International Dolphin Watch (IDW)
Has an unblemished reputation as a non-profit organisation
dedicated to helping dolphins since it was founded by
Dr Horace Dobbs in 1978.

Friends of IDW
NEWSLETTER
SEPTEMBER 2009
I N TERN ATI ON AL D OLPH I N W ATCH ( I D W )
I S A GLOBAL FAM I LY OF D OLPH I N LOVERS
HELPING DOLPHINS AND PEOPLE
In the past, members communicated via the printed journal DOLPHIN.
Now information on the many activities of IDW including: conservation, dolphin
watching, books, conferences, dolphin shop etc. is disseminated much faster and
more efficiently via electronic Newsletters that can be downloaded with the click of a
mouse. Please feel free to pass this Newsletter on to others. If they would like to be
notified when a new Newsletter is issued, plus information on its contents, contact:
Kris Email mailto:idw@talk21.comm
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RUTH CORNER (1957- 2009)
The celebration of a remarkable life
by Horace Dobbs
Ruth was born in Brazil and spent her
childhood there and in the Caribbean
until the age of 12 when she moved to
the UK. Ruth loved animals. After
leaving schools at 16 she found
employment in dog kennels and bird
sanctuaries before working her way
round Europe.
In the mid 1980s Ruth returned to
England and took on many roles at
Battersea Park Zoo acquiring
administration skills in the process.
She then brought some Canaan dogs from Israel and bred and showed them successfully.
In 1986 Ruth married John Tribe and
moved to North Wales where she and
her husband set up an Experience of
Adventure business giving tuition and
taking kayakers onto Welsh rivers and
out into the sea.
And that s where I first met Ruth.
I was on the land watching Ruth playing
with a pod of dolphins in her kayak in
Cardigan Bay in Wales. When Ruth came
ashore we immediately got into an
animated duscussion about the attraction
dolphins have for kayaks something I
had observed many times. We debated the
possibility of her linking the two in some kind of business venture - Dolphin Watching from Kayaks.
We kept in touch.

In1994 Ruth told me that she had divorced John and
handed the kayaking business over to him. She
wanted to concentrate on organising dolphin
adventure holidays. She had learnt to dive and went
to stay with the Bedouin at Nueba in Egypt where a
friendly wild female dolphin named Oline came to
the beach to play with the Bedouin children.
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Oline became a legend. People from around the world
travelled to the impoverished Bedouin community for the
experience of seeing and swimming with Oline.
Especially when she brought her new born calf with her.
I was privileged to swim with the mother and her baby in
the company of IDW s first webmaster, Anthony Peel.
Oline s friendship with a young deaf Bebouin fisherman
was the subject of a very moving film A gift from Allah
shown on Danish television.

4

The position of Muslim women in Arab society is traditionally far removed for the role many of
them now play in the west. In Nueba women were seldom seen. They wore burkas and only their
faces were visible. Yet such was her strength of character and personality that the village chief
accepted Ruth into his male dominated household and negotiated with her to bring visitors to come
and live in his Bedouin community. At the same time Ruth was exploring other destinations to
which she could take dolphin and wildlife devotees.

Early in 1995 International Dolphin Watch (IDW) joined forces with Ruth s company, on a quest to
explore the spirit of the dolphin from ancient to modern times. The event took place in the
mountains in a tiny village in Crete.
Afterwards I wrote in DOLPHIN
WATCHING AROUND THE WORLD
compiled by Melanie Parker: We went to
Crete to explore the mysterious magic of the
dolphins. Only one boat trip was planned.
We didn t really expect to see dolphins although we hoped we might. As soon as we
left port the dolphins found us. For over two
hours our boat was surrounded by a joyful
carnival of dolphins with their babies.
Ruth wrote an account of that remarkable
week in DOLPHINS IN CRETE.
The front cover of the one-off IDW
publication was a view from the bow of a
boat looking down on a surfacing dolphin. In
the background the faces of those leaning
over the side peering down into the sea can
be seen.

The deep blue water, calm and clear,
allowed us 3D visions of dolphins zigzagging, spiralling, diving and leaping,
dancing together in the reflections of the
clouds from the sky above.
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Whether it was Stelios skill, our prayers to the Gods of the seas or
Ken s didge we will never know, but within half an hour we had
dolphins! We had dolphins everywhere! On the bow waves, under and
around the boat, in the distance leaping and breaching, porpoises
alongside the boat peering up at the rows of happy faces, whistling and
clicking at our excited squeals and screams.

