
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 18—Mica’s hatchday 

Nov 19—Chili Pepper’s 

adoption day 

Nov 26-Jasper’s hatchday 

 

Please vote for The 

Oasis at the Animal 

Rescue Site 

Click here to vote 
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We’ve really enjoyed watching Cindy M’s 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. 

Aren’t they beautiful?! 

The Crimson Babies Have Grown Up 

Cindy M’s crimson-bellied 

babies: Emerald (L), Olive 

(above) 

2009 Conure Community Calendar 
It’s that time again!  It’s 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 conure’s 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: 
“As 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, couldn’t care less about whether your hair is done, 
whether you plan on getting a master’s degree, or, if you gain a couple, (okay several), pounds over 
the holidays. They don’t ask you, “Are you really planning on wearing that tonight?”, 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 “ring the bell.” 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 centuries—through 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 couldn’t get out of bed most days, couldn’t draw the curtains back to see the sun, couldn’t 
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 couldn’t relate to anyone around me, especially people who seemed happy and fulfilled. I could-
n’t 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, “I totally under-
stand how you feel.” Somehow, however, at the end of the session, their caring seemed suspect when 
I had to open my thinning check book. I simply couldn’t 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 “dramatic.” 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 another’s 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 “captain’s” shoulders out to maximum 
extent. His eyes drooped as sleep neared, and he had his beautiful bright yellow head snugly tucked 
against Rizzo’s broad green belly. His legs almost toughed Rizzo’s, as he pushed himself against him 
for warmth and comfort. Rizzo made himself his fullest height, and acted the sentry to Tickle’s restful 
posture. They stood in elegance, simplicity and obvious adoration of one another. Rizzo’s 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 can’t 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 someone’s hands without wondering if they will pull back. It can’t be measured in days, 
books or typical human lessons. It is much more profound, and if I wasn’t 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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Wet Birdie Pics! 
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fabric store so everyone is get-
ting material for the costumes 
for Halloween and we are 
learning a new system with 
new registers and I have only 
been on it 4 times because I 
work only Saturdays and Sun-
days.  

Life is going by me so fast and 
I hardly have time for my 
birds.  

I am hoping that my life slows 
down a bit soon.  

Hi All! I have not posted in 
awhile because I work 7 days a 
week and hardly anytime to do 
anything lately and in my spare 
time cleaning my Dad's house 
out etc.  

My grandson keeps me very 
busy and he is 9 months old 
and very active and then on 
the weekends I work in retail 
and it is just crazy nuts there 
because of all the holidays 
coming up and I work in a 

Updates and Such 

Andi shared some updates 
with us this month: ñZoe con-
tinues to be The Queen of All 
She Surveys! She is still as cute 
and precious and adorable and 
fresh and bossy and rotten as 
ever she has been.  

This past weekend, I got to 
spend some extended quality 
time with the girls. Several 
times during the weekend I 
was forced to smooch her all 
over her little green head and 
say "Why do you have to be so 
CUTE???" She really is just a 
treasure! 

So...The work on the bird 
room is in full swing! (YIKES!) 
We tore out the sheetrock on 
the wall we are moving, and 
around the window. When my 
office was in that room, I used 
to FREEZE in winter. We de-
cided to tear it out so we could 
look at the insulation. As we 
guessed, it was skimpy, sloppy 
and missing in many places. 
Right now the room looks just 
as bad as it could, but it is all 
up hill from here! 

The wall without the window 
will be moved back to the edge 

of the window. The windows 
are to be replaced, we need to 
reinsulate with formaldehyde-
free insulation, sheetrock, 
paint, add French doors, put 
in the new flooring... so big 
deal right??? LOL Speaking of 
flooring, we found the COOL-
EST stuff! It is like the perfect 
mix of linoleum and laminate 
flooring. It comes in strips, 
that adhere together. It is easy 
to install, and after setting it is 
WATERPROOF!!! The one 
we chose looks like cork, but is 
available in wood grains, or 
bamboo style. I am very ex-
cited about it, AND it is less 
money that regular flooring! It 
is very very cool! 

So this past weekend we were 
working on the bird room so 
Dan had to rewire the existing 
outlet between the bird cages, 
because it will eventually be 
torn out, but needs to work for 
now. He was bent down work-
ing on the outlet and Piper 
was NOT amused! For some 
reason, she was GROWLING 
at him! He did not pay much 
attention, so she got right 

down where he was, so she 
could growl at him up close! 

