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Foreword
by Professor R. C. Coombes, PhD, MD, FRCP
 
 
I have known Jack Gibson for about 40 years, at the time that he was surgeon at Naas Hospital. I met him through his daughter, Rosie, and her husband Andrew, who, together with their two children, Tammy and Jason, were like an extended family to me, and helped me through difficult years in my twenties in London. When I became involved in the treatment of cancer, as a specialist in London, I quickly realised the devastating role that tobacco played in the cause of lung cancer. Indeed, I rapidly discovered that unless you smoked, or were exposed to tobacco smoke, it was virtually impossible to develop the disease. I realised that, just as hundreds of years ago, when a single individual removed the tap from the water supply in London, and the cholera epidemic stopped in its tracks, so the solution to lung cancer was to persuade people to give up smoking. Shortly after, I visited Jack in Ireland and witnessed at first hand the extraordinary powers of hypnosis. After breakfast, the door bell started ringing and within 15 minutes, Jack was surrounded by 10 heavy smokers in his sitting room. A further 5 minutes later, all were deeply hypnotised with the exception of a single individual who had such bad  emphysema that she could not relax sufficiently to be hypnotised! 90% of his patients never took up smoking again and in this way, be undoubtedly saved many lives.
 
Jack Gibson is, and always has been, the most versatile member of the medical profession that I know. So often the process of 'education' that ends up producing doctors extinguishes the brightness, creativity and compassion which IS in all of us. For many doctors, this is the last they see of these qualities, Jack Gibson is an example for all of us. I recommend this biography to you: it is the story of a remarkable man.


























Wesley College - My School Days
I went to school at Wesley College in Dublin. It was a Methodist School and it is only now that I am beginning to appreciate what they did. Although I dreaded punishment, I was never chastised and neither were most of my friends. It was not the fear of pain. I cannot remember ever feeling pain, but the fear of humiliation was very great and the fact that boys could be sent to the Head Master's room to be chastised. I still feel resentment at the Church's failure to seek an alternative way of treating boys. But now I appreciate what other schools were doing at that time and how far advanced our one was. I think the Quakers had the correct approach to education and living.
I was hopeless at school. I tried to learn, but the only subject that I was good at was Maths, especially trigonometry. Try as I might, I could not learn. I was put into a class with younger people, but still I could not keep up with them. I told my father I learned English, French and Irish and now they wanted me to learn Latin. I didn't think I could and he agreed. I told them this at school and I was let off Latin, to my great disadvantage in later years.
	At the age of 16 year, I left school and went into business. I became a debt collector. When I was not busy collecting money I worked putting newspapers into bundles of half hundred weights and they were sold to the shops as wrapping paper. I was only in work for about a year when I said to my father 'I want to become a doctor' to which he said 'only clever people should become doctors' and I replied that I still wanted to be one. I thought it would take about six years for an ordinary man to pass but I thought I would do so in about eight years, such was my belief or disbelief in myself. But my father said to me 'I will support you on one condition, that you don't tell anyone about it', he was so certain I would fail. So I started to learn to get my entrance examination to the Royal College of Surgeons and one subject was French and I hardly knew a word. I was still hopeless when the time came for the examination, I knew
practically nothing. We were given a story in English to translate into French. It was about a castle but I didn't know the word in French for a castle. Then in the story there was a dog having pups but I didn’t know the word for pups and so I made up a story with everything absolutely correct and with the words I had learned, the accents in the right places which were in their own way impressive. I wrote about a large house with a
library. I thought of cat and kittens and I put that in. I wrote the story in perfect French. The examiner must have been very impressed because when the exam results came out, I had taken first place. If it had been known that I could not speak a word of French, I am quite certain I would have failed. After the entrance exam, there was an examination
in Chemistry. My ignorance of Chemistry was even greater than my ignorance of French. I knew what H20 was because we would often ask a person to pass the H2O, but  what an atom was I didn't know, or a molecule, and the exam was only eight weeks away! So I went to a grind - that is a man who gives extra tuition, and this man taught me the basic philosophy of life. He taught me how to learn the essentials and forget all about the tremendous amount of work that would be beyond me. Each day I learned from him. He completed the course in six weeks. He revised the course in another week and the last week was a matter of getting the questions and answers absolutely right. I went off to the examination and again I took first place. This was a revolution in my life. The teaching principles I learned from this man have remained with me for the 70 years that have passed. They still hold good for anyone who puts them into practice. I have made a tape of this. with this new-found method of learning, I entered the College hoping that 1 would get through to the end even though it might take a couple of years longer than the average person. I was young and strong, I had plenty of time for fun and games. I taught a class of 9-12 year old boys athletics/ sports during the week and on Sundays. I never did a stroke of work and yet, when it came to exams, I got the medals. Finally I took the Fellowship of the College of Surgeons and at the age of 25 years I was made a Fellow. I take no credit for myself. It was the work of that man who taught me how to learn and to remember what I had learned, and my parents, whose hard work and even temperaments showed me a way I could follow.
 
