacts of at least
20 times the force of gravity should be
installed, according to a statement is-

sued by the American College of
Surgeons in their Bulletin.

Since a large percentage of injuries
and deaths occur at speed%s of 40 miles
an hour or less, the national organiza-
tion of 20,000 surgeons also suggested:

1) Doors that will not open at
relatively slow speed impacts.

2) Seats and cushions that will not
rip away in an accident.

3) Energy-absorbing interiors for
autos.

The group pointed out that the per-
centage of auto occupant deaths rose
about 25% from 1933 to 1953.

NUCLEAR-AGE MARRIAGES

If a nuclear war is ever fought, chil-
dren and teen—aiefs among the survivors
will do well to keep an accurate record
of how far they were from ground zero
at the time, and of how much radiation
fallout struck them. Such a record
might protect them from giving birth
to radiation-demaged oﬁ:pﬂngnfnef.

Geneti. tations from radiation may
be recessive traits, Dr. John Bugher,

director of the Atomic Energy Com-
mission’s division of biology and medi-
cine, said recently. In case, the

damage would not show unless two
persons carrying the recessive trait mar-
ried. Then their children would show
the effects of the radiation damage to
their parents’ genes.

It might even be that to get a mar-
riage license in the future, a couple
might have to produce records showing
that at least one of them could not have
previously been exposed to a potentially
gene-damaging amount of radiation!

MEDICAL MISCELLANEY

Hangovers are not caused by alcohol,
according to research just completed b
a group of Boston, Mass., doctors. It's
the “congeners” — toxic agents in dis-
tilled spirits — that bring on the mom-
ing-after. Their report explains why
120-proof vodka is less likely to leave
you with a hangover than whisky,
which contains less alcohol, more
congeners. . . . The blood-insurance
system recently inaugurated in New
York may soon go into operation coast-
to-coast. It guarantees four free pints
of blood a year to the subscriber and
his family. Cost to subscriber: one pint
of his blood.
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Sunken City
(Continued from page 32)

and hose, with the one remaining seaman
to keep the ship’s position.

Next morning we got underway to the
position selected as a reference point for
our search. I had transferred the shore
bearings cited on the old map to a modern
chart of the harbor; the bearings outlining
an area in which we would have to search.

S’I‘ARTING at the shallow and keeping
our course by cross bearings of the
shore, we worked slowly back and forth
across the water, sounding the depth with
a hand lead. Suddenly, we found an abrupt
drop in the bottom, indicating the under-
water ledge I was looking for: I plotted the
g:)sition and made everything ready for my
st descent.

As soon as I was satisfied that the air

mp was working smoothly, and the crew

ys knew what they were to do, I climbed
into the rubberized diving dress, laced up
the leg flaps and checked my shark knife.
My head crew boy tied my weighted boots
and buckled the belt of lead weights about
my waist and between my legs which
would hold me on the bottom against the
buoyancy of the water. He helped me to
the rail.

Then, he gave the helmet the eighth turn
that fastened and flocked it to tge br;a;;

late, closed my face piece and ra

Sxe “all clear” siygnal onpthe metal heﬁnet.
Now the air pump was clicking evenly,
spilling its flow into the dress, building
up Kressu:e to cushion my body from the
crush of the sea’s weight. I saw that my
lines ran clear, took hold on the drop-line
and lowered myself into the water.

I felt a circle of water climb up my
legs and along my chest. The bubbling

ge of the surface passed my face plate.
The sun dimmed. Descending slowly, I
adjusted my air flow until I had a com-
fortable balance, with the lift of the water
just easing the burden of my weighted
dress from my shoulders. Then, lightly, I
touched the soft sand of the bottom.

Now I was completely alone, buried in
the very bosom of limitless water. Down
there time stops, and the great silence
holds a constant motion — waving, flicking,
pulsing movement. Slowly, my eyes fo-
cussed to the changed light . . . luminous
blue and soft fawa colors.

I started my search. My lead-shod boots
made a wavering, grotesque stride across
a floor of ankle-deep sand marked with
patches of brain coral and live sponges.
Traveling the full scope of my lines found
me nothing.

I returned to the weighted drop-line
which hung from the salvage schooner
above, and set off again in the opposite
direction. Still no sign of the treasure hulk
—not even a scrap of wreckage.

On both tracks, I had paralleled the
ledge marked by the sountE:g lead that
morning, the reef upon which the doomed
galleon had probably foundered. With the
thought that the wreck might have slipped
off into deeper water, I took a new start
and headed out from the ledge.