I could not stop laughing! Dan 
did not have any tools other 
than a screw driver, no scary 
tool bag, but Piper was having 
a fit! She stopped growling as 
soon as he stood up! Nutter 
bird! The only other time I 
have heard her growl was 
when she met my mom's 80 
pound dog! 

Also, we have been experi-
menting with new and cool 
veggies for the girls. Purple 
Peppers, purple beans, bok 
choy, rainbow chard etc. The 
COOLEST thing I found was 
GIANT GREEN BEANS They 
are like 14 inches long! 

Piper liked them, Zoe ran 
screaming (literally) from the 
giant-snake-veggie-from-hell! 
ROFLOL I had to cut it up for 
her. Such a Diva! 

I guess that is it so far...things 
are mostly good, could always 
be better, but could certainly 
be much worse... we are grate-
ful. 

Update from Linda P. 

ñZoe ran screaming 

(literally) from the 

giant snake-veggie-

from-hell.  I had to 

cut it up for her. 

Such a DIVA!ò 
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Piper supervising Dan at 

work 

Zoe prefers raspberries to 

green beans 

Deb Wõs update 

Deb W’s green-cheeked 

conure, Tiko 

All is well, I love my new job - 
even though I (at my age) have 
to memorize a 22 page presen-
tation... it's all good... Tiko 
and Piper are great... the bit-
ing is at a tolerable level and 
Piper isn't biting at all... 

Tiko is adding new words to 
his vocab daily... his fav is 
when I wheel him in to his 
night night room... "Hey 
Baby" JUST like a man to try 
and play on my emotions...  

ñHis fav is when I 

wheel him into his 

night night room...Hey 

Babyò 



Our birds are masters at communicating what they are feeling. We, however, are often NOT masters at inter-
preting what the bird is saying. Given the five scenarios below, describe what you think these birds are trying 
to communicate! Good luck! :) 

Scenario #1: I am a macaw. My facial skin has turned from white to pink. The feathers on the top of my 
head and nape are raised. I am holding my wings out from my body. My beak is slightly opened and I am pin-
ning my eyes. I am breathing faster than when I am resting. I am gripping tightly to my perch and I am leaning 
forward, looking you right in the eye. I don't look away---I have my eye on you! What am I telling you? 

Scenario #2: I am a cockatiel. I was standing very erect, but leaning back on my perch. My feathers are 
tight to my body. At first my crest feathers were very upright and I was looked tall and skinny. Now I have 
flattened my crest down to my head, and I am crouching down, still leaning back. My beak is closed. My eyes 
are a little bulgy and I am trembling. I am trying not to look at you, but instead am scanning the room. I do 
steal glimpses at you, but I don't look you in the eye. I am absolutely silent and I am barely breathing. What 
am I telling you? 

Scenario #3: I am a cockatoo. I am hunkered down on my perch with one foot tucked up. My facial feath-
ers are fluffed forward, almost covering my beak. My head feathers are slightly fluffed. I am making a crunchy, 
gritty noise with my beak. I glance at you, but I am blinking a lot. Sometimes I shut one eye for a moment and 
I look kind of sleepy. I am healthy as a horse. I was playing vigorously all morning and now, I just finished a 
yummy breakfast. What am I telling you? 

Scenario #4: I am an amazon. You just walked in the door from work. I start to squawk and pace back 
and forth on my perch. My tail is flared, my eyes are pinning, I am strutting and making squealing sounds. 
When you come closer to me, I begin to bob my head rapidly and I regurgitate on my perch. I have my eyes 
glued to you, but sometimes I take an aggressive swipe at that darn toy that's blocking my vision of you. I am 
talking up a storm, every word you have ever taught me and then some! I am fluffing my feathers and being as 
pretty as I can be. What am I telling you? 

Scenario #5: I am a conure. I am usually playing and bouncing all over the cage, but for the last two days, 
I have been quieter than usual. Today I am on the back perch in a darker corner. I look like a puff ball, my 
feathers are so fluffed up. You can tell I have been sitting here all day because all of my poop is directly under 
me. I looked at you when you came in, but then I closed my eyes again. I haven't touched my food, and I am 
not screaming my usual "HELLO" in fact, I am not making any noise at all. You notice that my tail is moving 
up and down every time I breathe. What am I telling you?  

coming together for me here 
in my slow, old brain. It was 
immediately after discussing 
this same subject again that 
she followed up yet again with, 
"Will TJ always be a bittybird?" 

do you get it? I, as a human 
adult, with a reasoning mind 
(or unreasoning in this case), 
have been operating under the 
ridiculous assumption that it is 
simply a given that with any 
species there is a "baby" version 
of it. But no one has ever gone 
around calling Lily's baby sister 
a "human" baby. They just call 
her a baby. So when Lily is 
always asking if TJ was a baby 
and I am always telling her yes, 
is she visualizing that he was 

