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 Welcome to our sanctuary and we hope you enjoy your journey through some of our joys 
and trials that are part and parcel of Chaldon Animal Sanctuary. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Copyright 2008 Chaldon Animal Sanctuary. Jacky Miles & Liz Underwood. 
 
No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, or stored in any retrieval system, 
in any form or by any means, nor otherwise circulated without our consent. 
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 "We  can do no great things - only small things with great love." 
                                                                                                                

                                                                                                         Mother Teresa 
 
 
 
 
      Over the years of writing newsletters to keep our supporters in touch with all our  
goings on, we have covered lots of stories about many furry friends and how we ( Jacky 
& Liz ) first began, as well as all sorts of other tales and events in our sanctuary life. So 
to set the scene a little, some information about us. 
 
    We have in our care just under 100 abused, unwanted and ill-treated animals,  
although when we had more regular and reliable help, we went up to aprox 250,  
including chickens and rabbits. They are mostly unhomeable for various reasons - too 
old, behavioural problems or with unpredictable temperament through previous hard-
ships they have suffered.  We also take in elderly people's pets if and when they are no 
longer able to keep them, either through ill-health or because they have moved into  
sheltered accommodation.  They are able to visit and we give them photographs and 
keep in telephone contact about their pet.  
 
    We are not a rescue and re-homing centre - we are a permanent sanctuary providing 
life-long care for animals abandoned, mistreated or rescued from cruel situations.   
 
    We are privately run, non-profit making, non-breeding and with a non-destruct policy.  
We cater for domestic pets and have mostly dogs and cats, but also over the years have 
had goats, sheep, pigs, chickens, turkeys and a couple of cows. 
 
 

Website2.www.chaldonanimalsanctuary.co.uk 
 
E-mail2.jacnlliz@chaldonanimalsanctuary.co.uk 



4 

 

     Our dogs and cats live indoors with us; we see no point in having a family of them and 
then shutting them outside in kennels and catteries. The dogs have access to an acre of 
land at any time and are also taken for two walks daily. The cats come and go at will 
through their cat flaps. 
 
    We, Jacky Miles and Liz Underwood, run the Sanctuary from and within our own home 
with its four-and-a-half acres of land. Both of us have been involved with animals and  
animal rescue all our lives and re-homed over 200 animals from our previous house. 
 
    We have been in Chaldon since 1991 and our help is sought via word of mouth, friends, 
other local rescue groups and local Veterinary Surgeries. We used to have local fundraising 
stalls but now due to modern technology we now sell most of our items on the internet, and 
friends met on the internet also raise funds for us by holding fund raising events and sales. 
We are always grateful to receive used postage stamps, blankets and towels. 
 
    Our monthly food and veterinary care bills averages £2,000, not including miscellaneous 
extras (hay, straw, disinfectants, etc), so your support is always needed. Our Sponsorship 
Scheme is popular and is a helpful way of raising a continuous and reliable income, and 
new sponsors or donations are always welcome. 
 
    As we have re-read the newsletters we have been tempted to alter or edit or add to them, 
but have resisted. We have added the ‘photo’s and snags for your enjoyment  ( we hope !! ) 
                              
 
 
 

    “Nobody ever made a greater mistake than he who did nothing  
                                              because he could only do a little." 
                                                                                            

                                                                                                                      Anon. 
 
    
 
 
 
 
    A view of the Sanctuary from our field, looking towards our bungalow, with Chutney leading the 
way. 
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                                                 July 1992 
                              
                      LET’S START AT THE VERY BEGINNING-.. 
 
 
    In our early days we weren’t organised with newsletters and fundraising, and we used to 
be contacted by the local papers occasionally and have an article in that to tell people what 
we did and to gain supporters. 
 
    Then in 1992, along came Romeo, a very special little cat who needed major2.and  
expensive specialist surgery and the innocent words of our vet that  
 

                             “ perhaps you can do an appeal for funds”,  
 
started us off learning more about how to raise awareness of us and the work that we do. 
 
    Our local camera shop had his story, printed posters for us and collected for him, the  
local newspapers featured him and things began to happen. 
 
    So here is Romeo’s story2.first the appeal and then the response. 
 
 

                                                      ROMEO APPEAL. 
 
    Romeo is a very sweet natured cat who unfortunately needs life saving surgery that costs 
£300. 
 
    Romeo is only 18 months old, and came into rescue as an unwanted, unhandled cat, 
whose character in spite of that, is delightful -  very friendly and loves to be around helping 
us. 
 
    He came to  us with his head on one side, so we took him to our vet to see what was the 
problem, and were devastated to be told that he has a growth in his middle ear that needs 
specialist surgery at the Royal Veterinary College. 
 
    The surgery  is  a cure -  after it Romeo lives life normally until old age, the growth will not 
recur, but without surgery the growth continues until it affects the brain, by which time  
Romeo will be severely mentally disturbed and euthanasia the only answer. 
 
    Although an exact time limit cannot be predicted as to when his condition will worsen, we 
have been told that it will be sooner rather than later, and once it has affected his brain it is 
too late to operate - so time is running out - fast. 
 
    We cannot raise this on our own without your help, as we have over 100 rescued animals 
in our family. It would be a tragedy to lose this young life that can be saved, through lack of 
funds, so may we  -  and Romeo thank you for reading this, and for 
any amount -  however small, that you may be able to spare to help 
save him. 
 
    If you wish to speak to us, please ring or send donations direct to 
us “ the Romeo Fund”. 
 
                           On behalf of Romeo  “ Thank You”. 



6 

 

                                THANK YOU FROM ROMEO. 
 
 
    Due to the marvellous response from you the money was raised for Romeo’s operation. 
We are amazed and delighted at everyone’s interest and concern for him, and especially 
that money poured in when pennies are so tight everywhere -  it shows tremendous love 
and giving from you all. 
 
    In fact, more than our target was donated, and this will pay for “ Ginny’s” operation. Ginny 
is a 13 week old puppy who was born with a deformed leg so no - one wanted her. She has 
come to us, and will have her leg amputated when she is older, as it is a problem to her. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    We took Romeo to the Royal Veterinary College on Monday 27th, and were very pleased 
when the surgeon decided to operate immediately -  it saved Romeo worrying when we left 
him. He stayed until  Thursday 30th when we brought him home - very happy to see us. 
 
    The surgeon said how advanced Romeo’s case was, and it took him an hour in the  
operating theatre to remove all of the growth. However he is very pleased with Romeo’s 
progress since surgery and although he may be left with slight facial paralysis and the head 
tilt, neither are going to be a problem to him. 
 
    Since Romeo has returned home his appetite has improved already and he is very bright 
and cheerful, obviously much happier without the growth bothering him. After the next 
weeks convalescence he can return to the normal joys of living. 
 
         A most heartfelt “THANK YOU” to all who helped save Romeo’s life. 
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This is our very first sanctuary newsletter. 
 
It was written by friends of ours who are sadly no longer with us, who had been helping to 
raise funds for our animals. Because of their help, we continued with the newsletters and 
Norman & Graeme saw the sanctuary beginning to bloom. 
 
