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Editorial 

 
ello to our EASE Friends, and a happy 

New Year to you. May 2014 bring us all 

peace and happiness. 

 This edition of the newsletter for the 

Friends of EASE continues the story of Pasha, the 

Golden Retriever, who was mentioned in the last 

newsletter. We also have Angela Garner’s article 

on loving and losing a parrot, as well as other 

items and stories of interest to animal lovers. 

 Many thanks to you all for your continued 

support. 

 

MELINDA HILL 

EASE PROJECT MANAGER 
 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  
 

Feedback on EASE children’s 
booklet ‘Caring for your Pet’ 
 

We’ve received the following email regarding the 
EASE booklet on ‘Caring For Your Pet’ by Deirdre 
Chitwood and Angela Garner, which we wanted 
to share with our EASE Friends: 
 
‘Thank you so much for this beautiful book! It is 
such a great training manual and David was 
mesmerised! I read it to him at bedtime last night. 
He said, "Where have you got that from? I haven't 
seen that book before. Is this a surprise?" 

He listened to every word and empathised 
with the fear a young animal would have when 
separated from its mother for the first time. He 
even had me read the part about animal rights in 
the UK. (Interestingly, there is an animal listed on 
the back cover of the book that I never heard of.) 

Thank you for this wonderful gift! I am sure 
I will be reading it again to David tonight and for 
many nights in the future! 

Thank You and God Bless, Claire’ 

 

 
 

                   
 

The following may sound familiar to those of us 

who include a cat or two in our family.. 

 

 

H 
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Pasha’s new life 
 

ou may remember from the last EASE News 

the story of Pasha, the Golden Retriever 

rescued from Istanbul by Mary Noble, an 

EASE Trustee. Well, here is how his story is 

unfolding, told by Mel, the EASE Project 

Manager. 

 

At the beginning of last year I was very caught 

by a news story sent to me by Ken Moore, an 

EASE Friend, about comfort dogs in the USA 

helping children who had witnessed a school mass 

shooting. Having had a longstanding interest in 
pets as therapy (also known as Animal-Assisted 

Intervention – AAI) but not having a suitable pet 
to work with, I noted with interest that every 

single comfort dog was a Golden Retriever. At 
that point I made the decision that my next dog 

would be a Golden Retriever, but on principle I 
wanted it to be a rescue dog rather than a puppy. I 

had an initial look at some rescued Retriever 

websites but decided reluctantly that it wasn’t the 

right time to get another dog as I had plenty to 

contend with in looking after those already in my 

care, and I was embarking on major building 

works at home. So I decided to shelve my dream 

for the time being… 

 It was only a couple of months later that I 

heard from Mary that she’d brought a rescue 

Golden Retriever over from Turkey, and did I 

know anyone who could maybe give it a home? 

Well, the universe certainly works in mysterious 

ways..! However, I was concerned that my home 
wouldn’t be the best option for Pasha due to my 

other canine companions and my building works, 
but I did offer to be a back-up should no other 

home be forthcoming. In the meantime while 
Pasha was in quarantine in Essex, Mary and her 

friends arranged a rota so that someone visited 
him every day to help to minimise the inevitable 

loneliness and frustration of the quarantine period 

for him. And then, four months after Pasha was 

put into quarantine, I found myself taking delivery 

of him from Mary! 

 As my home was in chaos due to building 

works, my wonderful friend Sarah McLaren 

kindly agreed to foster Pasha for two months until 

I was ready to give him the final home he so 
deserved. This turned out to be an excellent 

solution as Sarah is a dog trainer, and she was able 

to offer Pasha what turned out to be a kind of 

‘half-way house’ – between his previous 
incarcerations and a new life of freedom.  

 Remember that Pasha had spent what we 
believe to be his entire life in a tiny cage in a 

‘hotel zoo’ in Turkey, followed by four months in 
a quarantine facility in Essex. Freedom to him was 

overwhelming. So Sarah followed a regime for 

those two months of regular lead walking, feeding 

while walking (to start to teach Pasha to focus), 

strict routines and house training, which of course 

he’d never had to learn before. Pasha proved to be 

a willing student and adapted well to his new life, 

although hurdles such as an utter lack of focus, 

spraying, mounting and barking at reflected light 

had – and still have – to be overcome. 

