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2005 OFFICER ELECTION RESULTS

Congratulations to the winners!

President - Dr. Benny Gallaway
2nd Vice President - Brenda Piper

Northern California Regional Director - Barry Wold
Southeastern Regional Director - Nancy Speed

Western Regional Director - Lisa McManus
Florida/Puerto Rico Regional Director - Fred Smith

Northeastern Regional Director - Linda Rubin

AFA thanks all the candidates who ran this year. Being a member of the Board of Directors requires much time and energy. They have
all shown dedication above and beyond the call of duty.

CONVENTION NEWS

1. The House of Delegates (HOD) met the day before the convention opened. In addition to hearing AFA updates, they voted
on proposed changes to the by-laws. All proposed changes to the by-laws failed.

2. The visit to Last Chance Farm, which is Parrot Jungle’s breeding facility, was a thoroughly enjoyable experience. Our
visitors received an aviculturist’s dream tour. They viewed many species of parrots, some quite rare. They proclaimed the
breeding facility excellent and enjoyed seeing the chicks being fed. Supper and camaraderie followed.

3. The speakers were outstanding and shared their combined experience with our members.
4. The State Basket raffle was lots of fun. The variety of local goodies from each state that participated was amazing! They ran

from jackalope to lobsters and everything in between. The winner?  TEXAS! Second place MASSACHUSETTS made good
on Brenda Piper¹s wager and sang “Deep in the Heart of Texas” with the winners. The side bet between Texas and
Massachusetts raised an additional $2,000 for AFA as well. SOUTH DAKOTA came in third, and FLORIDA was fourth.
Thanks to all participants!

5. Raffle winners:

* Key West Trip - Jim Malfitano, Massachusetts
* 2006 AFA Convention Registration - Rose Mueller, Nevada
* Ultimate Breeder Package - Cathy Henderson, Mississippi
* Loro Parque Registration for 2 - Tami Baker, Georgia
* Trip to Belize - Dean Reyes, Florida
* Generator - Marilyn Hawley, Arizona
* Air Purifier - Laurie Baker, California
* Avey Brooder - Jennifer Trescasiro, Florida

The iPod Shuffle Drawing for convention survey went to Penny Wortman, Arizona.

The Passport Drawing for vendor donations was won by Terry Timberlake, Florida.

AND NEXT YEAR we will meet in DALLAS, TEXAS! Save your money, dust off your western hats, and come along for
another fantastic convention.

IS YOUR CLUB HOSTING SOMETHING BIG?

If any affiliated clubs are hosting or co-hosting a large national conference or bird show, we’d like to hear about it! Send
information to Carol at cbtimneh@comcast.net

AFA in Brief - Aug 2005
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Bird Stories:  Diary of an Amateur Birdkeeper  (Part III)
Caring for Crayon by Jeanne Nathanson

...continued on page 5

I was busy delivering crocks of fresh fruits and vegetables to the Foundation’s flock of noisy squawking inhabitants.  The little green
amazon sitting on top of her cage in the kitchen reached out repeatedly towards me with her beak whenever I walked by.  I spoke to
her but continued my delivery service, hoping to finish the job quickly so that I could play with some of the birds.  I heard a plunk
and turned to find the little bird writhing on the floor.  She had overreached in her efforts to attract me to her and had fallen hard onto
the kitchen floor.  She was clearly in pain and I scooped her up.  That is how I first met Crayon.  At first I thought she was a double
yellow head as she had almost no blue above her naris.  She was a skinny bird with a protruding cear and a crooked leg that caused
her to limp.  She was clearly very weak and her claws were sharp from her efforts to hang on as tight as possible to any perch.

Crayon is a 30-year-old wild caught female blue front who came from a home where she was fed nothing but sunflower seeds.  Her leg
was badly broken when she was bitten by another bird and had been set but never healed properly leaving her with a permanent
orthopedic disability, a crooked leg and a wobbling gate aggrevated by arthritis.  Efforts to fatten her up had not yielded results.  She
was a very sweet bird and I held her up under my chin which she seemed to like.  I did not take her home.

I had adopted an eight-year-old male blue front a few months before.  Actually, I had thought Togo was a female when I got him.
Have you ever noticed that birds, like people, suggest their own names when you get to know them?   I nicknamed Togo “Little
Rooster” for his strutting and sometimes aggressive behavior.  A perfect little gentleman for the first three weeks, I discovered that he
was given up because he has a nasty and unpredictable tendency to bite.  Don’t talk to me about amazon body language!  He has that
ruffle necked, eye pinning look almost all the time.   While he has now taken several good chunks out of me and others in the
household, my worse bite from him came early on.  I picked him up off the floor where he had been chased by Tina, my adorable but
overbearing, bossy, and jealous elderly female umbrella cockatoo and gave him a kiss on his beak, which I had done a number of times
before.

