
New Additions  

Figi, sun conure, Joli 

Ozzie, Holland lop bunny, 

Amber 

Stewy, green-cheeked con-

ure, Crystal 

Charlie and Connie, crim-

son-bellied conures, Glowie 

REUNITED! Ruby, cherry-

headed conure, Stephanie 

New Members  

Joli 

Virginia 

Glowie 

Crystal 

Gina 

Ricky 

Carolyn 

 

Special Dates  

Nov 18ñMicaõs hatchday 

Nov 19ñChili Pepperõs 

adoption day 

Nov 26-Jasperõs hatchday 

 

Please vote for The 

Oasis at the Animal 

Rescue Site  

Click here to vote 
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Weôve really enjoyed watching Cindy Môs baby 
crimson-bellied conures grow up.  Cindy re-
ported this month that they are now grown and 
are ready to go to their new homes. 

Emerald, the baby girl, turned 10 weeks old on 
October 6th and went to her new home at the 
end of the month.  

Olive, the little boy, is 
still looking for his new home but Cindy is in 
no hurry to have him leave. He  turned 10 
weeks old on October 8th. 

Arenôt they beautiful?! 

The Crimson Babies Have Grown Up  

Cindy Mõs crimson-bellied 

babies: Emerald (L), Olive 

(above) 

2009 Conure Community Calendar  
Itôs that time again!  Itôs time to submit a photo of your conure for our calendar.  Photos will be 
accepted through November 30th.  Remember, if you submit a photo and order a calendar, your conure 
will be in the calendar.  Submit your conureõs photo  

Calendars are just $20 each, including shipping.  Orders will be accepted through December 1st.  Order 

the calendar 

But I was listening to hub interacting with Wingy. And this is what 
I heard him singing-- (to the tune of, "When the Saints Go March-
ing In"): 

I love to Scream! 

I love to Scream! 

I love to Scream Scream Scream Scream Scream! 

And then when I get done screaming, 

I take a great big breath and Scream! 

(I'm telling you I laughed until I cried, hearing that great big 
man sing such a silly song to a little bird.) 

One of those moments when you *think* no one is listening...  

Brian loves to sing to Wingy 

1. Dunk head in water 

2. Dunk head in bowl of 
seeds to clear the hulls. 

3. Wash face after done 
eating 

4. Repeat 

How to get a messy beak  

http://www.theanimalrescuesite.com/clickToGive/shelterchallenge.faces?siteId=3
mailto:calendar@conurecommunity.com?subject=My%20conure's%20photo%20for%20the%202009%20calendar
http://conurecommunity.com/order2009calendar.htm
http://conurecommunity.com/order2009calendar.htm


Les provided the following update on Buddy: 
ñAs some of you will remember I feel that 
Buddy never learned to fly and was kept cage 
bound as he could only flap his wings to keep 
from hitting the ground hard when I first got 
him. Well, I have found out the hard way 
Buddy is gaining confidence in flying. He is still 
like a new chick very uncoordinated and not 
hitting his mark. But last night I went to put 
him in his cage and he rebelled and flew to the 
top of the cage.  
He would not step up on command, just 
squawked no, and if I really tried to get him he 

would fly around the room and land on the 
other cage It looked like he was trying to hit the 
top but would miss and flutter down the side 
until he caught himself.  
Putting him to bed became a 15 min keep away 
chase. I would still be chasing him but I wised 
up went and sat in my chair and just watched 
him. 
After a while he tried to fly to my shoulder. and 
bingo he was caught and very indignant about 
it. He squawked at me until I turned the light 
off. leaving him the hall light to get into his 
cozy hut for sleeping. 

Update on Buddy  

The Unwritten Lessons by Gina Velosky  

ñI know that the 

outside of a conure 

is good for the 

inside of a person. 

They pass no 

criticisms, ask no 

questions, couldnôt 

care less about 

whether your hair 

is done.ò 
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Buddy 

Animals are fundamentally better than we are. They always have been. They are so well-versed in 
the intricacies of life that we certainly appear to be the lesser species. While we worry about the 
future, they exist peacefully in the present. As we rush through the day, they take time to play in 
the sun. As we struggle to understand the basics, they have already assumed the role of Masters.  

I know this to be true, as I know that the outside of a conure is good for the inside of a person. 
They pass no criticisms, ask no questions, couldnôt care less about whether your hair is done, 
whether you plan on getting a masterôs degree, or, if you gain a couple, (okay several), pounds over 
the holidays. They donôt ask you, ñAre you really planning on wearing that tonight?ò, or shake their 
heads when you decide to call out of work sick because the novel you were reading just got excep-
tionally juicy. 

They look at you with the same expression of love every morning, even if the night before you were 
cross with them for making so much noise. They unselfishly forgive you if you forget to share a 
sumptuous apple with them, when you let their paper go an extra day without changing, and if you 
snuggle up to your dog at night instead of playing an extra round of ñring the bell.ò Their love 
knows absolutely no limitations, because their spirits are completely devoid of anything hateful, 
spiteful or indignant. They already embody exactly what we as the human race have all been yearn-
ing to be for centuriesðthrough failed Zen teachings, meditation, fasting, self-help books, diets, bad 
dates, yoga classes, prescription drugs, and weekend retreats. And, get this: they do it naturally. 