 Nearly two months ago Pasha moved in to 

my home with my canine pack. My two bitches – 

one middle-aged and one elderly – have proved to 

be surprisingly tolerant of him. To them, he’s an 
energetic and wild adolescent boy with few 

manners, but he does show them respect so his 
introduction into the pack has been remarkably 

smooth. In the two months he has been at mine he 
has gradually calmed down: for the first week he 

barked at night but now he rests quietly all night. 
He also barks at the animals in the field behind the 

house, but I’m anticipating that come the spring 

when we’re all together in the garden more this 

will gradually diminish. He still gets agitated at 

reflected lights, which presumably is an effect of 

being caged, but this is also gradually reducing.  

 

 
 

And he remains utterly distracted when out and 

about in fields so the prospect of him being off-

lead for a proper canine walk remains in the future 

– but we will get there! Fortunately he is very 

food-oriented so this will help the ongoing 

Y
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training in moving him away from these unwanted 

behaviours, as will his regular attendance at doggy 
school! Also he sometimes comes to work with 

me as it’s an excellent opportunity for one-on-one 
training time and for socialisation with different 

people and places. Everyone in the office then has 
black trousers/tights/skirts covered in golden 

hairs, as he wants to make friends with everyone 

he meets! 

 

 
 

Pasha meeting his new ‘sister’, Mia 

 

My initial assessment is that Pasha has the 

potential to make an excellent PAT (Pets as 

Therapy) dog: he is a very affectionate canine who 

loves to be stroked and fussed, and genuinely 

enjoys being with people. But it’s early days yet… 

The year ahead will see him settle down and 

mature, and his individual personality will 

continue to emerge. In January 2014 I’m enrolling 

on a course in AAI to give me a good grounding 

in this area and in its best practice. If Pasha proves 

to be a likely candidate then at some point in the 

future we can hopefully run an initial pilot project 

under the mantle of EASE, perhaps visiting the 

local hospice or nursing homes. So watch this 

space! 
 

 

Killing animals for sport, for pleasure, for 

adventure, and for hides and furs is a 

phenomenon which is at once disgusting and 

distressing.  There is no justification in 

indulging in such acts of brutality.  
  

His Holiness the XIV Dalai Lama of Tibet 
(1935- ) 

 

World Watch 1 

 
Dog owners warned of the lethal danger of 

dried-up seaweed 
 

og owners have been warned to stop 
their pets eating dried-up seaweed on 
beaches as it expands in their 

stomachs with potentially lethal 
consequences. Apparently during the hot 
weather last summer more dogs had to 
undergo emergency lifesaving operations 
after eating dried-up seaweed on beaches. It 
is estimated that one-third of dogs who ingest 
dried-up seaweed die. 
 
As the tide goes out, seaweed is left exposed 
on the beach. During the heat, the seaweed 
dries up and shrinks to a fraction of its size, 
and ‘stems as wide as an arm can appear like 
a child’s finger’. Dogs walking along the 
beach then eat the algae without chewing it 
properly, but as it goes through their digestive 
system it absorbs liquid and starts to expand. 
It can then become lodged in the dog’s gut, 
blocking off the blood supply to the intestine 
before eventually rupturing it and releasing 
poisonous digestive acids into the body.  
 
So if your pet takes any undue interest in 
some harmless-looking fronds, you should 
immediately intervene and take them to safer 
sands.  
 
It can be hard for vets to diagnose as the 
seaweed may not appear as a blockage in 
the early stages, when the dogs can still be 
saved. Kelp, mayweed, bladderwrack and 
sea oak are all implicated. It appears likely 
that rising sea temperatures encourage their 
growth and hence their abundance and 
availability. 
 
 

                           

  

D 
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Loving and Losing a Parrot  

By Angela Garner 

t was one of those strange moments in life where 
you find yourself compelled to do something 

that is totally impractical and a touch crazy. I 

was at the counter in a pet shop saying “I’ll take that 
African Grey parrot, but can you accept pre-dated 

cheques as I don’t have the funds at the moment?”  