As I slowly paced the sloping bottom, I
came upon a larger coral growth, and a
subtle change in life on the sea floor. I

found myself striding over a thick garden
of waving fronds which shimmered like a
green field of wheat.

Lurking at the base of a coral boulder
crouched a monster clam. Nearby poised
a scarlet spined sea-star. Before a dark
opening, lay a mound of empty seashells,
marking the front porch of an octopus den.
Sluggishly, against the constant ripple, I
moved forward and stopped dead. There,
before me, just within the limit of my sight,
rose a monster coral shape.

Was it the hulk of a crusted ship? No,
it couldn’t be that — it was too large.

I edged through sucking white sand.
Then I stopped again. This was no ship!

I pushed myself forward. Now I could
see clearly. The structures. The diagram.
The shapes.

It was there before me! A city beneath
tZ sea, fathoms below the surface of the
8

Then, placing my feet carefully, I ad-
vanced toward its portals. Again I took
a deep breath. :

Port Royall Sanctuary for thieves, mecca
for “plump and succulent” prostitutes —
the tainted port lay before me, preserved
in a crust of live blue.

I edged toward the structures. Row
after row of structures were still located
with a rough semblance of plan. The most
modest dwelling was now stately with
columns and spires of encrusted coral
encasing it.

I touched a wall which had been built
by long-dead hands and crusted over by
living azure. Arranging my airline along
the om, I made a straight lead into
the opening. I stopped over the coral fringe
that edged the entrance.

Then I was in a sort of chamber, vaulted
over by coral. A chamber that, more than
two centuries and a half ago, heard violent
blasphemies and maudlin songs, in which
Killdevil had flowed —the punch potent
with limes, Barbadoes sugar and red rum.
Perhaps it was the very chamber in which
Englishmen and Frenchmen of history
fought their duels with hatpins at the end
of a lady’s scarf, as was a form of battle
among the cutthroats in those days.

But this was no longer a chamber. For
after that vengeful day in 1692 when the
sea boiled over and claimed the land, coral
had rebuilt it to curve each crude angle
and now the chamber was sculptured with
tunneled passages.

I moved across the eerie vault to the
side where an opening made a black
rectangle in the wall. I peered into a
passageway, straining to see through the
darkness. With a feeling of fear, I sensed
movement in the deep shadows. I drew
back, even before I glimpsed the menacing
claw and reaching feeler of a giant spider
crabl!

I groped along my air line, retreating,
my eyes upon the huge crab’s lair. I knew
that I was unequipped to deal with those
nine-foot clamps.

I now began to feel the terrific pressure
of the water weighing on me. I wondered
just how long I'd been down. Then, sidlin,
cautiously, my eyes still upon the da.rE
hole witK the crawling feeler, I stepped
llthr}c‘ough the coral opening into the outer
ight.

Quickly, I jerked the signal line.

As I rose gently upward to the surface,
away from danger, I knew that I had just

looked upon something which no other
living man has ever seen — the final resting
place of old Port Royal

I realized, too, its very position elimin-
ated all possibility of my finding the
treasure hulk I had come in search of. Far
the galleon-hulk I wanted had foundered,
no doubt, on a spit well to seaward of the
living city. It would be somewhere — far
out from the area I searched.

But what was this compared to the thing
I had come upon instead? For here,
directly beneath my feet, was an unex-
plored realm that had once been the
greatest pirate stronghold and the richest
community in the New World!

While the earthquake and tidal wave
must have demolished a vast number of
buildings, I knew now that much of the
area had gone down intact, slid off into
the sea to be encased in a vault of im-
perishable coral. In all those years, no
one had discovered this main location —
nor, as yet, had anyone devised a means
of raising its vast wealth to the surface.

A rubber diving dress, with its diver,
could go only as far as I had gone. But
the steeply descending floor would kee
most of the city beyond the working deptﬁ
of ordinary equipment. The coral would
be unassailable by hand tools, and those
giant spider crabs would relinquish their
treasure only to the cunning.

As I reached the surface that day, I
brought with me a dream. I was already
busy with plans to return and recover some
of that mighty wealth which the sea had
claimed.

In my imagination, I invented and dis-
carded a hundred machines that would
make me master of the sunken city —1I
re-examined every half~for§otten gadget
that might help. But I could devise noth-
ing practical.

Many months were to pass before the
nucleous of the exact machine I needed
became clear to me. But now, the obstacles
have been surmounted. Nearing comple-
tion is a modern underwater tractor-tank
type crane that will carry the divers well
beyond the limits of present-day diving
dress and provide them with the tools to tear
those steely encrustations apart. This crane
will penetrate to 2,000 feet. It will be
powered by electric motors to drive the
amphibious tractor along the deeper depths
of the seaway.