So as the saying goes, from little acorns, an oak tree and many newsletters flourished and 
grew 2... as has the sanctuary. 
                                    
                                                               ****** 

May  1994 
 

Dear Supporter, 
 
We thank you for your very kind donations of goods for sale at the Combined Animal  
Charities Fair which was held on 2nd April, at  the Village Hall, Warlingham. The Fair was  
organised by Graeme & Norman, on behalf of the Greek Animal Welfare. We thank them, 
our host for letting us have two stalls free of charge. 
 
SPECIAL THANKS 2.. It is an impossible task to single out a few people for special thanks 
when a lot of you worked hard to help us keep our Sanctuary going, but we are going to do 
it anyway —- so apologies to anyone we miss. 
 
Through your kind donations, the hard work of Pat King and Val Greenland, plus donations 
of monies, nearly £200 was made at the Fair on 2nd April WELL DONE !! 
The generous donations of monies included £50, from Margaret Bond and Ann Clark pf the 
Count Hall Animal Welfare - such wonderful generosity from these very kind ladies who 
have their own charity to run. We believe they appreciate the enormity of our task to care for 
so many animals ( nearly 200 ). 
 
We would like to mention our young helpers who come here to “muck in “ on Sundays,  
helping to feed the animals and cleaning work, not only that, they also do sponsored cycling 
and garage sales and other fund raising events. We are so grateful to them. If you are a 
parent, perhaps your child would like to help us in the Sanctuary, they will find our helpers 
very friendly and the experience with animals will surely make them kinder, good citizens. 
 
Our grateful thanks to Mandy Small, for her generosity in giving us food and money, also 
the O’Leary Family and Mrs. Iris Worthington. Mandy had worked very hard for us at Christ-
mas. Likewise Jan and Alan for pig—proofing our fence and all the other jobs they do for us. 
Margaret and Jean raised the princely sum of £100  from the boot - sales in 1993. 
 
During the Christmas period, it was a most worrying time as we were faced with a vet bill for 
£2000, but as if through some miracle, it had been paid for us, this wonderful donor wishes 
to remain anonymous. What a God send it was, we are so grateful !. As you probably know, 
our largest expanses are the vet bills ( currently £1300 ) and the food bills, and it really is 
very hard for us to keep our necks above water. However, this is eased a bit when some of 
our supporters run a stall in markets, etc and this does help a great deal. 
 
FUTURE FUNDRAISING.  Our next even will be at the Blanchmans Farm Community wild-
life area, on 18th June. ( Map and details were enclosed ). It will be a “Victorian Fair” and is 
open from 11.00 a.m. till 4.00 p.m.—- DO COME !. We will bring some of our dogs and 
goats !. Pat and Val have kindly agreed to run stalls for us for the bric a brac and gifts. We 
need more “goodies” for this. 
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The Organisers asked if we could run a cake stall, can you help us there, if not, perhaps 
make a cake or two for us please? 
 
Is there anyone who would like to run a stall at car boots for us? Often the Organisers will 
let charities have a pitch free or at least half price. 
 
We hope to organise our own ( first ) Jumble sale / Bazaar. If you could help, please let 
Graeme know ( phone number included ) so that he may compile a list of helpers. ( we need 
about 25—30 ) 
 
Your support and sponsorship for our animals is always greatly valued and appreciated, it 
really does help to keep us going. 
 
We will write to you of the result of our day on 18th June and of future events.  
 
THANK YOU VERY MUCH. 
 
Yours faithfully, 
 
Jacky & Liz. 
 
 
P.S. as this letter is written, David has kindly come to our rescue and is preparing our  
accounts. He is saving us a few hundred pounds ! It is because of his great kindness that 
we are thinking of becoming a registered charity. Our most grateful thanks ! 
 
We are very grateful for the used postage stamps received ( these can be sold and the 
monies benefiting the animals ). Please keep them coming in as Graeme sorts these out 
and sells them for us. 
 
FOOTNOTE.  Only for those who live in the Borough of Croydon, you will find enclosed a 
petition for your perusal and we hope you will get as many signatures as possible to support 
the campaign for the Council to take on the low cost neutering of cats & dogs. Thank you. 
 

 ******* 
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                                                                                             1994 
                                                                 

CONGRATULATIONS JO ! 
 
 
     SHE MADE IT, with the comment that her feet are now tougher than her boots ! 
Jo & Gyp had unpleasant weather for walking, from very hot to torrential rain, but it 
did not stop Gyp insisting on playing with her Frisbee at the end of their daily trek, 
averaging 15 miles. We cannot believe Jo should do this for our Sanctuary and we 
are incredibly grateful to her, we could not have done  6 days, never mind 6 weeks !! 
 
    Jo left 17th July, as many of you were perhaps looking forward to holidays you 
have now had, but she did not return until Bank Holiday weekend. 
 
   From money received and pledges we have heard about £800 has been raised so 
far2.and now to business, we want your money !! Hopefully you have been busy 
pestering people  to sponsor Jo, so now please collect the cash and send it to us. 
The sooner you can manage this would be helpful, with your efforts and assistance it 
should be good. We have been relying on you to make Jo feel it was worthwhile,  
because all of your individual amounts will add up.  Our thanks to those of you who             
have already returned your form and money.                        
 
 
 
 
 
                                                   
    We welcome our new sponsors and thank our “old” or should we say, existing 
sponsors ( young and old ) for their continued support. Also all our stamp collectors; 
used postage stamps are an easy way to help raise funds - 1kg of stamps = aprox 
£15, that’s lots of Bonios or tins of cat food ! 
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       We have donations ( money & food ) from various people and although we hopefully 
have thanked you all personally, we wish to publicly acknowledge your generosity and our  
gratitude to you. 
 
    There are many of you who have given us so much help, but we are going to single out 
our good friends Carol & Roger who have supported us from the beginning of becoming a 
Sanctuary and helped us grow. Carol sends out “ begging letters “ to anyone and everyone 
she can think of, ( no-one is safe ! ), but through her efforts we have had some lovely  
replies. 
 
    One petfood company, Hills, contacted us with the offer of short-dated products ( dog & 
cat ), if we could arrange transport to their warehouse in Suffolk. With an offer like that we 
were not going to let travel stop us, so one ‘phone call later to Liz’s sister Jennie and off she 
went in the mini-bus, returning with it full and doing a second trip the next day. Without 
Jennie’s help we would have lost out on all that food, and we had a further supply from 
them a few months later, again two loads collected by Jennie - Thank you. This all from one 
letter sent by Carol and you can imagine how that response from Hills helped our food bill. 
    
    As some of you may have seen, we have a ‘photo display board and Carol burdens  
herself with this and bric-a-brac when she goes to cat shows, and raises funds and interest 
up and down the country. In her spare time ( !! ) she recently held a swimathon, proving 
herself fitter than us and raised the grand sum of £50, very much appreciated. As for poor 
Roger, on his weekends off he comes up here ( all the way from Wiltshire ) and has sorted 
out our drainage and electrical problems, including installing outside lighting so Jacky does 
not trip over rabbits and chickens or fall down a rabbit warren when feeding them on winters 
evening when it is dark !  Thank you. 
 