 

To be honest, I wasn’t sure how I’d find the funds 

either. It was the mid-1980s and I’d only gone into 

the shop to buy some seed and millet for my 

cockatiels and budgies. My home was filled with a 

number of little waifs and strays – budgies who’d 

been found in a junk shop and suchlike. I hadn’t 

actually intended to buy the terrified Grey parrot, 

who was desperately trying to back into a corner of 

its cage and was making the most awful growling 

noise, but I had to do something to get it out of 

there. I found out later that this growl is particular to 

Grey parrots and is a sign of deep distress or fear. 

There was only one other parrot for sale, a more 

steady-looking Amazon parrot and much more 

expensive – hopefully too much for the three rather 

rough looking young chaps who’d been eyeing up 

the Grey. I could see that the poor Grey needed a 

quiet home – somewhere to heal from the obvious 

trauma it had experienced so far in its life – and I 

was terrified that the lads would buy it. The 

shopkeeper gratefully accepted my pre-dated 

cheque, crammed the poor bird into a box and 

carried the heavy cage to load into my car. No doubt 

she was glad to have made the sale and to get that 

noisy creature out of her shop. Meanwhile I resolved 

to do whatever I could to guarantee a decent future 

for this dear creature, whether she stayed with me or 

went to a good bird sanctuary. Either way I was in it 

for the long haul as parrots can easily live for over 

50 years. 

The bird was a Timneh Grey, a sub-species of the 

more well-known African Grey. I named her Poppy 

because of her burgundy tail feathers, although I 

wasn’t sure she was female. Other than that she was 

a mixture of light and dark greys with eyes that had 

apparently recently turned yellow, showing she was 

about 18 months old. She had just come out of 

quarantine, having been bred in Belgium and 

transported to the UK, although later on I would 

wonder whether she’d been caught in the wild – I 

would never know for sure. 

I’d been told I would need a pair of heavy leather or 

sheepskin gloves to avoid being bitten by her rather 

daunting beak. However, first sight of my thick 

gloves made Poppy throw herself to floor of the 

cage, growling in fear. So the gloves were put away 

for ever; this bird needed to experience gentleness, 

kindness, compassion and sensitivity from someone 

with decent knowledge of the species and their 

needs. 

The first couple of years together were challenging, 

but in time Poppy became a confident and happy, 

albeit noisy, member of the family. She liked her 

freedom and would spend most of the time on top of 

her cage, as she felt safe higher up and from where 

she could fly around the room when she wanted, or 

watch the neighbours out of the window, mimicking 

the local birdlife and other daily sounds, such as the 

fax machine, lorry reversing warnings, and the 

piercing barking of two Jack Russells who lived a 

couple of doors away. (Unfortunately she mimicked 

that racket for years and years!) But it was lovely 

when she started to talk – a real treat in fact – and 

sometimes she’d respond to a question 

appropriately. Such as when I asked, “Poppy, are 

you going in for your tea?” and she’d say, “Yes” and 

go into her cage to her food bowl! She learnt to nip 

me, then cry “Ow!”, and say “Poppy” in an 

admonishing tone. She was a real character.  

 

I
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Unfortunately she terrorised the other smaller birds 

so I had to move her into a separate room to enable 

all avian family members to enjoy some freedom 

within the home. However, I discovered that she 

enjoyed sharing her space with small furry animals, 

and she struck up an endearing friendship with my 

pet dwarf rabbit, called Hopkin, or as Poppy soon 

came to call him “Little Bunny”.  

Their room was set up so they could both have their 

cage doors open and come and go as they liked 

safely. Sometimes I’d find them on the chair 

together, with the rabbit on the seat cushion and 

Poppy on the arm of the chair chewing one of her 

treats. It took me a while to work out why there 

were grooves in the rabbit’s left-over carrot when I 

cleaned them out at night. Eventually I caught 

Poppy in the act – she was going into Hopkin’s 

cage, even while he was there, and helping herself to 

his carrot! I managed to capture this on camera one 

day. In later years she happily shared ‘her’ room 

with the EASE guinea pigs, but she always called 

them “Little Bunny” too. 