The photograph was taken on a boat trip that those
taking part in the Dolphin Quest barely dared hope
would happen. We went out on a boat with a
sympathetic captain surrounded by dolphins just as
could have happened in 1500BC when the Queen s
bathroom at Knossos in Crete was decorated with a
dolphin fresco. It was absolutely magical.

International Dolphin Watch granted Captain
Stelios s company E-MOTION TRAVEL a
special Seal of Approval for the manner in
which the company subsequently conducted
commercial dolphin watching cruises in which
there is no chasing dolphins. The dolphins chose
to come to the boat and the captain manoeuvres
it slowly in such a way that the dolphins
obviously enjoy playing around it.
That experiencet set the standard Ruth attempted
to follow when she organised and escorted
dolphin trips in different locations with her new company WILD AND FREE, assisted by Tracy
Baskerville from a base at Findhorn, in the Moray Firth in Scotland.
It was always Ruth s policy to conduct her dolphin and
nature watching trips in such a way that they benefited
the local community. And at the same time made them
aware of the need to protect their wildlife especially
in Egypt.
In 2003 Ruth went to Brazil to meet the Brazilian
branch of her family. She saw pink river dolphins in
the Amazon and looked into the possibility of taking
Wild and Free groups to see them.
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In addition to being an
accomplished artist
Ruth also became
computer literate and
designed her own
website

Some of Ruth s paintings
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I knew when we were in Crete that Ruth had been treated for breast cancer. Ruth s cancer
reappeared in 2006 the year her mother, to whom she was close, died. After that Ruth alternated
between Wild and Free trips to Egypt and cancer treatment in Wales.
On 4th July 2009 I received the following Email from Ruth s brother:

Dear all at IDW
I don't know who amongst you knew Ruth, but I feel it is important to let you know
that Ruth died of cancer in Pwllheli North Wales last Wednesday at 4.30 a.m..
She was accompanied closely by friends and family, including those who had known
her since her Findhorn days when her work with dolphins first began. Tracy
Baskerville has done a fantastic job keeping Wild and Free running, allowing Ruth to
lie back these last few months and let nature
take her course.
We left the small rural hospital last Wednesday at 5 in the morning with views of a
magnificent dawn over Cardigan Bay. Three hours later a line of dolphins broke
surface some 300yards offshore of the beach in front of her flat.
Ruth is now wild and free.
All the best and many thanks for your work.
Robert Corner
Introductory music at the funeral

I'm going to an island, Where the
sun will always shine, Where the
moon is always riding on the sea;
And when I go I'll leave behind,
These chains that hold me down, The
time has come to set my spirit free...
(Chris de Burgh)

Painting by Ruth Corner
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READING
The Rev. Meirion Lloyd
Davies
Look To This Day for it is life,
the very life of life.
In its brief course lie all the
realities and verities of
existence,
The bliss of growth, the
splendor of action,
The glory of power . . .
For yesterday is but a dream,
and tomorrow is only a vision.

JUST GIVE AND MOVE ON
The idea is to see the coming and going
of things as natural and unemotional. You
expected it.

But today, well lived, makes
every yesterday a dream of
happiness

Then, when you give of yourself, or of your
possessions, you should also not expect
anything in return. Just give and move on.

And every tomorrow a vision
of hope.

Thus a balance develops both in your
giving and in your receiving. The less
resistance, the more flow. Thus by holding
onto nothing, you get everything .

Look well, therefore, to this
day.
(Kalidasa)

(Ruth Corner)