Rev. Lesley Weatherhead - My Inspiration
	He was a man who could keep us spellbound when he preached. He would tell us about patients who got better, treated by Psychology. He was a great writer who had
written many books - when you started to read them, it was compulsive reading and you couldn't put it down, that is if you liked Psychology. He believed in Hypnosis and used it
himself occasionally. But I didn't know anything about it and it wasn't for 15 years that I found out the truth of what he said. He awakened and stimulated my interest in Hypnosis. 
 
Childhood Stories
	Between Bray Head and Greystones on the South side of Dublin there was stretch of coastline. In the days when I went to Greystones for my holidays, there used to be a row of cottages and at the end of them was an old fortress which was let out in the summer  - very cheaply, because at that time my people had very little money and they rented it for the month of August. I slept in a tent outside because I loved the open spaces, the thunder and lighting and the moths and flies that flew in around the burning lamp. But it is no more, for the tide coming in washed away the bank, the cottages and the old house which we rented - but that's not my story.
	One night at about 10pm when there was nobody on the beach, I went down for a bathe. I could float but I could not swim. I lay on my back happily dreaming about all the nice things round about me. When I looked up I found that I was away from the shore. I turned around and found I was out of my depth. It was useless crying for help because there was nobody on the shore, so I tried to swim but the shore became further and further away. I thought of my mother going to the tent in the morning and finding there was nobody in it and then the body being washed up maybe a few days later. I still tried to swim but I was only going backwards. So I started then to do what a dog does and
move my hands and legs, but still I made no progress. So I put my head into the water and held my breath and with my arms I did the crawl. Eventually I had to breathe and I put my head up and I was within my depth. I walked towards the shore but felt there was something that dragged me out to sea. I did not know that the ebbing tide could carry
something that was floating in its track. I was mystified and I went into my tent and fell on my knees and I thanked God for giving me peace of mind -  if I hadn't got that I would have been drowned. I renewed my commitment to Him, for I had already made it to give my life in his service. The next day I learned to swim. I made no secret about nearly drowning, but this is the first time, in 80 years, that I have told about the renewing of my vows. 
	There was a chap called Freddie Ray who taught me to swim. He was two years older than I was and I hero-worshipped him. I later met him in Durban before WW11 and afterwards, about 12 years later, we came in contact with each other in Rhodesia, now known as Zimbabwe. There was one small incident. The local clergyman offered me his house when he went on holidays for a month, for my wife and myself to stay in it. We gladly accepted, and when talking to him I told him about Freddy Ray -  his face lit up and he told me that the fact that he was a friend of mine would make me one, as it were, of the great family of people, for Freddie Ray was this man's hero also.
	One day holding the belief that God would direct a person (a belief which I no longer unreservedly follow), I was walking with a friend to a church service in the East End of London and he had a friend who was a boxer whose life had started to change, but who then slipped back. My friend wanted to find out if anyone could contact him. For my part, I had gripping stories to tell of an IRA man coming into the Oxford Group and I longed to meet this man and tell the story that fascinated me, but on our way something happened. A woman ran up to us and told us there was a woman dying in a house and she wanted a priest or a minister. We went into the room and let the woman go to find a
priest. My friend stayed with the woman but told me I ought to go on to the church. I was in an area which I did not know so I looked for what I believed was guidance and  walked on until I came to a bus route and I got onto the bus and asked if they could tell me where a Methodist Church was. A man beside me said ‘I’m getting off here and I am going along that way and you can come with me’. But when l explained to him what the church was he told me I was in the wrong part of London but he said he had plenty of time and he would walk along and show me the church. So I took the opportunity of telling him the stories I had in my mind. When I got to the church he came in and when the service was over he went up to speak to the minister. Then my friend whom I had met before and had told me about the boxer, said to me ' How did you come to meet him?` and I said `Who?' and to our surprise I had met the man in London who had been a boxer, by chance, and when he went up to the preacher he went up to make a new vow to give his life to God. Was this the guidance of God, or was it chance ?
	Another occasion, driving in Scotland, I was on a road seldom used and somehow I had an urge, I pulled the car over and stopped. I had no idea why nor had my passenger, when two lorries driving abreast came round the corner and had I not pulled over I would have been absolutely mangled. These two incidents could have been caused by chance, I don't know.
 