    Our thanks to Jan & Allen for all their help, especially as Allen has become our grave 
digger, an unpleasant duty but all our animals are laid to rest here in our graveyard. 
 
    Two surprise donations, one from Jennie Bridge and one from Caterham Lunch Group 
raised the money needed for a hay barn, which means that when it is finished being built, 
we will be able to bulk buy hay & straw, which is of course cheaper than buying a few bales 
at a time as we have been doing due to lack of storage space, a continual problem. Anyone 
with an old but functional garden shed they do not want, we would love to have it, and can 
arrange transport, if needed. 
 
     We have not been computerised yet, but we have had our paperwork sorted out for us 
by Daphne, so now we are all organised with a proper filing system, Thank you Daphne for 
deciphering Liz’s handwriting and gobbledegook ! She also had the unenviable task of 
sending out all these newsletters and the earlier sponsored walk details. 
 
    Our condolences to Mrs. Williams who recently lost her husband, but at this sad time, 
thought of our Sanctuary and requested donations to be sent to us instead of expensive  
floral tributes. Her thoughtful action raised £60 out of which we bought a much needed new 
hose in memory of her husband Hugh. 
 
    Have you noticed our smart design and letter heading? It was designed and donated by 
Lyn & Maggie Allen of Pigeon Recovery, who heard of us at the April Fair where we had a 
stall run for us ( news of that in the last newsletter ).  They keep very busy with their rescue 
work but still find time to help others by donating artwork, a practical and beautiful way of 
helping. Those of you who sponsor a pet here will have received your certificate with this 
newsletter - artwork ( isn’t it brilliant? ), again by Lyn & Maggie. Anyone else who wants to 
see a certificate might think about sponsoring one of our residents !! No matter how small 
the amount it all adds up and helps keep us going. 
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    Our current number of residents is 62 cats, 37 dogs and 62 other assorted ( chickens, 
goats, rabbits etc ) but doubtless that will have changed by the time you read this, although 
with sad losses as we well as newcomers we stay around this figure. We have a new pig as 
company for Ham who was lonely and beating our goats up - chasing them around the 
field ! Sausage ( so named as he was going for slaughter to be sausage meat ) is a  
Peruvian pig, only five months old and he gets on very well with Ham ( Vietnamese pot  
bellied ) who is much happier now. Sausage loves being stroked ( Ham is a little shy ) and 
when scratched behind his ears lays down to have his tummy tickled, not normal pig  
behaviour surely ! 
 

  Recently we were asked if we rescue cats as foxes were digging their way into a 
neighbours shed where a gentleman had been feeding  a stray cat for three weeks. Most 
unusual said we, does she have kittens? And yes, that is what the foxes were after. Mum 
cat heavily pregnant, was left behind to fend for herself when owners moved house, and 
coped for the first three weeks of her kittens life with no - one knowing about her, until the 
gentleman started feeding her - thank goodness !! 
 

    We took the family in straight away, the babies were about six weeks old and “Ranger” 
black & white boy, “ Rambler” black girl and “Poppin” the mum are all doing well. The kittens 
are feral ( wild ) but are gradually taming down, and the gentleman and family are  
sponsoring them to stay here in safety. Happy ending instead of fox fodder ! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In our experience, foxes are not normally a problem to cats2 at least, not adult ones but 
young kittens so small would be an easy target to be preyed on. Once cats have their full 
weaponry of claws, we find the foxes don’t bother them at all. Look carefully at the picture 
above to see a group of furries all sharing the same sunny area. 
 
    A young Jack Russell came to us last Autumn that had lived the first year of her life in an 
outside shed and been kicked and beaten when “dirty” in there. She was rescued but  
unfortunately stayed dirty indoors with that kind lady and her family, because their 
neighbour was a loud man similar to her first brutal owner. She “ Popcorn” came to us as 
her last chance and has never been anything other than clean ! No men, no neighbours to 
upset her, and she is a little sweetie and very happy now and her rescuers sponsor her here 
for life. 
 
    Another new resident is “ Ben”, a ten year Cavalier cross cocker spaniel, whose owners 
had to move in to temporary accommodation, no dogs allowed, no exceptions. The first 
night there, the husband slept rough with Ben as they tried to find somewhere who would 
take Ben, but unable to, they reluctantly turned up at the veterinary surgery for Ben’s  
euthanasia, rather than just turning him out on the streets. The veterinary nurse on duty 
rang us and the relieved owner bought Ben here, while they sort themselves out. At least 
Ben is safe and settled very happily with his new friends. 
 
. 
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    It was nice to see those of you who were able to come to the Blanchmans Farm Victorian 
Fair in June, we had a lovely, if very tiring day. With the aid of your bric-a-brac donated, our 
cake bakers, Jan’s mum knitted bits and our marvellous helpers who ran the stalls for us, 
the grand total raised was £265, what a wonderful result. We must specially thank Norman 
& Graeme who got us organised and started us off, and are keeping us going with stalls and 
the goods to go on them at these events, as well as all their other help. Pat & Val gave up 
their valuable time to man the stall, including the worst parts, setting them up and packing 
up at the end of the say. Thank you both.  
 
    Some of our young sponsors came up and helped as well, we needed all hands on deck 
as it was a well organised and well attended event. Carol & Roger’s names crop up again 
for their help in chatting to the public and last, but not least, Margaret, also on the stall all 
day as well as the car boot sales she runs. Thank you. 
 
    The Organisers were running a fun dog show and Jacky was persuaded or bullied ( !! ) 
into entering in “ The Most Original Brace “, she could not lose taking her two three-legged 
dogs, “ Tizz” & “Ginny”. They enjoyed themselves and showed just how well they manage 
and they won a 1st place rosette. 
 
    We took two of our goats “ Teasle” & “Thistle”  along as they enjoy meeting people,  
particularly children who fed them, under our supervision, and we discovered that apart 
from the usual grass, apples, crisps and Shape dog biscuits they also love Kit - Kat !! They 
are acquiring expensive tastes. It was lovely to see children's faces light up when they fed 
the goats, especially as most of them had not seen or stroked goats before, it certainly is 
the age to teach children respect for animals and perhaps reduce the amount of cruelty  
animals suffer at peoples hands. 
  
    The Dene Hospital in Caterham had their fete the following weekend after Blanchmans, 
which we also attended. Again we were lucky with the weather, and the generous crowds 
flocked to see our dogs & goats, raising £125, much appreciated by our long suffering  
veterinary surgeon ! Our loyal band of supporters that afternoon were Margaret, Daphne & 
Patricia coping with numerous questions from interested people. We were approached by a 
friendly couple, Jack & Sandie who have since helped out at the Sanctuary, clearing nettles, 
building the hay barn and also supplying stationery wholesale, all a great help. Thanks. 
 
    We are now on the scrounge again ! We will be having a Jumble sale in the future and 
we need volunteers please, 25 - 30 people, so if you can spare a few hours one Saturday, 
please let us know, so we can get organised. 
     
    Is there anyone out there who has a car? And the willingness to be transport one Sunday 
morning a month at the car boot sales that Margaret runs for us? If several of you offer, a 
rota could be set up and you would only do every 3rd or 4th month ! 
     