I am always in the right place at the right time . I am eternal,
immortal and infinite . God is alive, Magic is afoot .
(Words by Ruth written in her notebook)
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NEWS
Jaws scare shuts the beaches

bu t t h is t im e it s for r e a l

The Times, 7th September 2009

DOLPHINS AND SHARKS
The heroes and the cowards of the undersea world
By Dr. Horace Dobbs
The scary picture of a great white shark in The Times on 7th September 2009 evoked memories of
the hundreds of exciting hours I have spent filming, but more often trying to film sharks the most
feared yet cowardly predators beneath the sea.
The film JAWS was founded on the exploits of Peter Gimbel the first scuba diver inspired by the
majesty of these nomads of the oceans (including the seas around the British Isles) to set out to meet
and film a Great White shark.
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In his book BLUE MERIDIAN Peter Matthiessen tells the story of how Peter travelled around the
globe in 1969 trying to capture a Great White shark on film. After many fruitless attempts he
eventually succeeded off southern Australia.
I can vividly recall seeing the premier of the documentary film in London. I was awestruck as I
watched a fellow pioneer underwater cameraman, Stan Waterman, filming a feeding frenzy of
sharks attacking a slaughtered whale off South Africa. Then to my utter astonishment I saw Stan
leave the safety of the shark cage and swim amidst them.
When the crew did eventually meet the monster shark they had searched the world for, it
ferociously attacked the cage, bending the bars in its onslaught and producing spine tingling
footage.
One of those involved in the tracking down of their prey was Rodney Fox who was attacked by a
Great White when out spear fishing. He was saved by his wetsuit that kept his severe wounds
partially closed until he could be treated in hospital.
A few years later I dived with Rodney on a dolphin expedition off the Poor Knights islands off New
Zealand. Having recovered from his ordeal Rodney decided to capitalise on his fame and
experience and set up a business taking thrill seekers out to see Great Whites. We didn t see any on
our trip. But then we didn t put a dead horse in the water, or pour buckets of foul chum of ground
tuna guts into the sea the usual bait to attract Great Whites
In 1978, during a dolphin lecture tour in South Africa I was invited to visit the Shark Research
Institute in Durban by its Director, Beulah Davis. She showed me the frozen cadavers of some of
the Great Whites that were removed from the shark nets stretched across the sea to protect
swimmers. Beulah told me just how little we knew about the reproduction and migration of these
prehistoric aquatic monsters. She also revealed with a wry smile that as many sharks were caught
trying to get out of the netted area as were caught coming in. But she didn t tell the general public
that.
After my tour I showed the staff the film Ride A Wild Dolphin
that I had made about a friendly wild dolphin named Donald
off St Ives in Cornwall shortly after JAWS had been released.
During my introductory talk I mentioned that when we were
filming very few visitors went into the sea for fear of being
attacked by a shark. Beulah cried when the film was over.
Horace, she said. It s beautiful. It shows so clearly the
differences between dolphins and sharks.
I could write countless stories about my meetings with sharks
around the world. Not with a Great White I hasten to add. One
incident that has stayed in my mind was when I was making
the film Sunken Tombs of Truk Lagoon in Micronesia in the
West Pacific. A Trukese guide who had taken me to a special
site became terrified when a shark started to swim straight
towards us. I started filming. He disappeared. I knew where he
was. He was behind me, clinging to my aqualung cylinder and
quivering with fear.
In one of the final chapters of my book Dolphin Healing I record how in 1999 I was stalked by a
large bull shark off the island of Bimini in the Bahamas during one of Rebecca Fitzgerald s
Dolphinswim programmes. When in later years I returned to the island with Operation Sunshine
groups on therapy programmes, I was implored not to mention this incident to participants, as it
would scare the wits out of them - despite the fact there has never been a single incident in the long
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history of the island in which sharks have ever posed a threat. One explanation is that this particular
shark was curious which is extremely unusual for a shark but not dangerous.
My experience is that Dolphins are curious and often
friendly. Once trust has been establihed, they love to know
what's going on. They are inquisitive and will investigate
something new or unusual, but when some humans are
involved, is an unwise strategy for survival.

Donald's friendliness made filming him with a camera in
a big underwater housing relatively easy for my TV
documentary Ride a Wild Dolphin
available on DVD
from the IDW Dolphin Shop:
http://www.dolphinfriend.com/html/dolphin_shop.html

Sharks are cowards. They are only interested in easy food. If
there is none on offer they take off - which makes filming
them much more difficult.