I felt sudden numbness on my lip and put up my hand to find a gaping hole in my face and blood running down my chin.  This
necessitated a trip to the emergency room for three stitches and the inevitable scarred lip.   And yes, I still have Little Rooster.  I am
much more careful of how I handle him.  I know if he is annoyed with another bird, he may take it out on me.  When I take the birds
from the sunroom into the family room to their playgyms, I just open his door and say “come on” and he marches through three rooms
and climbs up on his playgym.   When I take the other birds back to their cages at night, he follows along like a dog and climbs to the
top of his cage.  So after being bitten several times, I thought I might not want another amazon.  I already had an umbrella cockatoo,
an African Grey Congo, a yellow collared mini macaw, and was fostering a male mollucan cockatoo and a male greenwing macaw.
None of the other birds ever bit me.

One day I had to take Shilo, the mollucan cockatoo, to Petco as it was his turn to be one of the birds displayed there.   The
Foundation receives a hearty donation from Petco as a charitable contribution.  Petco often has animal shelters and adoption groups
come in to display their adoptable animals.  Some Sundays, the Foundation shares space at Petco with unwanted cats; at other times,
homeless greyhounds.  Shilo is not up for adoption.  He is a beautifully feathered, even tempered, and well mannered bird who is a hit
at school and party events.

But there was Crayon, sitting with another amazon on one of the portable perches, skinny, the yellow above where her blue front
should have been almost white, and her crooked leg.   I talked to her and gave her treats and predictably, at one point, she fell off her
perch and was hanging on to it by her beak.  I decided to take her home.

Crayon seemed grateful to have a home.   She thrived on personal attention — swinging her head around and flipping out her wings.
She especially enjoyed being sung to and carried around.  Dancing was out as she had a hard time hanging on.  I decided that her
gentle personality was just what Little Rooster needed to give some soft edges to his prickly pear disposition.  After a few days of
them getting to know each other in adjacent cages and on the playgym, I put them together in a large cage.  Crayon hated him
instantly and chased him maniacally around the cage until I opened the door and the poor little rooster fled for his life.   I was amazed
that she could move so fast.  Little Rooster was terrified of her.  I tried several different cages but she hated him in every cage.
However, on the playgym it was a different story.  He was the dominant bird, assuming the top perch for himself and positioning
himself first at the food bowl for any incoming treats.
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Caring for Crayon continued from page 4

I decided to fatten Crayon up.  At the Foundation, she had been given fresh fruits and vegetables and pellets.  It didn’t take long to
see she didn’t eat the pellets and wasn’t that interested in most of the veggies.  I’d spent a lot of time trying somewhat
unsuccessfully to get my other birds to eat pellets, buying different size pellets, expensive designer pellets with dried veggies added,
even brightly colored pellets shaped like tiny fruit.  Most of these old birds have eaten a seed mix all their lives and don’t take well to
change.   But I found a way around some of that with my specialty mash.

Every weekend, I cook up a huge portion of brown or wild rice, lentils, and vegetable pasta to which I add kidney or pinto beans,
green beans, limas, corn, peas, carrots, sweet potatoes, spinach, and a variety of fruits.  I then mix it up with baby food, usually a fruit
flavor.  I also add some birdie vitamins.  This becomes their main meal of the day served in a hefty portion at breakfast time.  They also
have their cup of mixed dry food as back up.  Then one day it occurred to me how I might get my old birds to eat pellets.  Using a
hammer, I smashed the ugly brown pellets to a pulp in a plastic bag and seasoned their mash liberally with the powder.  I don’t think
they even noticed!

Still skinny!  And weak!  And except for hanging upside down by her good leg and fluttering her wings, Crayon was not too active.
She spent a lot of time napping with her head on her back, even on the playgym.   I had the Foundation check her records.  Her tests
had all been good and, except for her broken leg, her health history was unremarkable.  By now, she was sharing a large cage with
Little Rooster—they had called a truce and tolerated each other somewhat grudgingly— and I watched to make sure she was getting
her fair share of the food supply.

I decided it was time for a visit to the vet.  Her blood tests and stool sample were all negative.  That was good, but by eliminating all
other disorders the prognosis was most likely cancer.  It was easy to palpitate her thin body to check for tumors.  None was apparent.
Her xrays looked fine.  That left a test for which she would have to be anesthetized and barium infused into her system.  This might
tell whether she had cancer or it might not and it was risky in that the anesthesic would be hard on the constitution of such a frail
bird.  But what could be done if she had cancer?  Nothing.  Make her last days happy.  I declined the test.

That was five months ago.  I thought I might take her back to the Foundation because I would be devastated if Crayon died on me.
But I knew she was happy where she was and would receive more individualized attention.  And she had become an integral part of
the flock. I moved her back into a smaller cage and she seems to prefer not to be housed with Little Rooster.  She just keeps chugging
along.  She likes sitting on my shoulder.  And yes, I let her.  And if I rub her back with my cheek, she gives her little growl.  She seems
a tad more active and I have been feeding her special treats by hand.  She has even put on an ounce or two.  She may outlive me still.
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Birdkeeping Naturally
“Parrots vs. Hawks:  Some Thoughts on Training, Awareness, Danger””

...continued on page 7

Certainly raptors of all kinds are one of the prime perils to psittacines both in and out of captivity. There are innumerable tales of pet
and breeder birds being attacked, chased away, killed by hawks, falcons, even an eagle. Inside an enclosure, unsuspecting or
untrained parrots can go berserk with anxiety, bolt, then crash into wire or windows traumatizing and injuring themselves seriously.
By far the most common bird-predatory raptors are the hawks. They come in many shapes and sizes and are found in every state and
most western countries. At The Perfect Parrot we consider hawk training to be an integral part of raising parrots to be complete, well-
rounded pets or breeder birds.