    We still need bric-a-brac, unwanted gifts, records / tapes, toiletries, jewellery for future 
events. Thank you those who have already cleared their attics etc. Used postage stamps 
( of the world ) and petrol coupons / stamps are collected by us, please pop them in the 
post. 
     
    Does anyone have any of the following items they no longer have use for? A child's easel 
for displaying our ‘photo board at shows, a working dishwasher, ( can you imagine how 
many bowls we wash up each day !)  and old timber can be used for building and repairs. 
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    As our vet bill is £2000, we look forward to receiving the money collected for Jo on her 
walk and will let you know the final total in our next newsletter. We await our postman  
eagerly, and thank you all for all your hard work of raising sponsors for Jo and money for 
our animals. Without your help we could not continue. 
 
 
 
 
 
    This is a copy of the wonderful certificate that Lyn & Maggie designed for us, and it’s not 
just any random animals but based on our furry family when they visited. So we have Trug 
and Whispa goats, Amadeus, & Pipkin cats, Humbug and Pippa dogs, plus rabbits, guinea - 
pigs, ducks, chickens and even the chinchillas. 
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1994 
 

                            CONGRATULATIONS EVERYONE! 
 
       

     Didn’t you do well?!  An amazing £2,331.43 was raised from your sponsorship of Jo and 
to say that all 3 of us were bowled over by your generosity is an understatement.  Never did 
any of us dream that such a fantastic amount would be raised when Jo quietly announced 
that she would walk the 620 miles along the coastline of the West Country.  Thank you all 
from the bottom of our hearts for helping the animals here in such a magnificent way.  Most 
of the money went to our ever patient vet and the remainder on necessary repairs.  

 

Now please read on about Jo’s memories of the walk. 

 

 
Gyp was missing the home comforts – the family, the sofa and her cocoa at 
bedtime.  After a couple of days my brother Steve decided to join me for a 
while.  Gyp settled immediately, now she had the two of us to walk with. 
 
The weight of the rucksack was the initial problem.  The daily mileage, which at 
first was only 1-15 miles a day, was easy, but the painful weight of the ruck-
sack, which had no padding whatsoever in the straps and contained 40lbs of 
necessary things, was agony. 
 
We had a stove, which cooked up sosmix and baked beans, but now and then 
a cheese and onion pasty or chips were a change.  Luckily the villages had 
small grocery shops, which sold dog food, which we bought daily. 
 
Our feet began to suffer!  Steve had blisters as soon as he arrived.  My feet 
were fine until we had four days of rain, and with no chance of drying out socks 
or boots, things became painful!  My feet ached from the second week until the 
fourth and then they were as tough as old boots.  (A lot tougher than my water-
proof walking boots, which weren’t!!!). 
 
Gyp had now got used to the tent, and we awoke every morning with Gyp in the 
optimum position, in between the sleeping bags, with Steve and myself pushed 
against opposite sides of the tent.  She was very good, and when we used the 
showers in the mornings when staying at campsites, she’d lie in. 
 
Campsites were varied, some were cheap – maybe £1.50, or on the other  
extreme £8.50 per person per night.  Whilst Steve was with me, we camped in 
‘wild spots’ to save money.  I have woken up to some of the most lovely sights – 
looking over the South Devon / Cornish border, from a disused hut, once  
belonging to playwright Ronald Duncan.  On the worst night of the journey, it 
certainly provided shelter from the storm. 
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Seeing hardly any people on the path was wonderful.  Only when we passed 
through towns or tourist filled villages, was it a nightmare, with hoards of people 
everywhere.  Even though Gyp is usually a nervous wreck, she became very 
protective of me, when it was just the two of us.  She was the perfect  
companion.  (Even more perfect if she’d had her own rucksack!!!!!).  Gyp  
enjoyed the estuary crossings – a true seadog – sometimes on a ferry, but 
more often on a rowing boat. 
 
After Steve left us in Penzance we increased the mileage to at least 20 miles a 
day, sometimes longer by having to walk up to 2½ miles inland for campsites.  I 
had to camp wild 3 times when there were no campsites around.  It was rather 
frightening, especially in Salcombe, South Devon, where a girl had recently 
been murdered on the coast path. 
 
The highlight of a miserable part of the walk was when I got chatting to an  
elderly lady, in Plaidy near Looe, and she offered me a bed for the night.  The 
previous day we had walked to Fowey, and during a thunderstorm I’d got 
soaked, even though I had waterproofs.  My feet were wet and I later found my 
sleeping bag was also wet, as my waterproof rucksack cover had not worked.  I 
had to sleep in my dry set of clothes, in my waterproofs in a wet sleeping bag!  
Gyp was dried with the only towel!  The next morning I awoke with pools of  
water in the tent.  I managed to soak it up with Tesco’s 26p thick sliced loaf.  I 
can highly recommend it for any plumbing problems. 
 
As I was expecting another night in a wet sleeping bag, I was very grateful to 
this lady for inviting me into her home.  I was fed, had a bath and did my  
washing.  Gyp and me had a double bed to sleep in.  I was not used to a bed 
after 3½ weeks, and kept waking with aching feet and Gyp taking up most of 
the bed.  In the morning when I awoke, I had a lovely breakfast and set off for  
Plymouth, lovely and dry! 
 
I had a rest day 2 days before we finished the walk, and looked around Portland 
which is not part of the path, but should be.  I stopped in the bakers and bought 
some dough cakes (a present for home).  I only had to carry it 40 miles over the 
next couple of days, but by that time I was fit and another couple of pounds  
didn’t matter. 
 
The walk in general seemed uphill, the downhill bits were over too fast!  Some 
of the ascents were almost vertical, but Gyp scampered up with ease.  She still 
had enough energy when we put up camp in the evening to play frisbee, which 
was sometimes 9.30pm or later.  Gyp enjoyed her Cornish pasty in the village 
at Boscastle – which may have been the highlight of the Cornish section for her. 
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As the walk was coming to an end I felt disappointed to think I’d be back home 
and soon be back at work in busy London.  I’d got used to sleeping on the 
ground and walking 20 plus miles a day, and so had Gyp.  I took my time to  
finish the last couple of miles to Poole Harbour, and chatted to many people on 
the way.  They were amazed I was completing my 620 mile journey, but to me it 
was just a walk, and a very enjoyable one, after I’d stopped aching 4 weeks into 
the trip. 
 
I think I can safely say it was the best 5 weeks of my 22 years, and I hope Gyp 
feels the same way. Now to plan something for next year – Lands End to John 
O’Groats perhaps?!!! 
                                                                                                           By Jo. 
 

******** 
 

    Trevor and Edith are 2 wonderful Turkeys. 
 
    Edith arrived in September and kept us amused by her amazement at being surrounded 
by chickens.  She let them know in no uncertain terms that she was queen.  If a daredevil 
chicken approached, she lowered her head, slightly cocked and STARED.  The poor 
chicken, totally intimidated, quickly reversed. 
 