Article written by Dr. Horace Dobbs
Author of Follow a Wild Dolphin and Save the Dolphins (Souvenir Press)
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PERSONALITY OF THE MONTH
Jason Cressey, PhD
LISTENING TO DEEP VOICES...
More than any other animal, the dolphin has long
featured in my inner world. I have always felt
inextricably drawn to these playful, graceful and
intelligent beings. They frequently swam into my
dreams as a child they still do and I often awake
with a smile from a dolphin-filled night, for they have
always acted as envoys of joy and inspiration to me.
When I was six years old, I saw dolphins up close for
the first time. Their sleek, torpedo shaped bodies
sparkled in the sunlight; their grace and balletic
movements entranced me, though I was also deeply
saddened. These dolphins were living and performing
tricks in a small concrete pool in Scarborough, a resort
town in my native Yorkshire on the northeast coast of
the UK. Spectators were there by the hundred, the
applause from the audience I remember as deafening.
The well-meaning trainers, clad with whistles and
wetsuits, used many props for the dolphins to perform
with beach balls for tail fluke volleyball and blazing
hoops for the stars of the show to jump through. One of
the most defining moments of my life occurred that day
when I was selected to go down to the pool and ride on a small boat filled with delighted children
towed by the dolphins around the pool. Despite being a shy child, keen to remain quiet and always
well-behaved, I remember defiantly and vocally refusing to participate in an activity that, it seemed,
every other child around me was desperate to be a part of. While my bemused parents explained
away my odd behaviour as a fear of water for I had not yet learned to swim I was very clear
within myself why I would not participate in this circus trick. I realised beyond any doubt that this
pool was not where the dolphins should be living, nor should they be doing tricks like this for
people to ogle and applaud. At the age of six, I grasped that dolphins would not naturally or
wilfully eat dead fish it was perhaps as abhorrent and unnatural to them as my inclination to eat a
live fish. I somehow understood that these creatures loved to swim for vast distances in a straight
line, leap and surf in the powerful waves of the ocean, dive to great depths deeper than any pool
then race to the surface and cavort with other members of their family. I knew that dolphins could
be full of joy, but I sensed that these dolphins I was watching were far from joyful.
Typical of many young children, I was very unsettled by the thought of getting lost or being taken
away from my parents, snatched from the loving familiarity of home. I could somehow sense the
pain of these dolphins who had been abducted from their families. They never chose to live in this
watery prison nor eat lifeless food, and here they were forced to swim in never-ending circles of
despair.
It was many years until my next dolphin encounter, though I digested all I could on the subject in
the meantime. Books, television shows and magazine articles discussing dolphins entranced me.
When my college years came, I could have become academically proficient even an expert in
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marine biology, but apart from being very squeamish, I also feared that in so doing the dolphins
would become research subjects, their behaviour simply fieldwork statistics, their mysterious ocean
home merely an outdoor laboratory in my eyes. My love of dolphins ran too deep for me to
sacrifice it at the altar of biological science, and so my eight years of university studies took me
away from the ocean into the vast landscape of the human psyche. When I emerged from Oxford
University with a doctorate in psychology important and valuable credentials that I would put to
good use and continue to be grateful for I knew the time had finally come to clearly and
decisively follow my dolphin path.
It was during those long days of writing my doctoral thesis that I applied for a travel grant to
present a research paper at a conference in Canada. I had already spent a good deal of time
conducting fieldwork in Canada, falling under the spell of this vast country in the process, and I
planned to immigrate as soon as my studies were complete. To my surprise, the travel grant was
not only quickly awarded but the amount I received was more than double the total I had requested.
Assuming this to be some mistake, I called the grant-giving body and explained that I had received
far more than I required. The clerk at the other end of the phone listened quietly and then explained
that the amount of time and bureaucracy that would be involved in reclaiming the funds would be
long and tortuous. He suggested that we both forget the phone call ever happened, concluding with
the words, Why not go and take a dream trip somewhere?
I didn t argue. The same afternoon, I booked my flight to the other side of the world. Six weeks
later, I found myself waking early one morning at the remote beach resort of Monkey Mia little
more than a tourist caravan park at the end of a ten-hour bus ride north of Perth. I had arrived late
the previous evening and had seen nothing of the shore or the surrounding landscape in this
western-most tip of Australia. As I stumbled down to the beach at five-thirty the following
morning, still half asleep, I grew more excited at the prospect of being reunited with the dolphins,
for this place was unlike anywhere I had been before. In the early 1960s a pod of friendly
Bottlenose Dolphins started visiting the beach every day, swimming up to and around the human
visitors paddling in knee-deep water. The number of these human visitors increased year by year,
and I had seen many photographs of children stroking the dolphins, of baby dolphins swimming
through the legs of delighted tourists, even a dog and a dolphin playing in the shallows. Now it was
time for my own experience finally, after more than fifteen years, I would see dolphins again, this
time in the wild.
Things didn t go as I d imagined. The romantic expectations I had built up did not take into
account five hundred other early risers, keen to get their little slice of dolphin action. They pushed,
shoved and jostled to get the best position from which to observe the dolphins. There were rangers
on duty to supervise the human crowds, and they handed out dead fish to a few children to feed the
dolphins. Parents shrieked with delight and cameras clicked while my heart sank after all, this
was not so different from the applauding crowds and frozen food rewards that I remembered from
my dolphinarium experience in Scarborough all those years earlier.
I walked a couple of hundred metres along the beach, away from the loud tourists with their garish
t-shirts, and sat down on the sand, feeling sorry for myself. In mid-sulk, I closed my eyes and
played with amusing mental scenarios as to how I could possibly distract five hundred tourists for a
few minutes and then zip down to the water to have my own private moment on the beach with the
dolphins. As I kept my mind busy with these self-indulgent fantasies, something quite unexpected
happened. My mental activity quietened as I visualised a big brown eye, wise beyond measure and
