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Scientist and crew member, Dick
Murphy, wrote bome to bis kids to tell of
bis experience with an Amazon river dol-
phin called Inia, which the Calypso team
had captured. Here's bis letter.

May 10, 1983
Hi Greg and Jeanne, |

[ have spent the last three days with a
female river dolphin. She’s a little
longer than six feet ( 1.8 meters ), white
and pink, with very small eyes. She was
shy when I first went into the pen with
her. Slowly I got closer and she became
more curious, coming up to check me
out with her sonar. I could tell she was
using sonar by the way she moved her
head back and forth, beaming sound at
me. I stroked her as she passed. She let
me scratch her tummy, back, and tail. I
gently grabbed her tail and pectoral fin,
and she pulled me along. Eventually, I
could put both my arms around her and
scratch her with both hands. She
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seemed to like this and rolled over and
over in my arms! She often wrinkled her
tummy when I scratched her. It’s re-
markable that a wild dolphin became
accustomed to a human in a few days
and allowed such handling. I would
have been scared in her place.

We caught some fish to feed her and
threw a few in the pen. They quickly
swam off and the dolphin didn’t notice.
I decided to hold one in my hand. She
swam to me, nosed about the fish,
grabbed it sideways, and munched on
it. I could hear the crunching of teeth
on bones. Crunch, crunch. Now and
then a fish would escape from my hand
and swim away. The dolphin would
take off in pursuit and disappear into
the murky water.

[ ran out of fish and had a problem.
How do you communicate to a dolphin
that you have run out of fish and fingers
are not to be eaten? The answer, of
course, is that the dolphin knows that
fingers are not fish. My problem was
that I wasn't sure she knew this. I was a
bit tense as she zeroed in on my hands.
[ hurriedly put them over my head,

behind my back, or anywhere out of
reach. She put her beak, or rostrum,
against my chest, under my arm, or
directly against my facemask. She finally
gave up and went back to her normal
routine of resting, rising for a breath,
circling around me, and resting.

A little later, I tried to pet and scratch
her, but as soon as I touched her, she
returned to my hands for food. She
found nothing and left. Once she ap-
proached me from behind and gave me