    Trevor arrived 2 months later from a rescue centre in the West Country.  He had escaped 
from a turkey farm – well done Trevor – but then proceeded to nearly drown himself in the 
local river. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    He travelled up from Wiltshire one murky Friday and was introduced to Edith.  Well, did 
you know that a male turkey can display himself like a peacock?  We certainly didn’t and he 
is so beautiful when ‘on show’ which at first was nearly all the time.  Edith controlled her  
excitement, and gradually and sedately showed him around.  He protects his new love and 
is not at all sure that Jacky should be allowed in to feed and clean them.  His reputation for 
being bossy preceded him, so Jacky entered armed with a dustbin lid (or a likewise armed 
bodyguard) in case of attack!!  He was improved and now only resents intrusion when the 
chicken eggs are collected or the chicken / turkey / duck house is cleaned out.  Muttered 
oaths of Christmas dinner or Paxo are sometimes heard at these times, but as Jacky and 
Liz are vegetarian, he knows it’s all just gobbledegook!!!!!!! 
 
                                                        ******** 
 
    We must now end this newsletter with our thanks to several people without whose help 
we would be lost. 
 
    Alan and Steve (yes, Jo’s brother) who in this really horrible wet and muddy weather 
have laid concrete so that we can let the dogs out in the garden and keep them mud-free 
when they come back indoors.  Steve for coming once or twice a week and so willingly  
doing any of the heavy jobs that we are unable to do, and putting up with us constantly 
changing our minds as to the most urgent task. 
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    Eddy for his regular visits, starting with a magnificent job of clearing the land of much of 
our junk and filling a slip single-handedly.  He is now laying paving slab pathways on some 
of our other muddy areas so that Jacky and Liz don’t fall and break a leg before the end of 
winter. 
 
    Andy has made our hay barn out of, well, quite unusual building materials( ! ), ably  
assisted by Alan and Steve. 
 
    Our thanks must also go to Kate, Gemma and Emma for all their help in keeping the  
chickens and rabbits cleaned out, washing up or even washing the kitchen floor!!  They turn 
up each week, whatever the weather, and cheerfully muck out, or help in any way. 
 
    Next our thanks to Margaret who regularly has a stall at boot sales, etc, for the animals.  
Despite the difficulty of not having her own transport she still manages to coerce car owners 
to take her, Jean being one of them. Jan who knits bed socks and bootees for Margaret to 
sell on her stalls.  Any help in any way ( transport or goodies to sell ) for the stalls would be 
much appreciated. 
 
    Now to Norman and Graeme who timelessly do so much fundraising for us.  They are 
always having a stall somewhere or other to raise funds, and they take our used postage 
stamps and convert them into cash.  Also recently gave the Sanctuary 2 much-needed 
sheds – so now we can store more bric-a-brac.  Our thanks to Dave for giving us a shed as 
well, which has eased our storage crisis.  We are grateful to Alan and Steve for erecting 
them. 
 
    Our special thanks to Mrs Williams.  Last June she lost her dear husband Hugh and we 
were dumbstruck to receive a letter from their solicitor to tell us that the Sanctuary had been 
left £2,000!  We decided to pay half off our enormous vet bill and the rest would be spent on 
erecting a perimeter fence and buying cement etc for our pathways. 
 
    Our thanks for Stella from Beaver Water World who phoned to say that she has put a  
collecting box and our last newsletter on display at her reptile zoo in Tatsfield.  Already over 
£40 has been raised.  She also kindly ‘volunteered’ her son Eddy to come and help here 
and we’ve already told you what he’s been getting up to! 
 
    Sincere thanks to our vet Ian Dibble who patiently waits payment, meanwhile treating our 
animals in such a caring manner, never being surprised whether it’s a chicken, goat or cat 
arriving in the consulting room! 
 
    There are two shops we wish to thank - Village Pets in Sanderstead & Pet City in Redhill 
for having a charity bin for us, and thanks to all those that fill them. 
 
    To all of you not mentioned by name who have collected stamps, bric-a-brac, donated 
newspapers, shredded paper, blankets, tins of food & biscuits, thank you. 
 
    With Christmas looming can we ask that if you should receive an unwanted gift, would 
you please donate it to the animals - you know the sort of thing - a terrible tie from your fa-
vourite Aunty or a box of smellies that isn’t quite Chanel No 5 !! Anything is appreciated and 
we can use it on a tombola or raffle next year, Also we are having a jumble sale in February 
so could we ask for any suitable jumble. We can collect. 
 
    Thanks to Kate for typing this, and David for printing it. 
 
    Thank you all for helping our animals - without you they wouldn’t be here. 
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1994 
 

                                                       OUR 1
st
 JUMBLE SALE. 

 
 
    To start with we want to say ‘thank you’ to all of your who helped and to quote from 
Graeme and Norman (organisers), who asked us to pass on their comments, “we were very 
impressed by our friends and helpers who worked very hard to make it the success that it 
was, and found everyone not only very friendly and helpful, but also very willing.  Everyone 
has made our task as Organisers a very pleasant one.  We spoke to most of the supporters 
and found them easy to talk to (bearing in mind Norman and Graeme are deaf) which we 
also found refreshing.” 

 
    We know how fortunate we are in having such tremendous support from you all to keep 
this sanctuary open – both those local enough to help with these events, and our long  
distant supporters who help in their many ways ( sponsorship, postage stamps, etc ). 
 
    Anyway back to Norman and Graeme, without whose effort a jumble sale would still be a 
‘perhaps one day it’ll happen’ event who wrote the following: 
 
    ’Re: Jumble Sale/Bazaar on 11th February at the Community Hall, High Street, Caterham 
on the Hill. 
 
    We had the worst possible weather for this sale, which put some people off, and had 
hopes of raising at least £400, but to our amazement, actually raised over £900!! 
Well done, everybody!  Through all your very hard work you made this a most successful 
day and the money raised (£856 profit) helped to pay a large slice of the Sanctuary’s vet 
bill. 
 
    The next sale will be on 25th March, same place, and shall be open to the public from 
11am – 2pm.  Please help to make this one a success too – we need you!  Hopefully the 
weather will be much better (surely can’t be worse). 
 
    Once again, thank you so much for all you’ve done and look forward to seeing you again. 
 
    All the best! 
 
        Graeme and Norman – Organisers’ 
 
 
    Yes, we do still want more goodies to sell, records, books, unwanted gifts, and especially 
tombola items – thank you. 

 
 

    Diary of Future Events 
 
March 25th – Jumble Sale, Community Hall, 11am – 2pm. 
April 8th – Gemma’s Walk begins – see below. 
May 6th – Combined Animal Bazaar, Warlingham Village Hall, 12pm – 3pm. 
June 17th – Victorian Fair, Blanchmans Farm, Limpsfield road, Warlingham.  All day event – 
lots to see and do! 
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                                            SPONSORED WALK. 
 
    And now to our next big event – Gemma’s Sponsored Walk (see newspaper item below) 
and guess why there’s a sponsor form with this newsletter!  Please help make this a  
success by asking friends, family and workmates to sponsor Gemma who is a great little girl 
with the animals.  So many of our animals have been mistreated by children and are  
terrified of them, but Gemma wins their confidence because she is so quiet and gentle with 
them. 
 