immensely compassionate. In this mental image all was beautifully still and peaceful a far cry
from the reality of this crowded beach. As the seconds passed, a deep instinct, far wiser than
anything my mind was capable of, told me to stand and walk towards the water. I did so, not really
comprehending my own actions, and paddled into knee-deep water a good distance along the beach
from the thronging crowds. As I looked out, I noticed a single dorsal fin elegantly cutting the
surface, heading straight towards me. Spellbound, I looked down as a solitary dolphin swam up to
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my legs, almost touching my shins, and rolled over. From the unusual hole in her dorsal fin I
recognised this dolphin as Holey Fin the grandmother and matriarch of the pod that visited the
beach each day, and about whom I had read much. Here she lay, her large brown left eye looking
up at my bewildered face. I knelt down and simply held the gaze. I had no compulsion to reach out
and stroke her skin the connection was already so profound that there was no need for mere
physical touch.
In that timeless instant perhaps thirty seconds, perhaps three minutes something in me stirred
and came to life. I knew I was in the presence of a wise and caring Elder, a being that had
somehow sensed my presence and immense disappointment as I had sat upon the beach.
Everything I had ever been taught in my psychology courses was challenged in that moment: I felt
that this member of another species knew things about me I had never shared with another person,
accepting it all unconditionally. She
not only looked at me, but deeply and
lovingly into me. I was
overwhelmed, energised, deeply
touched and filled with ecstatic
abandon. I had experienced nothing
like this before, and knew at that
moment I would strive to hold within
me the energy and magic of the
moment. I also made a silent promise
to do all I could to share this magic
with as many people as possible, and
to help protect and provide a voice for
dolphin-kind.
From that moment, the world was no
longer a purely three-dimensional
vehicle filled with scientifically
measurable components. Life was
indescribably richer than my limited
perspective of reality, sculpted
through years of formal academic
training at one of the world s finest
universities, had ever permitted me to
believe or embrace. My reality was
no longer black and white, but a dazzling array of brilliant colours that shone brighter that morning
than any I had previously encountered. That wonderful dolphin, by her mere intuitive presence,
allowed me to see that my academic mind was just a small fragment of my entire being, that my
experience of the world and my place in it could be fuller, richer and more vibrant than I had ever
imagined.
It was the day I woke up.
My dolphin journey had acquired its critical
momentum and its clear purpose, and soon afterwards
I met Horace at an IDW 'playshop' for the first time.
His energy, enthusiasm and obvious love of dolphins
- and all this with his formal academic training inspired me...and he quickly became a mentor and
good friend - and remains so some 17 years on.
It was also around this time that the thought occurred
to me that there was something missing in the library
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of books about dolphins and whales that were beginning to become so popular in the early 1990s. I
found little to answer some questions I had pondered over for years: How did dolphins and whales
feature in the lives of our ancestors, and their myths and folklore? Most importantly, what
messages lay behind these stories of dolphins, and what could we learn and apply from them that
might help us, and our planet, today?
My search for answers to these questions began first in libraries, surrounded by texts with stories
from ancient Greece and Rome, Polynesia and South America. I unearthed many interesting
accounts, but my curiosity drove me to see first-hand the
remnants of ancient ceremonies and to explore the sacred sites
about which I was reading. I saved money as hard as I could,
then travelled for more than six months on the first of several
long voyages that would take me to more than sixty countries
on six continents over the space of a decade. As I encountered
dolphins and the people who knew them well, I listened to the
stories that were told and spent time at the sites where
ceremonies and rituals of many kinds were (or still are)
conducted. I realised that whales were frequently appearing in
both the tales I heard and the places I visited, and my love of
dolphins soon expanded to embrace their enormous, gentle
cousins.
An Australian Aboriginal friend once told me that he believed
Humpback Whales, famous for their hauntingly beautiful songs,
were record-keepers of the planet s history. Just as scientists
have discovered that the songs of each group of whales changes a little each year, so my friend
explained that the whales sing of the changes on our planet. There is, he said, a warning and a great
wisdom in these songs we simply need to understand and take heed. I believe that this applies to
all the beautiful myths and sacred beliefs recounted in
these pages, for they contain insights and gifts
beyond their intrinsic entertaining qualities.
From the first time I swam alongside a Humpback
Whale, just a few metres away from me, I knew I was
in the presence of a being at once immeasurably
powerful and intrinsically tender. The effortless
slow-motion with which she moved her powerful tail
made my heart race with exhilaration, watching her
as intently as she watched me a guest in her still
ocean. At no point did I feel any fear, despite being
dwarfed by a creature many hundreds of times larger
and heavier than my relatively tiny frame. The warm South Pacific waters were clear and inviting,
the whale s movements slow and deliberate perhaps belying her curiosity in me as I remained at
the water s surface, my goggles not even wide enough to take in the length of her enormous body
without turning my head.
Whales were seen by our ancestors as large enough to feature in the story of creation itself, strong
enough to support the earth. From prehistoric times, sightings of whales along the world s
coastlines must have excited the imagination of any who witnessed them. I was no exception, and
before long my dolphin journey had expanded to embrace the magnificent whales. I d try spotting
them wherever I went, and I was also blessed to encounter the porpoises those shy, inshore
relatives of the dolphin that are quite separate from but often confused with their larger cousins.
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The result of my travels has finally been published
as 'Deep Voices: The Wisdom of Whales and
Dolphin Tales'. The book brings together the rich
mythology and legends surrounding dolphins,
whales and porpoises, and explores an ancient
friendship that I had not only heard about, but also
rediscovered for myself. I hope that the wisdom in
all the book's many stories provide readers with the
inspiration to explore this ancient connection for
themselves, to experience some of the magic of
cetacea. Above all, I hope everyone who
encounters this ancient wisdom understands that
the message in Deep Voices does not belong to
some imaginary place or bygone era. It s about
here and now.