The Boy and I went to go visit 
his friend Lily for a wee bit this 
afternoon. We didn't have 
school today and he was feel-
ing put out about no friends 
around. Well, you may remem-
ber that a few days ago Lily 
asked me if TJ was always go-
ing to be a bird. Today she 
asked if TJ used to be a baby. 
She knows the answer to this; 
we've discussed it about three 
thousand times. But she likes 
to hear a story many times in 
order to really comprehend it. 
And every time she asks if she 
was a baby in her mommy's 
tummy and I saw her come 
out. And everytime the answer 
is yes. Anyhow, it might be 

once a human baby like her 
sister and then turned into this 
little bird she adores so much? 
And that would certainly then 
support her apparent but un-
stated desire for him to be-
come a human who can run 
with her on the playground. 

Or perhaps she's hanging on 
to the hope that one day her 
baby sister will become a bird, 
since I keep telling her TJ was 
once a baby. 

But again, I'd just like to pub-
licly acknowledge the great 
kinds of people TJ chooses for 
his best friends. A kid who 
thinks like that. They are kin-
dred spirits. 

This Monthõs Trivia Question by Sly 

Lilyõs Questions About Metamorphosis 

Handsome boy, TJ 
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We help make birds happy  

Visit us at  

conurecommunity.com 

4.) Amazon: Sexually excited. Dis-

playing. This can be a dangerous 

time, even for his object of affection. 

Biting is common with all these 

juices flowing. Total antipathy for 

anything that comes between him 

and his beloved, toys, other birds, 

other humans will get attacked. Let 

him settle down before you handle 

him. 

5.) Conure: this bird is very sick. 

Millennia of being someone else's 

meal ticket has taught birds to hide 

illness until they no longer can. She 

is quiet & on a back perch to be as 

inconspicuous as possible. Provide 

heat and humidity NOW, and get 

her to a vet immediately. Tail bob-

bing is a sign of respiratory distress.  

 1.) Macaw: Pure aggression. Stay 

away from this bird or you will be 

attacked. Dont try to calm him. Just 

back away and let him settle down. 

There may be numerous reasons for 

this, but suffice it to say, he is very 

ticked off right now. 

2.) Cockatiel: Alarm turned to 

fear. Something scared this little guy 

and now he is looking for an escape 

route. Check your windows for a cat 

or a hawk then speak softy and reas-

sure him that its OK. 

3.) Cockatoo: Tired from playing, 

full belly, all is right with the world. 

She's totally content and wants a nap 

now. Tell her you'll see her when she 

wakes up! 

Answer to Trivia Question 

Kit reported that Banning has added to her vocabulary: ñSo today, I was 

running out the door to a rehearsal, and I popped Banning back into her 

cage, and said "See you later birdies. Bye!" and Banning made this growly 

sound that she's been making for the last couple of weeks.  

I suddenly realized that she was saying "Bye, bye, bye," and that she only 

does that when I'm leaving! It was the same pitch she uses to say, "Just a little 

bit." which she says whenever I have something to eat that she wants some 

of. She came to me saying that. But "Bye" is new. I'm thrilled.  

But I feel like a total idiot for not noticing and recognizing it before this! 

Meanwhile I told my daughter Susanna about it when she got home this 

evening, and she said, "Yeah, Mom. She's been doing that for a while. I 

thought you knew." No, Mom is dense. And Banning doesn't talk much. 

But now she's added to her vocab.  

Meanwhile my husband says Merlin, the grey, says her name. I haven't heart 

it yet. But my guess is that she says "melon" not Merlin. She LOVES melon. 

  
Coby, green-

cheeked 

conure, on 

October 18.  

Our hearts go 

out to Coby’s 

mom, Denise. 

 

 

 

 

Matthew’s 

Artimus, 

green-

cheeked 

conure. 

 

 

 I give you this one thought to keep, 
I am with you still, I do not sleep. 

I am in a thousand winds that blow, 
I am the diamond glints on snow. 

I am the sunlight on ripened grains, 
I am the gentle autumn rain. 

When you awaken in the morning’s hush, 
I am the swift uplifting rush of quiet birds 

in circled flight. 
I am the soft stars that shine at night. 

Do not think of me as gone, 
I am with you still in each new dawn. 

E-mail:contactus@conurecommunity.com 

I N  M E M O R I A M  Banning Talks! 
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