Surmounting the device is a water-tight
turret from which the divers operate the
main crane and a battery of hydraulically
powered tools that encircle the dome. The
interchangeable tips on the tool arms will
give the operators a flexibility to do most
anything, from drilling a three-inch hole
in steel plate and tieing knots in steel
cables, to recovering a single coin from the
sandy sea bed.

And my carefully preserved chart shows
the exact position at which I can descend
to those treasure-houses again! As soon
as we have finally tested this new device,
I'm going down again.

HAVE GONE on cruises to other waters

since my visit to Port Royal - they
have done little to allay my desire to re-
turn. But finally — late this coming year
perhaps — my new expedition will sail into
the Caribbean to keep a long-delayed
rendezvous with the sunken city of Port
Royall ‘ A
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Second is the actual coitus. Unless you
are very lucky, you will not achieve orgasm
at the same time as your wife from the
start. It is known that the average couple
have coitus for only two or three minutes,
but some wives require ten to 15 minutes,
or even more. To reach an orgasm at the
same time is a highly desirable climax of
the sex act. But do not feel that your mar-
riage is ruined if you do not achieve that
moment on your first try —or even first
week. Even if you have to work at it for
months or years, you must realize that mar-
riage is for life—so it is worth taking
your time.

Finally, you reach the postlude, or
period of relaxation. Most men do not
realize the importance of this time. Your
wife wants to be held closely, to feel that
you and she are one. This can become
several minutes of communion, of peace
and relaxation in harmonious under-
standing.

LEWIS TERMAN, in his study, found
these were the most common com-
plaints made by husbands:
1. Wife shows little enthusiasm for

sex.

2. She can't reach orgasm regularly,
or is slow.

3. She doesn’t want intercourse often
enough.

4. She has little regard for her hus-
band’s satisfaction.

5. She doesn’t show enough tender-

ness or consideration.
On the other hand, wives complained
that:

1. Husband’s orgasm comes too
quickly.

2. He wants too much sex.

3. He goes to sleep, or gets up from

bed, too soon afterward.

. He shows no enthusiasm.

. He displays little affection or love-
making before gsex.

The husbands’ com ﬁts, you will no-
tice, seem to be basically the same as those
of the wives. And underlying them all is
the same basic difficulty —a %ack of shar-
ing, of understanding 02’ each other’s needs
and desires.

(S9N

EX IS A MOST important part of the

marriage relationship. But it can be
successful only when it is shared, when it
is part of mutual understanding and need
and love. And this sharing should begin on
the wedding night. That is my most urgent
advice to you.

If the first union between bride and
groom is successful, the chances are good
that, with proper understanding and
nurturing, the pattern can be extended to
the entire marriage. What begins as a suc-
cessful wedding-night consummation can
ripen into a beautiful and enduring union.

A
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Fabulous Deogs
(Continued from page 29)

impatience at the eternal procrastinations
of women rubbed off on Ador. For when
Mrs. Lampkin went’ shopping, leaving the
dog in the car, he would start blowin
the hom when he figured that she ha
taken just about long enough. But what
really disturbed the Lampkins was that
once Ador had mastered the trick he
started teaching it to his equally-talented
offspring!

Silver Blue Loarco, belonging to Mr.
and Mrs. Durwood Scott of Salt Lake City,
is “under the impression that she is human,
too.” The Scotts relate that their Wei-
maraner, “sits in the middle of the room,
turning her gaze from one person to the
other as he or she speaks, raising first
one quizzical eyebrow and then the other.”
The dog seems to think that there’s no
reason to leave her out of conversations
simply because she’s a dog.

“But,” the Scotts say, “if anyone says
the word ‘bird,” her eyes fly open and turn
almost black with excitement and she
stiffens to attention.”

One owner of a gray ghost even reports
that his dog answers the telephone. Paul
Barry’s dog does, in fact, lift the receiver
from the hook when the phone rings, much
to the consternation of Barry’s Marshfield,
Mass., neighbors. When last heard from,
Bar?' was still waitian for the dog to make
its first outgoing call.

THE ORIGIN of this breed is a mystery

that will probably never be completely
unraveled. It was intentionally shrouded
in secrecy. Records do show that the gray
dogs first made their appearance in the
German republic of Weimar about one
hundred and fifty years ago. Beyond this
almost nothing is definitely known.

It is believed that the dogs were first
bred by Teutonic noblemen as big game
dogs and watch dogs. This point of view
is, however, challenged by a group of
English owners who claim that the dog
isn't German in origin at all. The Weimar-
aner, they say, first came from Russia. They
explain its first appearance in Germany
as part of the dowery of a Russian princess
who married a Weimar noble.