Stories of my Student Days
	I had never been to Killarney and I had a great desire to see my own country and when the holidays came round I had my chance. My friend was Edwin Calcott, and between us we bought a small tent and we carried the lightest equipment. We said we would share everything even down to the toothbrush but I drew the line at that. We strapped all the equipment onto our bicycles. We had very little money because we were very poor but that didn’t worry us. It cost us 2½pence per day each, except occasionally
 when we had to pay a great deal more. We had decided to take a `scut' most of the way. Now a 'scut' is a way of travelling by holding onto the back of a lorry while sitting on your bicycle, travelling miles without using all your energy... but Edwin crashed his bike on the first day so we went to a steam roller which we had just passed and they got out their enormous spanners and twisted the wheel straight. Edwin wouldn't take a ‘scut’ again and we had to ride the whole way but we were young and happy and nothing bothered us. There was one thing stuck in my mind and it was how to cook a meal over a fire. This man took a coal shovel and he put it over the fire which they had for making the steam to drive the engine and he put rashers (bacon) on to the shovel and with the juice he would fry the eggs.
	At night we would find a field to put up our tent. We would go to the nearest cottage and ask them if they had any potatoes, milk, bread or eggs and the people were so hospitable and generous. We would insist on paying but the people would refuse money and we would just leave it there for the children. One person said nobody had ever come to his house and left it hungry but the children were always glad to have a present.
	We welcomed the open spaces and the beautiful scenery, gorse and heather in abundance. When we got down to Killarney we felt it was a magical place, the beauty of the lakes, even the wood lying around seemed to be part of nature and hard to burn. There were ponies for hire and you could ride for about 8 miles (this point is in doubt as it was 70 years ago), there we would meet the boat that had been rowed up the river, we would get in with our bicycles and be taken back to where we started. So we did the trip in the opposite direction. The men rowing it wanted a break, so we took the oars and though fresh and strong we couldn't move the boat faster than the stream that was against us. Then the men got in and with ease they rowed the boat against the stream. When we arrived we had our bicycles and the people with the horses offered to wheel the bikes back and let us ride the horses but we had seen the Gap of Dunloe without using the 10 shillings. We went on to Glengarrif and Ard na Crusa to see first hand the scheme to block the Shannon River and to make a waterfall to generate electricity which the Germans were doing. We went down and saw them building it and in our old clothes we were mistaken for workers and we went all round the place.
	In the evening we had to look for a place to pitch our tent and we went into one cottage and asked them who owned the field, for we wished to put a tent on it for the night. We were told to go up a lane, turn left and at the second turn to turn right and then we turned left again and there was a hell of a big dog when we got there. I said ‘In that case we can pitch our tent without asking permission'. ‘Oh! but the pigs could come out in the morning and they would rip our tent to pieces'. I said 'we would get up early before the pigs come out' but it could rain and we would be washed out. So I said to the man 'We are two young chaps from Dublin who want to see our own country'. The atmosphere changed immediately and he said ‘I thought you were Germans'. He brought turf(peat) which was lit in their own fire and they also brought vegetables and cooked a meal on the open fire beside our tent. They couldn't have made us more welcome. It made me proud to be Irish.
	We rode all round the South of Ireland. The beauty of the place was spellbinding. Every place we saw seemed to be the most beautiful in the world. On one occasion we asked a man how far it would be to Glengarrif and he said ’30 miles'. I then asked him 'Are they Irish or English miles?’ and he replied 'I've heard tell of that’.
	When we got to Tipperary we stayed the night and in the morning we decided to ride to Dublin in one trip, stopping just for meals.
	As darkness approached we were very hungry, so we went into a field and lit a fire and made some cocoa with milk and it tasted absolutely wonderful. We rode on through the moonlight and then the starlight, it was thrilling. When we came to the Curragh, dawn was breaking, the fields were covered with mist and it seemed like a huge pond. We rode on until we came to Dublin.
	By the time I reached home I was in rags and tatters. The seat of my trousers was so worn, they were full of holes. When I went into my house, to my horror, there were visitors so I said 'Hello' and walked out backwards.
	Back in college, we were working with microscopes studying pathology slides when a ball of rolled-up paper hit me in the face. I picked it up and threw it at a man who appeared to have thrown it at me but the ball of paper fell into an inkwell and splashed him with the ink. I had hit the wrong man and he immediately jumped up and rushed at me and hit me in the face, but I realised it was the wrong man... though I would have enjoyed a fight! We would have done tremendous damage to the microscopes so I let him hit me and I apologised to him, for I didn't know the ball of paper had fallen into the ink but I  really thought he had thrown it. l was ragged for not hitting him back, l couldn’t, much and all as I loved a fight. One thing came out of it, that chap became my friend afterwards. Years later when I got married I wanted to buy a Leica camera and he had a shop and he sold me that camera at cost price.
 