She learnt to accept my husband, but he always felt 

that he was tolerated rather than loved, but 

nevertheless he became very fond of Poppy and 

helped with the cleaning up and feeding that goes 

with parrot care. She took to life in our new home in 

Devon well, and began to amuse our new 

neighbours in the street, although confusing the 

elderly lady next door who thought we were banging 

nails in the wall to put up pictures at odd times of 

the day and night. It was, in fact, Poppy tapping on 

the wall!  

Over our 25 years together we became firm friends, 

and she’d love to be held, or would put her head 

down for me to gently scratch her. She was often 

found on my shoulder, and she’d nudge her head 

into my mug of tea to have a few sips, or bite holes 

in my jumper – I lost a lot of tops that way.  

Parrots are very intelligent beings and we had to stay 

one step ahead in finding safe chew toys to keep her 

and her beak busy. Even so, holes would appear in 

the plaster of the wall by the window sill where 

she’d been perching, or chunks would be taken out 

of the rubber seal of the double-glazed windows. If 

she didn’t like something we’d soon know, as it was 

sent flying across the room – such refreshing 

honesty!  

I’d always thought that Poppy and I would become 

old ladies together, and in case I died before her, I’d 

made provisions for her care. So it was with deep 

shock to find her suddenly unwell one day. We 

found a vet who could do a home visit so as not to 

stress her – she had a chest infection and our daily 

routine became trying to get her to take antibiotics in 

the fruit juice she liked to sip. But sadly, just as we 

thought she was getting better, she went downhill 

and had to be hospitalised. We went to see her in the 

vet hospital where she was receiving excellent care. 

They told us how much she perked up when we 

went in; but it soon became clear that the kindest 

thing was to allow her to be put to sleep, which of 

course we agreed to do.  

Over our years together I’d longed to let Poppy go 

free, but, of course I never could because she would 

surely die out in the wild. It helped with the deep 

sadness at losing such a wonderful companion to 

know that at last my dear Poppy could go free. Now 

she’d fly off to wherever birds go at the end of their 

time, leaving behind sweet memories of a most 

wonderful human-avian relationship. Of course, 

losing a pet after so many years together was 

immensely sad, and she is still missed today, but I 

feel honoured and enriched at having shared 25 

years with the beautiful, funny and confident little 

person Poppy became. 
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Animal Champions 

 

Soldiers in Belarus found a little squirrel and 

took it to the Warrant Officer. The squirrel was 

very weak and about to die, so the Officer took 

care of it, feeding it every four hours. When the 

soldier left the army he took up work as a taxi 

driver – and the squirrel is always in his pocket 

no matter where he goes. 

 

 
 

 
 

 

                           
 

 

Special Thanks…  

 
re due to the staff and customers of Lewis 

Tyler & Son’s (Fencing) Ltd at Hatfield 

Park, who continue to fill our collection 

boxes with change and notes – to date they have 
raised over £800 pounds for EASE, which is such 

a huge help to us. Thank you! 

World Watch 2 
 

Cat Café to Open in London  
 

ady Dinah’s Cat Emporium on Bethnal Green 

Road in Shoreditch is a step closer to opening 

after Tower Hamlets council granted its 

approval.  

 

These cat cafes are popular in Japan and Austria, 

but Lady Dina’s is set to be a first for London, with 

one having opened in Totnes, Devon, earlier this 

year. 

 

It is the brainwave of Lauren Pears who was struck 

by how soothing it was to be around cats when she 

visited a cat café in Tokyo in 2008. She noticed how 

many people used to stop and stroke cats when they 

got off the train in London, and earlier this year she 

set about raising funds for the initiative – over 

£100,000 from the general public. 

 

Plans show that the property will be split into three 

main areas: one for the cats, one where people can 

mingle with the cats, and a third area where food 

and drink will be prepared and served.  

 

The cats will be rehomed from a charity and the café 

will provide people with the opportunity to stroke 

and pet the cats while they have a drink. 

 

 

 

 
 

EASE, 15 Rectory Close, 

Essendon, Hatfield 

Herts AL9 6HG 

 
www.ease-animals.org.uk 

email: mel@ease-animals.org.uk 
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