Regardless of the dogs’ ancestral stamp-
ing ground, German sportsmen welcomed
the breed as an ideal hunting companion
and were soon working them on big game
such as wild boar, stag and wolves. So im-
gressed were they with the breed that they

anded together into an exclusive fra-
ternity, the German Weimaraner Club, for
the single purpose of protecting and refin-
ing the Weimaraner blood line.

This they did by setting up a rigid
control system. “Breed-wardens” were as-
signed the job of determining—on the
basis of annual trials —which dogs were
eligible to be bred. Without an official
OK. from the wardens, a Weimaraner
owner couldnt breed his stock. The
wardens also policed the sale and transfer
of the dogs according to the club’s rules,
which stated that no dog was to fall into
the hands of a non-member.

In order to join the club, and be en-
titled to buy a dog, a man was subjected
to a lengthy character investigation! As a

further entrance requirement, he was
obliged to swear that he would use the
dog for hunting and that he would destroy
any puppies that were judged imperfect.
As a result of this stern measure the over-
whelming majority of Weimaraners have
bred true to form. That is, they are free
from such undesirable traits as gun shy-
ness, viciousness, cowardice and physical
faults.

The dogs were successfully confined ta
Germany until 1913. Then their jealous
protectors relaxed the club’s rules enough
to allow nearby Austrian hunters to buy a
few. It was 1929 before the first gray ghost
made its debut in this country.

Howard Knight, a wealthy Rhode Island
sportsman, heard about the fabulous dogs
from a visiting German friend. He man-
aged to convince the governors of the
Weimaraner Club that the dogs could be
brought into this country and bred as
“gentlemen’s shooting dogs” without en-
dangering the purity of the blood line.

Knight's perserverence resulted in his be-
coming the club’s first overseas member
and he was sent two dogs. However, they
turned out to be sterile. Their jealous
owners had exposed them to ultra-violet
radiation! It was not until 1938 that the
Germans, fearing that the breed might be
wiped out by the oncoming war, shipped
Xnight his first sound breeding stock.

He bred the dogs very slowly, giving
the pups only to his most trusted friends.
They agreed that the dogs should not be
commercially bred. However, in early
1943, two Weimaraners handily walked
away with the first prizes at Westminster,
the Kentucky Derby of dog shows. Dog
fanciers were jolted to attention and the
popularity of the hitherto unknown breed
began to skyrocket.

MERICAN OWNERS, who,.treasure

their dogs, have never instituted tRe
harsh controls of the German Weimaraner
Club. The American Club does forbid its
members to breed imperfect dogs or en-
gage in cross-breeding the gray dogs with
other pure breeds. But the teeth of the
German plan, the dictatorial breed-ward-
ens, are missing. As a result it is impossible
to enforce the club rule.

In 1953, for instance, TV funnyman
Arthur Godfrey announced that he had
developed an interesting new breed of
dog. He explained that he crossed a Wei-
maraner and pure-bred German Shepherd.
The result of the cross mating, he said, was
a black, female pup. Outraged Weimaraner
fanciers deluged Godfrey with protesting
phone calls, letters and telegrams.

On Dec. 10, 1953, Mrs. Harold Gold-
smith of Ridgefield, Conn., let the come-
dian have it with both barrels. Charging
that his highly-touted “humility” was a
farce, she declared that “He takes a
product of 150 years of careful breeding
and produces a mongrel which he boasts
about on his TV programs.”

Godfrey denied that he had deliberately
bred the dogs, stating that the pup’s “old
man made a mistake.” He refused to give
in to Mrs. Goldsmith’s demand that the
pup be spayed. The controversy died. Wei-
maraner owners say that while the antics
of persons such as Godfrey may harm the
breed, the comedian represents only a very
small minority of Weimar owners.

Another factor which complicates con-
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have already killed, who have won their
spurs. Eight of them went up to the
eight women who waited for them in the
centre of the hut, holding vessels over-
flowing with the fermented liquor. A cry
rang out and the men grabbed their cups
and drank without taking breath.

Then a remarkable incident took place.
My colleague Fred, who liked to take pic-
tures of every conceivable subject, went up
to the group of drinkers. Kuhi, who was
among them, caught him by the hand and
led him in front of the women.

“Have you ever killed?” Kuhi asked.

Fred did not answer, but nonetheless
a vessel was handed to him and he drank,
while a sudden hush fell over the crowd.

Then the revels began. With painted
faces, ears pierced with heavy ornaments,
necklaces dangling on their chests, men
and women rushed wildly through the
dwelling. Night inueaseg their frenzy.
Shrill cries rang out incessantly.