        I was a Medical Student in the Adelaide Hospital, Dublin and one day while taking the history of a patient who was very ill, she said to me, 'I believe I have TB and Diabetes'. I examined her chest. I tested her urine. I examined her sputum and she had noTB. I explained to her that she was in fact very well. She believed me, not that I looked for her belief or disbelief, and she became really happy. I wrote these notes down on the chart. The doctor, who held a clinic on this patient, read the notes. He was oblivious to the fact that people can rapidly improve when they become aware they are well and said 'she came in very ill, her blood count was low and now she is better. I don’t know why, but I am letting her go home'. This shows how much Psychology was disregarded 70 years ago.  
     We had great fun in the hospital. I had a motorbike and when I'd come back in the evening, I'd have to go to the front door, ring the bell, get a key to the back of the place,
leave my bike in, lock it then bring the key back. I took the key and had a key cut and kept it in my pocket. I was a little bit worried that it would be discovered that there was
a way into the hospital without anyone knowing of it.
	It was around 1928 that I got this motorbike, second-hand of course. I paid £8.00 for it. The repairs were simple and it took me all round the country and lasted me until a time when a nephew of mine, Trevor Phillips, borrowed it to take part in a race. He and the bike were badly smashed and I never saw the bike again.
	The Assistant Registrar came into a lecture. While we were waiting, I read the newspaper and someone set fire to it. I went on reading. It was at this stage that the Assistant Registrar came into the theatre, he looked at me in amazement, when I coolly folded the paper inwards and the fire went out and I put the paper down beside me. The
Registrar was speechless.
	Another time, they tied my bed up to the ceiling. I wanted to get revenge and I was thinking of going down to the market and getting a conger eel to put into the
prankster's bed, but I was dissuaded.
 
	There was a student, he was a big fellow who didn't turn up for breakfast because he had slept in. I had a firecracker, which gave three loud bangs and I threw it under his bed. I slipped very rapidly back to my seat at the table. He jumped up and rushed into the room. There was I eating my breakfast, he stopped suddenly, he was totally confused but he was certainly out of bed.
	As a student I had an appalling memory and now I write everything down so that I won't miss an appointment. A case would need my full attention and I would forget about an engagement. There was a Prize Day in the College of Surgeons when the medals and certificates would be given out, but foremost there was a Gold Medal for Operative Surgery, at least I thought it was the greatest. I had won it but I forgot to go to the prize giving.
Now, for the last forty years I have things in writing in my diary and am absolutely reliable. Though I still forget the ordinary things which people tell me.
	One day l was riding my motorbike when I saw an ambulance passing at great speed and I followed it for about 2 miles and there l saw a small aeroplane in the front garden of a house and a man being carried on a stretcher into the ambulance. He was admitted to the Meath Hospital. I kept in touch and later the Consultant, Mr. Laine, brought over Mr. Kilner from East Grinstead who skin grafted him. Mr. Kilner brought a long knife and the man he had trained to sharpen it and he gave a demonstration of how a skin graft could be taken. I, as a student, was allowed into the theatre to watch the procedure. It was most impressive. I look on the East Grinstead Hospital as one of the best. lt awakened in me a real desire to learn more about plastic surgery. One day, years later, I visited the hospital and I found that they did not know how to deal effectively with a large wound over bone that was diseased. It would take many months, even years to effect a cure. So I showed them how I would cut away a certain amount of the bone that was diseased and place two large cuts on either side bringing the frayed edges together and stitching them in that position. I would then place a skin graft over the areas which I had left by making the two incisions. With this method I could get a patient to have a leg well healed in two weeks. They showed great interest in my method but I don't suppose they had many cases for by then antibiotics were making bone destruction rare. But my interest in East Grinstead Hospital remained.
	A man's hair caught fire leaving a large area in front of the scalp without skin and he was admitted to Naas Hospital. I decided to put a skin graft on it right away. I found out later he was a supporter of the East Grinstead Hospital and had donated a lot of money to it. I let him go back to East Grinstead because there was nothing else to do for him until his bandages would be taken off in about 10 days. I thought of him going back to the hospital and getting a great welcome but to my surprise he flew back to Naas and asked me to look after him. The skin graft had taken one hundred percent. I felt greatly honoured. Perhaps it was this honour that made me remember this story!
 