    Gemma and her Mum Kate did a 6 mile sponsored walk for our Sanctuary when they first 
became involved with us, and that took 2 hours to do and raise £100 – they have raised 
their expectation for this one!  They are camping out, leaving on 8th April and hope to  
complete in a week, and Gemma has already worn her new walking boots indoors to break 
them in! 
 
    Kate’s boyfriend Gary has been roped in on the walk – probably so he can carry the tent! 
– and Kate’s parents are providing the back-up support of meeting them halfway with 
change of clothes, etc and, most importantly, collecting them at the end of the walk. 
 
    We are confident that they will successfully complete it, and so ask that you return your 
money by the end of April if possible.  If you want to know how they did, please give us a 
ring or drop us a line after 17th April, but we’re sure they’ll finish – dead or alive!! 
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                                             SANCTUARY TAILS. 
 
 
    “It’s the last straw,” said the voice at the other end of the telephone, “now she’s chewed 
the gas pipe.”  “Oh yes”, said I, quite nonplussed at such a statement, “tell me more.”  
‘Sophie’ had a history of chewing – anything.  No, she wasn’t left on her own, but with the 
lady’s 3 children, while she, a single parent, worked.  I tried to find out more, but was left 
with the chilling statement that the woman had taken Sophie to her vet, who had refused to 
put her down.  “Good for him” thought I.  Would a dog pen be of any help to train her not to 
chew?  The chilling voice replied “No, I don’t even like her anymore.”  All this was bad 
enough, but Sophie was only 12 months old – a baby still.  Something was making her so 
unhappy, but I never really found out much more other than Sophie had been taken home 
by them at 12 weeks old and had already had 5 HOMES.  Poor little mite, my heart bled for 
her.  “Bring her over” I said to a much relieved owner who wanted her out so that she could 
purchase a pedigree puppy who wouldn’t do such terrible things!!! 
 
    Sophie duly arrived within the hour, a little terrier cross, bright as a button.  She soon set-
tled in, but then started escaping through the cat flap.  She would go off for 2 hours some-
times, which was so worrying, but always she returned.  I could see, until we won this battle, 
she would never feel part of the ‘family’, so the cat flap was made smaller so she couldn’t 
escape.  Now ‘Widget’, as she is called, is very happy and at home and, do you know, she 
has never chewed anything!!! 
 
                                                                    ******** 
 
    During last summer we heard of a group called Fox Project who rescue and release 
foxes.  They are always in need for suitable sites to release their hand reared orphan cubs 
and, as we already were feeding wild foxes, we became involved. 
 
    In due course Mary, Mungo, Midge and Cyclops arrived and spent their first few weeks in 
an enclosure in our woods, so that they adjust to their new surroundings and the local fox 
population has a chance to inspect the new arrivals.  Our Munchkin Gang (their nickname) 
were about 4 months old and had been hand reared from about 1 week old after the Mum 
fox railed to return to them – presumably killed on the roads.  They were so cold when  
collected that little hope was held out for their survival, but with careful nursing from Trevor 
and wife, the babies survived. 
 
    While they were in the release pen, with us providing food, it didn’t take them long to  
realise we were friends and soon Jacky came in from giving them breakfast exclaiming ”I’ve 
been kissed by a fox!”  From then on they progressed in leaps and bounds, greeting us like 
puppies, waggy tails and excited squealing, but we were confidently told that they wouldn’t 
stay friendly when released – and we believed it!  In fairness, Mungo did take off on his own 
after a few days of being released, but the others worked out where we went and turned up 
at our back door.  Midge scratches on the door at mealtimes and whenever she wants our 
attention, or peers in the window and taps on the glass, and when she was smaller, came in 
the cat flap – much to the cats’ disgust! The cats are the bosses and will not let the foxes 
have their meals if the cats fancy it, and a couple of our cats ( Saxon, Maurice and Skeeta ) 
take particular pleasure in chasing the foxes up the lane and through the bushes – just for 
the fun of it – the foxes always back off. 
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    Cyclops remains the most cautious (he does have both eyes, but had an eye infection 
when young), but Mary and Midge come and take food from us, and their favourite treat is 
doggy choc drops( !! ) taken so gently from our fingers.  Such trust in wild animals is  
amazing – they do not approach anyone other than us and will not if visitors are visible.  
Mary is the most forward and enjoys being tickled behind the ears or on her chest – just like 
a dog, and will come and ask for such attention, which was very useful when she needed 
veterinary attention for an infected leg wound. 
 
    Our vet was somewhat surprised when he asked how we caught her and we replied “We 
called her to come for dinner and then picked her up!”  Mary’s behaviour at the veterinary 
surgery was incredible, being content to lay in Liz’s arms (who was holding tight ‘just in 
case’) while she was examined and injected.  The hard part came over the following days 
trying to get her to take her antibiotic tablets – spat out in chicken, tinned meat, chocolate 
rolls ( supposedly a treat – but Jacky and Liz had the rest! ) but eventually in golden syrup 
licked off our fingers!  She was soon back to full health and we are glad it was her needing 
treatment as she is the only one we can handle like that. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    However, we do need to be tidy with them about – put anything down outside and they’ll 
have it to play with – the goats’ hay net has been chewed and the dogs’ squeaky toys in our 
field have been taken by them – but they don’t raid our dustbins – unless we forget to feed 
them! 
 
    As Spring is on it’s way, we now see less of them as they make their way in the wild, but 
wonder if they will bring their cubs to us later in the year to join in at dinner times. 
 
                                                              ******** 
 
    Recently we saw a quote from a book ‘When Elephants Weep’, by Jeffrey Masson and 
Susan McCarthy that we liked very much – you may agree with it as well. 
 
“They ( animals ) are, like us, endangered species on an endangered planet, and we are 
the ones who are endangering them, it and ourselves.” 
 
    The books is about the emotional lives of animals, but no, we haven’t read it – yet, but 
have taken our information from a review in a newspaper that was about to go under the cat 
litter trays!  Apparently the book compiles evidence that animals may indeed share the 
same range of emotions as humans – love, grief, anger, happiness, etc – but, of course, we 
all know that already, don’t we?  How many of us don’t understand a purring cat on our lap 
(not happy!) or a wagging tail from a dog when we come in from work or shopping (not 
pleased!)? 
 
    Until everyone accepts this basic knowledge and respects animals for the intelligent,  
loving creatures they are, there will still unfortunately be a need for places like us. 
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    Some of you may have seen the newspaper article about Amadeus, our cat with cancer 
who is on chemotherapy treatment.  Due to various donations his vet bill has been paid for 
the first couple of months, and he is responding very well.  He came to us last year after 
being run over and left for dead in the road one night.  He survived severe shock and  
concussion, but had a paralysed front leg and it was feared it would need amputating.  No 
owner was found and, because of his leg and need for a vet bill immediately, no new owner 
was found.  We were delighted as time went by and he regained use of his leg, with only a 
slight limp left, but horrified when he was diagnosed with lymphosarcoma a couple of 
months ago. 
 
    Amadeus would have been dead by now if he had not started treatment and, while we 
know we can only put him into remission, not cure him, our vet (and us) feel he should have 
every chance for as long as he can.  Chemotherapy does not have the same side effects in 
cats that people suffer, otherwise we wouldn’t have considered it for him, but he is doing 
very well. 
 