But it is not always an easy task. I suppose some semblance of knowledge could be gleaned from showing young fledgling psittacines
videos of raptors dive bombing birds and catching them on the wing. We do not have such a setup. Normally, to train about hawks,
you have to have hawks on hand—preferably wild ones.

When an uninitiated hookbill fledgling spies its first raptor up in the sky, it will often watch it for a time, curiously following the
flight path. Older siblings may squawk or cry out to some instinctual warning deep within them. Some even bolt and try to fly away,
ending in a crash against the cage wire or household walls. Were these same youngsters to be outside in a free flight situation, they
would likely be long gone in panic, either chased by the hawk or simply flying full speed to who knows where in an effort to flee.

In order for this first reaction to become precautionary training, it is necessary for us to have the fledglings in an aviary complex
where adult parrots can show the babies how to properly react when a hawk approaches.
Best choice would be adult parrots of the same species, if not the same family tree. This way the vocalizations relating to raptors
which each chick learns would be those of its own kind…

When any of our baby handfed psittacines make their first sojourns out into the colony flights where we keep their parents, uncles,
grandparents and cousins, they naturally tend to mimic the natural behaviors of those elder role models. We have in our region the
Hawaiian Hawk or Io which is by evolution a bird-eating raptor (though with the introduction of rodents by Captain Cook and other
foreign visitors, our Io now hunt them also).

Invariably the first hawks to appear high in the sky are initially seen by the most vigilant of our flock—the Sun Conures, King
Parrots, or wild trapped founder pairs of Yellow Fronted Amazons. None of these experienced hookbills will screech or bolt in fear.
Instead they emit a low, gurgling sort of  “errruh-errruh” call which is different for each species, but much similar in its timbre and
subtle warning. The first “spotters” warn the rest of the flock, each of which takes up the call when their eyes are raised to the sky and
they too, spot the menace. All birds hold stock still, edge under overhanging protection, or hop silently into tree boughs for visual
protection.

It helps immensely to have vegetation in the environment as this allows the parrots to feel protected, yet still be able to gaze out to
follow the hawk’s progress. Fully roofed aviaries may work against good raptor training. They sometimes make skittish birds flighty
in the cage where they feel both trapped and cannot see the hawk while hiding themselves…

Our baby fledglings observe all the other parrots looking fixedly at the sky. They follow the path of sight until they, too, pick out the
raptor speck hovering far above. And slowly, they begin to understand that this distant winged is something unique and a thing of
which to be wary. Mimicking of warning sounds will start a few episodes later.

Summer time is hawk breeding and fledging time in Hawaii. When a fledgling hawk leaves the nest and begins to try hunting on its
own, it may be weeks before it becomes adept at catching prey. These lingering days of June and July will, every three years or so,
bring a baby raptor to our property to explore the vicinity of the aviaries. It is not unusual to find a young, uncoordinated, black eyed
eyas perched on the peak of our colony flight or in a tall, bare tree nearby, eyeing the colorful captive parrots in curious anticipation
of found prey. Once in a while a baby raptor will dive bomb the wire flights and bang off the roof before it realizes that the cagebirds
are unreachable. This is a supremely stressful time for our birds, infrequent though it is. Some parrots never learn that they are safe,
hidden inside their planted flights. Other larger, or more intelligent species, or those with less flight response will continue to hide
and wait out the departure of the baby raptor. Once again it is training for our parrot young. We chase hawks when we see them, shout
at them, clap hands loud and make a big deal about seeing the predator—even to a crude copy of the “errruh-errruh” warning.



UPCOMING EVENTS

National Capital Bird Club
727 N Danville St
Arlington, VA 22201

Address Correction Requested

LOST COCKATIEL

October 1, 2005
MD All Canary Club’s Annul Fall Classic & Bird Mart

Best Western/Balt. Travel Plaza
(301) 842-2956 or (703) 929-3536

October 15, 2005 (9am-4pm)
Baltimore Bird Fancier's 65th Annual Bird Show

Tall Cedars of Lebanon Hall
Parkville, MD

(410) 668-2477 or (410) 256-9326
http://www.baltimorebirdfancier@verizon.net

December 4, 2005 (9am-4pm)
Mid-Atlantic Bird Mart

Tysons Corner VA. Westpark Best Western Hotel
Admission $3.00

Contact John Long at 703-771-9678 or johdor@verizon.net

LOST COCKATIEL in FAIRPLAY, MD

REWARD for Lost Cockatiel

Beloved family member lost 08/05/05 in Fairplay,
Maryland.  Yellow head, orange cheeks, grey &

white body, grey & yellow tail, black eyes.
Named TWEETY, answers to PEEPY.

If seen please call:

301-416-3320
240-675-0260

301-714-8222 pager