However, the most breathtaking thing about these gorgeous little creatures is their innate ability to 
heal.  

Three years ago, I could look into the mirror and never even recognize myself. The bouncy brown 
curls drooped slightly, the olive skin was pale and transparent, the eyes lifeless and wan. Through a 
series of incredibly damaging and soul-wrenching life traumas, I had ultimately forgotten who I 
was. I couldnôt get out of bed most days, couldnôt draw the curtains back to see the sun, couldnôt 
eat, and could only sleep when my body gave out to pure exhaustion. Whenever I awoke from 
these stints with sleep, my heart would fall to the bottom of my chest and a lump would inevitably 
form in my throat because I was once again forced to open my eyes and start living consciously 
again. I was a true disappointment to myself.  

I couldnôt relate to anyone around me, especially people who seemed happy and fulfilled. I could-
nôt hold a job because it would oblige me to have some participation with the outside world.  

Continued on next page 

Sundance 

http://birdandcage.com/


The thought of eating seemed like an incredible chore, as did any sort of interaction with friends, 
family, and even my beautiful husband. 

I tried going to therapy. I really tried to sit across from the well-dressed, well-organized successful 
PHDs with shelves full of framed silver photos of happy children laughing, trips to exotic beaches and 
family Christmases. I tried to believe when they all said at some point or another, ñI totally under-
stand how you feel.ò Somehow, however, at the end of the session, their caring seemed suspect when 
I had to open my thinning check book. I simply couldnôt grasp the concept of paying someone to talk 
to me, so, after a series of more failed relationships with therapists, I allowed my non-talk doctors to 
simply medicate me into oblivion.  

My parents begged me to go to church. My husband begged me to smile. My cousins tried to convince 
me to wash my hair and be less ñdramatic.ò My friends left message after message on my cell phone, 
desperately imploring me to call them back, meet for coffee, go for a walk. The onIy ones who asked 
nothing of me were my two conures, Tickle and Rizzo, and my little Chihuahua, Chester. 

It was at one of the lowest points in my depression when I finally began to feel my soul re-awaken. As 
my heart expressed its weariness during a short drive from the library and back home, I glanced over 
my left shoulder to the lake that hugged the road. What I saw there nearly swept my breath away. 
Thousands of geese had come to the lake to relish in its warm waters and access to the sun. They 
floated gently over small cresting ripples, playing with one anotherôs feathers, and stretching their 
long and elegant necks out to meet the wind. I was so entranced by this simple display of beauty that I 
pulled my car over to the side of the road to observe them for a longer period of time. Some of them 
plunged their heads fearlessly into the water, searching for appetizing tidbits; others splashed one 
another playfully with the tips of their flight feathers. For an hour or more I sat, immersed in some-
thing I felt privileged to behold. As the day wore on, the geese began to fly off the water, sometimes 
in twos and threes, swooping low over the water, their shadows cast in distorted shapes on the lake. 

As the night sky darkened, I pushed myself to get back into the car to drive home. I felt that I had 
witnessed something extremely special, but I could not make sense of it accurately. I only knew that 
something deep in my heart had changed, slightly. I finally got home, pushed open the front door 
and heaved my body onto the couch. As I sat, reflecting on the geese and what it had meant to me, 
my eyes wandered over to my bird cage. In it, sat my two little darlings, getting ready for the evening, 
snuggled together. 

Tickle had fluffed his feathers pleasantly, puffing out his red ñcaptainôsò shoulders out to maximum 
extent. His eyes drooped as sleep neared, and he had his beautiful bright yellow head snugly tucked 
against Rizzoôs broad green belly. His legs almost toughed Rizzoôs, as he pushed himself against him 
for warmth and comfort. Rizzo made himself his fullest height, and acted the sentry to Tickleôs restful 
posture. They stood in elegance, simplicity and obvious adoration of one another. Rizzoôs eyes met 
mine and he seemed to understand the pain hidden beneath the surface without making a sound, as 
if he was allowing me to bear my pain unto him for a moment so I could see. All in one moment, I 
accepted the offered peace that emanated from my little duo into my heart. It was the marked begin-
ning of my willingness to heal. Even now, if I find myself slipping into frustration, anger, or even 
hate, I peer into the white cage near the window, and try to learn. 

What they teach, should you pay attention, is a lesson that canôt be accurately described. It is a reflec-
tion of what life should be, or what it actually already is in between everything else. It is what happens 
in the moments we choose to love someone, or help someone in need. It is the moment when we 
allow ourselves to gaze at the stars without thinking, jump into open water without looking first, or 
reach out for someoneôs hands without wondering if they will pull back. It canôt be measured in days, 
books or typical human lessons. It is much more profound, and if I wasnôt imperfect I would be able 
to express it truly. But I am not. I am hopelessly and utterly flawed. 

All I know is that the answer to everything is right in front of us. And it has feathers. 

The Unwritten Lesson, continued from previous page  

ñWhat I saw there 

nearly swept my 

breath away. 

Thousands of geese 

had come to the 

lake to relish in  its 

warm waters and 

access to the sun.ò 

Zoe celebrates Halloween 

Pepper, Willie, and Emmy 
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