    He is very bright and eating well – steak, rabbit, pigeon, liver, plaice, etc – no wonder he 
enjoys mealtimes!  He is a very loving and gentle cat and sends his thanks to all who have 
given him a chance of life. 
 
                                                            ******** 
 
    Winter is nearly over, thank goodness, and after all the rain the wet has taken its toll.  
Indoors the dogs and cats have trampled in enough mud to last us a lifetime.  Trying to 
keep everywhere clean is a losing battle, but now with a little sun shining the mud is drying 
out – until another shower sends us back to square one.  We are praying that this summer 
we can lay a lot more concrete, so that we can ease next winter’s nightmare.  If there is 
anyone out there who can lay or get cheap supplies of concrete, PLEASE let us know.  Our 
pigsty also needs replacing, after finding poor Ham and Sausage awash in a wet bed of 
straw, the old and holey corrugated iron will have to be replaced.  So if you have any ideas 
we long to hear from you! 
 
    Our grateful thanks to all of you for your support and help, especially Kate and Steve. 
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September 1995 
 

                               WELL DONE, SPONSORS !! 
 
    Gemma, Kate & Gary have now recovered from their mammoth walk from Exmouth to 
Poole. They completed the walk in ten days as hoped and because of your help, raised an 
enormous £1,928. Thank you to all who sponsored Gemma, we are so grateful for your  
support of their hard endeavour as it has benefited the animals so handsomely. Gemma 
made up a little song on her marathon walk, which we have printed below along with some 
memories of the walk written by Kate. 
 
                                                            ******************** 
 
                                                             Gemma’s Walk. 

 
                                        Uphill is horrible, 
                                        Downhill is lovely, 
                                        Flat is alright as well, 
                                        Stoney is disgusting, 
                                        Rucksacks are backbusting, 
                                         Kate’s got a sore foot as well. 
                                                                                                     By Gemma. 

 
                                                            ********************  
 
    We started our walk enthusiastically on Saturday, starting at Exmouth. By the time we 
reached our first campsite at around 9.30 p.m. we had realised it wasn’t going to be as easy 
as we had first anticipated. Some of the hills were vertical, and for me just getting over a 

stile with my rucksack which weighed about 2 ½  stone, was a major feat ! Some of the hills 
had steps cut into them which were so big and steep that Gemma had to climb them on 
hands and knees. Coming down took all our concentration to stop our tired legs from  
shaking. 
 
    We walked between ten and twenty miles each day, most night not reaching our camp-
site until dark. When we did reach our campsite early enough, Gemma still had enough  
energy to run around the tent and play on the swings and slides, the same couldn’t be said 
for me and Gary !! 
 
The weather was lovely for the whole time we were walking, a bit too hot sometimes. 
Gemma got a lovely suntan, Gary & I got burnt !!!! 
 
    The nights could be a bit chilly but Gemma slept well, snoring all night in the middle of 
Gary and myself. Gemma managed to push Gary and me against the sides of the tent and 
we awoke every morning with wet sleeping bags, caused by the condensation. We took a 
cooker and often cooked our meals on it, ranging from tinned curry to eggs fried in  
margarine !!!  Sometimes if there was a pub nearby our campsite we treated ourselves to a 
much needed dinner. 
 
    Campsites varied, a few being very nice with all the facilities we needed, others were 
very basic, but we didn’t mind, we were just glad to be able to fall into our sleeping bags. 
While walking along the coastal path some of it was deserted and we wouldn’t’ see anyone 
for miles. The people we did meet along the way were very friendly and couldn’t believe 
how far Gemma was walking. 
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     On our last day we woke early and set off about 7.30 a.m. We only had about six miles 
left to walk, but first we had to climb our last vertical hill, which seemed to go on forever !! 
We then had a nice walk through fields and a village to Studland Beach. When we reached 

the beach we stopped and had a lovely breakfast. The last 2½ miles of the walk were 
along the sandy beach, and Gemma made us run the last bit !! 
 
    Coming to the end of our walk left us with mixed feelings - glad to have achieved our goal 
for the animals, and glad to be able to sleep in a comfortable bed ( !! ), but we had got used 
to walking all day along the isolated coastal path away from the rush of everyday life. 
                                                                                      
                                                                                                                                By Kate. 

 
                                                    ******************** 
 
    We must write a few words about our two great friends and fundraisers, Norma & 
Graeme. Some of you will have met them at our jumble sales or bazaars, organising the 
event with great professionalism. Sadly Graeme at this moment is fighting cancer but  
despite this is still interested in all that we do, and has still attended and given help at most 
of our money raising activities. We send them our love and all our best wishes. 
 
    Many thanks to Margaret who has stepped in to hold the fort. 
 
                                                              *********************** 
 

                                                               “HEIGH - HO” !! 
 
    No - one can say that caring for our different types of animals doesn’t have it’s “ fun 
times”. This year, due to a dry Spring, hay is difficult to find or very expensive. Our usual 
supplier of hay just didn’t deliver any and we were left wondering whether we would find any 
at a reasonable price. 
 

    During our search a couple of people helped us out with a bale or two, but that wasn’t 
nearly enough for our goats, sheep, rabbits and guinea-pigs for any length of time. Fortu-
nately a friend of ours is a farmer and she saw another neighbouring farm had a board out-
side saying “ Hay off the field - £2.50” We jumped with joy as we had heard rumours of  
anything up to £10 per bale. 
 
That set “ Operation Hay - Bale” into top gear. We knew that Liz’s minibus would hold 
twenty one bales, so Liz would shoot off, load the bus in the field, return, unload and while 
Jacky stacked the hay, return for another load. Then we ran out of storage space, but 
thanks to the Oxted branch of the Red Cross who had two unwanted tarpaulins, we were 
able to store more, 
 
    We met the Red Cross at a horse and dog show at Fickleshole Farm where we had a 
stall, and it was Jo at the farm who tipped us off about the hay for sale. It’s a small world 
when help appears from the most unlikely sources. 
 
   Our thanks to Jo and Alan Tyler for their help - we have enough hay to last well into next 
year thanks to them, and we’ll worry about another “hay - lift” later on. 
 
                                                     ************************* 
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                                          WE DON’T KEEP THEM ALL !! 
 
 
                                               Julie’s Story. 
 
 
 
    Just before last Christmas the local dog warden telephoned and asked if we could help 
with a dog that had been running loose for about five months. She had made St. Mary’s 
Churchyard in Caterham her home base, where several people were feeding her. 
 
    Despite being a friendly dog, she had no intention of being caught, so the dog warden 
had arranged for a vet to visit and use a dart gun to sedate her, then we would bring the 
dog to the Sanctuary to assess and re - home her. Julie ( as we called her ) had other 
ideas !! The dart was fired into her flank, but Julie was so quick she ripped the dart out  
before it had any effect. 
     
    We felt that as Julie would easily take food, we could lace some with sedatives. The  
following day, armed with a bottle of sedatives from our vet, we encouraged Julie with tasty 
titbits and the secret ingredient. We sat and watched as twice the normal dose didn’t even 
affect her one iota, so we continued feeding her more until she refused to accept them - her 
suspicions obviously aroused. We left more tablets with the men who work in the graveyard, 
as she was very relaxed with them, and came home. 
 