Anatomy and Physiology Exams
Midway through my studies the exams were over and I had passed. However, we were awaiting the results of the prize examinations. Anatomy and Physiology were apparently finished and I went on holiday to the country and spent a week with a Mrs Mildred Harris, the former girlfriend of my brother Harry who, as I said, was killed during the war. These were primitive times, we could only communicate with each other by telegram if we wanted to get a message delivered quickly. One day a man came with a telegram for me, sent by my father telling me that I had won a gold and silver medal for first place in both examinations. The Harris's must have been impressed because when I qualified they asked me if I would go in and see their daughter in Alexandra College. She had a swelling immediately under her jaw and the doctor didn’t know what it came from. I felt greatly honoured and I put on my best suit and tried to look dignified. I was brought to meet the patient and there was the doctor but far from being a stranger, she was my lecturer at the Adelaide Hospital. We saw the patient together. Down beneath the chin the submaxillary gland was swollen, no sepsis could be found in the mouth to account for the swelling but I remembered in a lecture hearing that mumps can take a strange course. Instead of the gland beside the ear becoming enlarged, this gland could be infected. I asked if there were any cases of mumps in the school and I was informed that there were none. I said that it was the only thing I could think of and I advised her to keep the patient in bed and under observation. The doctor had never heard of this gland being infected by mumps and I had never seen another case. Two days later mumps broke out in the school and my suspicions were confirmed. That was over 60 years ago and I had not seen this girl again until she came to my house recently and then the memory of that strange consultation came flooding back as though it had just happened.
 
Rotunda Hospital, Dublin
I chose the Rotunda Hospital to do my midwifery because it was in my opinion the best hospital in the world. But the work in Outpatients - I thought it was appalling. yet it was still a step, and a large step, from the primitive to the modern. When the call came that a woman was in labour, one or two of us would go out on call and the roads were absolutely safe. The same cannot be said today. A man would invariably carry our bag and lead us to the room where a woman was waiting for us. The poverty was extreme. The families were large and often were crowded into one room. As a rule there was another woman present, who acted as midwife. They were usually uneducated and only knew the rudiments of sterility. We would fix up a blanket that she could hold and tie to the end of the bed so that she could push. I'm ashamed to say the following, I had got second place in Midwifery, being beaten by a trained nurse before she took up Medicine. It was a fact that I didn't know the difference between waiting for the second stage to come on before a woman should bear down and the amount of blood that was lost was very great. But by and large the gratitude shown by these women was payment in itself. I saw no cases of sepsis. I often think of the babies born, now they would be almost seventy years old, and of their grandchildren who probably have a nice house and a motor car. Oh, we have moved into a different age! One day I walked into a place where there was a courtyard between two large buildings and it was crowded with children. So I asked what festival was on, only to be told that the children had come from the houses nearby. There is a big change nowadays. Many of the buildings have been pulled down, the families are smaller, the children are no longer in their bare feet, and we are living in an age of relative plenty. But are we happier? We can no longer leave our bicycles, without locking them. Crime has taken over. The number of young people drinking is something new. Drugs are prevalent.
	One Christmas Night, three of us returned to the hospital very hungry and we were absolutely starving. Christmas Dinner was over and there was nothing around that we could find to eat. There was a service lift on which food might be left, there was just the barest chance. I pulled it up and to my surprise there was a newly cooked turkey stuffed and warm and the three of us ate to our hearts’ content.
	There was one night my roommate came back very drunk. The only way I could get him into bed was to sing 'Let's all sing as the birdie sings'. I haven't a note of music and I didn't know the rest of the song but as soon as I stopped, he wouldn't let me help him into bed, but as long I kept singing this song, he allowed me to put him to bed and immediately he fell asleep. The next morning he didn’t remember anything about it.
 