“Let the head dance! Tuyung! Tuyung!”

The dances of the chiefs and that of
the murderers were riotously acclaimed:
there was promise of gross delights in the
dance of the women. These wretched crea-
tures had not a moment’s respite from
serving drinks, dancing and submitting to
their husbands’ lust, none of which occu-
pations seemed to afford them any pleasure.

Only the virgins were granted any con-
sideration, and if one of them occasionally
ventured into the forest with a young
warrior, she got something better than a
beating there.

After the ceremony, the headman and
the murderers had been supplied with
awayuse. Thus they returned to normal
life. Having swilled out their mouths with
the hot infusion, they drank a mouthful.
Then they were ready to face solid food —
boiled meat and palmetto hearts and
manioc roots and the big piece of rock
salt against which these eatables are
rubbed. This was their first meal since
the murder, and they ate it with an ap-
petite that can be imagined.

The murderers bathed in the river,
rubbed the traced skeletons from their
bodies, put on new loincloths, painted their
faces and fixed feather ornaments in their
hair. Purified, restored on equal terms to
their kindred, they were welcomed with a
frantic joy that abated only when the two
men had set on the arm or breast of all
present the black sign of the head-
shrinking.

The others went on rejoicing as before,
drinking, singing, dancing—what the old-
fashioned explorers called “orgies.” Then,
to end up with, everyone flocked to the
river to bathe, and the women were plas-
tered with mud and ducked and beaten,
all to the great delight of their husbands.

NEXT MORNING, I woke in a hut

strewn with sleeping bodies to see a
strange piece of apparatus, looming above
me. It was over nine feet tall and shaped
like a cross. On its left arm the head was
hunlg)egom a thread. The cheeks had been
daubed with a magical red paint and the
lips were free of the wooden pins that had
secured them.

Now, the witchdoctor’s power had been
exorcised at last, and no evil could ever
again issue forth from those shrunken lips!

A

Gargantua

(Continued from page 46)

bound into the small compartment at the
end of his cage and slam the door shut.

Then I went into the big compartment
with one of Gargantua’s favorite foods, a
bottle of Coca-Cola. There were heavy
bars separating the compartments and I
held the Coke bottle up with its neck stick-
ing through the bars. Just as he was about
to take a sip, I grabbed it away. I repeated
this three or four times. When Gargantua
was thoroughly infuriated, I switched bot-
tles and gave him a bottle containing half
coke and half castor oil. He gulped it down
greedily and then realized that he had been
tricked.

I have never in my life seen any animal
quite so angry. He jumped up and down
screaming. He picked up the automobile
tire which was his favorite toy and threw
it violently against the bars of the cage.
He grabbed the bars in both hands and
both Tomas and I were convinced he was
going to tear his cage apart.

Tomas had a little more confidence in
the cage than I did. He stayed to watch.
I found some urgent work to do at the other
end of the grounds.

THERE WAS A TIME when Gargantua

had eye trouble. I didn’t know precisely
what was wrong because I could never get
near enough to him to do an accurate
diagnosis. However, his eyes were red and
infected and I suggested to Tomas that if
boric acid could be put in them it might
do some good. Tomas agreed to try. I
mixed up a boric acid solution and he
would stand by the hour, teasing Gargantua
into a position inside his small compart-
ment. He would play with him and when-
ever Gargantua would come near the bars,
Tomas would squirt at his eyes.

Since it didn’t hurt, this became a sort of
game to the gorilla and he appeared to
enjoy it —to the very slight extent he al-

lowed himself to enjoy anything. In the

course of a two- to three-hour session every
day for a week, Tomas managed to get
some of the boric acid into his eyes and
the condition soon cleared up.

BUT IN JUNE OF 1949, we knew that

Gargantua was a very sick ape. He
was extremely restless; he was showing less
and less interest in his food; he wasn't
acting quite so mean. His gums looked in-
flamed. And Tomas and I would stand at
his cage by the hour, trying to decide what
to do for him and feeling absolutely help-
less and impotent.

There was nothing we could do. We
couldn'’t take his temperature. We couldn’t
listen to him with a stethoscope. We
couldn’t feel his pulse. We couldn’t even
get close enough to take a really good look
at his teeth, his gums, or his eyes in order
to help a diagnosis. We could just stand
several feet away from his cage and watch
him gradually sinking.

Even some of his habits changed. For
instance, before going to sleep at night, he
was always given a thick, fuzzy cotton
blanket. He used to spread this out on the
floor of his cage and spend as much as an
hour getting it absolutely flat without a
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