More information and how to order the
book see Jason s web site:
http://www.people-oceansdolphins.com/index.html
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Dilo and the Isle of the Gods Serialisation: CHAPTER 6
(Continued from previous Newsletter)

:

6. Flying fish

Must you make that noise? he grumbled.

WHEN DAYLIGHT CAME DILO SWAM AS
FAST AS HE COULD.

I can t help it. I m excited.

He passed through a shoal of flying fish.
Sometimes flapping their fins, sometimes
gliding, the flying fish skimmed across the
surface of the sea like birds. When they dropped
back into the sea they continued to flee at full
speed. Dilo completely forgot that he had a
passenger. He chased after them. To make
maximum speed the dolphin jumped clear of the
water, not high, but from wave top to wave top.
As he flew through the air he heard an unfamiliar
sound.

It s my tail.

Well what s that tickling me?
Your tail?
Yes, I wiggle it when I get excited.
Well I wish you wouldn t
But Dilo was like a horse with a rider on his back.
The more Rema flicked her tail the faster he went.
He just couldn t help it.
Suddenly more flying fish leapt out of the sea.
They skittered across the surface with Dilo in hot
pursuit. They thought the dolphin wanted to eat
them. He didn t. Even so, urged on by Rema, he
chased after them, just for the fun of it.

Whee. Whee.
What on earth s that? Dilo asked himself,
feeling a tickling sensation on his back.

Yahoo, he shouted as he careered across the sea
close behind a fleeing flying fish.