Royal College of Surgeons & Rugby
I was passionately fond of rugby and would turn out to play or train three times a week. When I joined the RCS, I played forward, in spite of my height because I wasn't tall. The average forward was 6ft or over and I was only five and a half feet. I didn't let the College know I was a sprinter(I had won the 100 and 220 yards), for I would be put as a winger and I would miss the rough and tumble of the game. On one occasion we played against Cavan, another county in Ireland, and while waiting for a special bus to take us home the chaps started drinking and were not really used to it- by the time we got home most of them were drunk. Coming into Dublin the driver realised did not know his way. We came to Dolphins Barn where I knew every street, for that was where I had worked and collected accounts. I told him I knew the way and he said 'sit down, you're drunk'. The driver pulled up and asked someone directions, the man got into the bus and said he would direct him. Instead of the bus taking us to the College of Surgeons, it took us to his home. Then he stopped the bus and got out at his own front door. I couldn't help but laugh.
 
Adelaide Hospital, Dublin
	A man was dying in the hospital and we didn't know what was wrong with him. We had no antibiotics, even sulphonamides had not been discovered. The doctor in charge said 'we'll give him a pint of blood' and  as House Surgeon I had to organise it. We had no blood transfusion service in those early days and the giving of a pint of blood was a big thing. The donors were volunteers in the Army, who rather liked getting some free Guinness afterwards and having time off duty. When the two donors came along, I took their blood, mixed it with some of the patient's and saw it didn't coagulate and this meant their blood types were compatible. It was a rough test, unlike the highly skilled work done nowadays by trained staff. I chose one of the men because his blood seemed to be perfect.
	The soldier was brought into the ward and he lay on the bed beside the dying patient and tubes were fixed up and needles inserted and the surgeon working the pump took the blood. Then an amazing thing happened, the patient immediately got well. A few days afterwards I received a letter from the army saying that the donor was being court martialled as he had been forbidden to give blood, since he had only just recovered from a septic throat. I went to the Court Martial thinking that the septic throat had meant his blood was full of antibodies, which had killed the germs in his throat and killed the germs, wherever they were in this man. So in giving evidence I said that this man had probably saved the patient's life because of the antibodies in his blood. I don’t know what his punishment was but I felt sure it must have been reduced because of the amount of sympathy that was felt in the court for the successful outcome of this man’s act.
 
Adelaide Hospital & Mr Somerville Large
	In those early days intravenous drips were not used. There was a young and most energetic surgeon, Mr Somerville Large, and he introduced the first drip to the Adelaide Hospital and I think probably the first in Ireland. There were a number of people against it, for we had great difficulty in keeping the drip warm but we did not know that a drip going into the blood would not do any harm even though it was cold. In time, it became the standard method of giving blood or medicine that was not possible to give orally. These were days when we saw great changes.
	One time in the Adelaide, I was fast asleep in bed when a nurse came into my bedroom and squashed an egg on my face and escaped before I could get her. l went back to sleep and got up later to go to a lecture. I was late, so I dressed quickly and ran down the street and didn't stop until I got to the College of Surgeons. Unknown to me the back of my coat was completely covered in egg. What a sight I must have been!.
	I had taken my Fellowship immediately after qualifying. I went into the School of Tropical Medicine and Hygiene and there I met a man called Dr. Petrie who was a missionary in Aden(now PDR Yemen). He invited me to go for a locum (a temporary post) to a place called Sheik Othman, an oasis, ten miles from Aden where he worked. I had a wonderful time there performing surgery, getting vast experience and learning all about the customs of the Arabs. At the time no post-mortems were done, in fact, there was a story going about that a post-mortem had once been carried out and it nearly caused a riot. I was young, adventurous and curious. Some people would come in with enormous abdomens and we would drain off the fluid, but we did not know where it came from and they sometimes died from this affliction. I decided I wanted to do a post-mortem only to be told of the difficulties. I went around and asked all the people who had been opposed to it how they felt. They said they did not like it. I replied 'suppose I do it, will you promise me that you won't cause any trouble?', and they said they would keep quiet. I carried on and I found the fluid, maybe a couple of gallons in a sac. I did not find the cause for it, but from then on post-mortems could be carried out and maybe the cause for some diseases were discovered.
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