Whee. Whee, went the sound again. It was
only then that Dilo remembered he had a
passenger.

Yahoo, came a squeaky voice from the rear.

Page 32

Dilo was enjoying himself. He was also beginning
to enjoy Rema s company. But he wasn t going to
admit that to her.
Suddenly Dilo slowed down.
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Page 33

Page 27

Why are you stopping? asked Rema. I was
enjoying chasing the flying fish.
Listen, said Dilo. Can you hear those sounds?
They are made by my giant cousins.

Page 35

Page 34

CHAPTER 7 will be in the next issue of the
Friends of IDW Newsletter. An electronic copy
of the complete book can be downloaded from
http://www.lulu.com/content/2713995
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FRI EN D S N EW S
Swim with Wild Dolphins in the Bahamas and learn how to
communicate with them
with Mary J. Getten, author of Communicating with Orcas; The Whales'
Perspective

30th May

5th June 2010

Swim with wild spotted and bottlenose dolphins in the crystal
blue waters of Bimini, a small island in the northern Bahamas.
These exquisite natural surroundings will allow us to relax,
expand and regain our harmony and connection within and
with all creatures and nature. Bimini is known for its healing
energies, its Atlantean legends and its unique dolphins. The
water is magnificent and there are beautiful deserted beaches
for walking, swimming and enjoying the sunrise and sunset.
It is a small island with few tourists. We will be staying at the
WildQuest retreat center, situated in the friendly little fishing
village of Porgy Bay, Bimini. The rooms, just a few steps from the water, are clean and have
modern furnishings that are comfortably functional, rather than luxurious. All rooms are nonsmoking, air-conditioned, most with private bath, and double occupancy. Three nourishing meals
are provided each day in the dining room, with lunch usually on the boat. Cuisine includes
vegetarian, and chicken or fish dishes. Most special diets can be accommodated by speaking with
the resort in advance.

Our dolphin swims are conducted with respect and awareness and will cause minimal impact. We
will not feed, chase or do anything to disrupt their natural behavior and we ll interact with the
dolphins only at their invitation.
Mary will lead daily sessions to help you open your telepathic skills and connect with the dolphins
at deeper and deeper levels. These sessions will happen on the water and/or in the morning or
evening. While at sea, we will tone to the dolphins, sending them our love and greetings and merge
with their consciousness. You do not need any prior telepathic communication instruction you
will get it here!
The circle of new friends that gathers on this trip will be unique, and offer perfect support for each
individual that attends. Lasting and deep friendships will be made on this fantastic adventure.
Limited to 20 participants.
For all details to go http://www.marygetten.com/ and click on the dolphin.
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DolphinCare - Africa

Dear Friends of IDW
Here are pictures of a humpback whale on the
beach at Techobanine. The animal measured 11mt
in length. There were no visible injuries or marks.
This is the second Humpback whale washed up
this week, with the first being at Catembe Mozambique on Monday.
Angie Gullan
DolphinCare~Africa
http://www.dolphincare.org/
Ponta do Ouro, Mozambique
+0025 884 330 3859
DolphinCare is a non profit organisation that
actively works at conserving local dolphin
populations, turtles, whale sharks, migrating
whales and the environment in with they live.
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NOTE FROM THE EDITOR

THIS IS YOUR NEWSLETTER - PLEASE KEEP YOUR STORIES COMING
WE ARE CREATING A GLOBAL NETWORK OF DOLPHIN LOVERS
THAT CARE ABOUT OTHERS AND THE EARTH WE SHARE.
Email your news and comments on articles in our newsletters to me at
mailto:jackieconnell@btinternet.com.
The Friends of IDW Newsletter is FREE but if you would like to support the work of IDW to
help dolphins and people, you can still make a donation or adopt a dolphin through the Dolphin
Shop http://www.dolphinfriend.com/html/dolphin_shop.html.
Friends of IDW can advertise on http://www.dolphinfriend.com. Email our Webmaster Terry
Connell on mailto:terry.connell1@btinternet.com
International Dolphin Watch has always striven to encourage youngsters to take part in dolphin
activities. I hope therefore, that you will enrol as many children as you can to become DOLPHIN
FRIENDS and encourage them to contribute to future Newsletters.

Jackie Connell
EDITOR
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