    Later we returned to find her playing sticks with one of the men - we really didn’t know 
how she was still standing. On seeing us, she took off - we followed as far as we could, but 
she took to a heavily wooded area. Oh well we thought, we’ll repeat the exercise tomorrow. 
 
    That evening we had a phonecall from our vet to say they had a stray with them who  
appeared to be drugged or something !!! Yes, it was Julie. After she left us in the morning 
she approached a lady out walking who said there was something wrong with her. The lady 
took her to the police station, and the police took her to the vet as they were concerned 
about her condition. So Julie was finally caught. She had had four times the number of 
sedatives a dog of her size would normally need, it showed just how much she was living on 
her nerves. 
 
    She has turned into a most loving dog, and one of her regular feeders in the graveyard 
was very anxious to give her a permanent home, where she is now. It also transpired that 
Julie had been sleeping in this lady’s front garden at night prior to her capture. What a 
happy ending. 
 
    Some of you will know about our having fox cubs last Summer released here ( Mary, 
Mungo, Midge & Cyclops ) and this Spring, Trevor from Fox Project asked if we would like 
to help again - we couldn’t say “yes” quick enough, especially as he felt we were a fox 
friendly site suitable to have a bunch of friendly cubs - more so even than last years. 
 
    In due course, Emily, Louise, Thelma, Woody & Bandy arrived - and so did lots of human 
visitors to enjoy the chance of cuddling a fox cub, they have given so much pleasure to so 
many, including us. Foxes are smelly creatures that need a lot of cleaning out, especially in 
this weather, but it was worth it when we opened the door recently to let them have their 
freedom  - and Louise trotted indoors and onto Liz’s bed the next evening !! We now have a 
barricade in front of the bedroom door to outside that the cats can jump, but as yet Louise 
hasn’t !! 
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    Due to an unfortunate accident Woody had to have a leg amputated which means he 
couldn’t cope in the wild, so he will stay with us for life. Having been in captivity since a few 
weeks old, he doesn’t know he’s supposed to be wild and is perfectly happy in his pen. 
However, we wouldn’t keep him deprived of his own sort and Trevor has another cub who 
also needed permanent sanctuary. Munch was found run over - apparently badly con-
cussed, with a broken leg, very thin and in poor condition, she didn’t stop eating when first 
rescued - hence her name. As the weeks passed her leg healed and her condition  
improved, but her concussion didn’t - she reacts very slowly, as if she’s been sedated ( or 
had one too many !! ) and makes us wonder if she had been born with a mental problem 
that caused her to be sitting in the road waiting to be run over. Munch arrived as a friend to 
Woody - and instantly fell in love !! They play together and sleep in each other’s arms - a 
lovely sight. We are now in the process of building them a large permanent run from  
donated wire, twiweld, wood, paving slabs etc - if you have anything suitable we can have, 
please let us know. 
    We also desperately need another shed to store the shredded paper and other bits & 
pieces for them. 
 
    As the fox cubs have been so friendly we couldn’t miss the opportunity of recording them 
on video and as our camcorder died this year, we are very grateful to Mike & Janet &  
another Mike who lent us theirs, before the release and night of the release - and we have 
some lovely shots. We also recorded the rest of our family and are in the process of putting 
together a video for sale - amateur quality - of our sanctuary, dogs, cats, goats, sheep, 
foxes etc.  
 

                                         TRIAL BY TORCHLIGHT. 
 
 
    For most of us a power cut at dinner time is a nuisance but for us, trying to feed forty 
dogs, it is a nightmare. Dogs don’t tend to realise the problem that no electricity can bring; 
they are hungry so where’s dinner !! Some months ago the unspeakable happened - no 
power, just as we started the evening feeding rounds. The cats had been fed earlier so  
presented no problem, but the canines were ready and waiting as their poor starved bodies 
hadn’t seen food for apparently weeks !! We care for approximately half the dog numbers 
each, so the ensuing chaos was turned around, depending which half was “ at table”.  
 
    We feed complete food to them so boiling water was needed - no problem as we have a 
gas stove and a reserve kettle. Then came the joy of weighing out the food for each bowl. A 
torch was shone into the sack of food, Liz or Jacky would scoop out some food, whereby 
torch and scoop were directed over to be weighed and then to waiting bowl. This was re-
peated until all the bowls were filled. Then the same process to add tablets to necessary 
bowls. The torch was then directed to the kettle and hot water added and finally the torch 
directed the cold water to each bowl. Whew!!!!! 
 
    Now came the fun time to ensure that each dog ate only it’s own dinner. Normally our 
dogs are very well behaved and will not touch another bowl - well usually, but we had this 
feeling that in the gloom of the kitchen, things could go wrong. The dogs were watching our 
fiasco of weighing their dinners out, from outside the kitchen so the door was opened, they 
were told to stay and then the next stage took place. 
 
    The torch was now shone on very eager faces, a name was called by the one feeding, 
the torch directed the dog, the bowl and dog taken to it’s usual spot to eat, then the next 
name was called and so the process continued. Some long time later we congratulated our-
selves on a job well done, because despite the chaos all of our beasties were fast asleep 
with very full tums. Ain’t life fun !!!! 



27 

 

    We try to make the newsletter interesting but welcome any suggestions of what you 
would like to read about, any questions you want answered, or if you don’t want to receive a 
newsletter, please let us know. This long hot spell of weather has flaked the animals out, as 
well as us, and so we have done our jobs in the morning and later on in the cool evening, 
leaving the afternoon to try and find the coolest place. We have slaved over writing this in 
our two acre field, under the trees, surrounded by our forty dogs chewing sticks, sunbathing 
or the energetic youngsters playing ball or tag with each other - it makes a time consuming 
task almost enjoyable ! We do feel sorry for people stuck in offices in this weather - but that 
changes in the wet, muddy winters. 
 
    Our thanks to our army of stamp senders - we are always pleased to receive them,  
especially if you are able to separate foreign and British ones ( if possible ), but we realise 
that may not be practical for some of our collectors. We also save petrol coupons and if you 
send them to us with stamps, please keep them apart as we may not realise they are there, 
some petrol offers are dated and finding the tokens after the expiry date is disappointing. 
 
    Fundraising is a constant struggle, but each month we thank those of you who have set 
up direct debits or post a cheque to us without fail - although we don’t acknowledge you  
Individually each month, we always appreciate your reliability and donation. 
 
    We have received donations both large and small from many sources and they all count 
and mean a lot to us, as it shows you care about the animals and the work we do. There are 
weeks we don’t know how we will buy the animals food ( never mind paying a bit off the vet 
bill ), when money arrives from some unexpected quarter and tides us over. We have taken 
in a couple of cats in need, but only because of sponsors who pay for their food and vet bills 
- we still have lots of animals without a special Aunty or Uncle sponsoring them, please ask 
if interested ! 
 
    Are there any knitters out there? We have some simple  patterns of knitted soft toys - 
ducks, owls etc that always sell well on our stalls, so if you have some spare wool and a 
little time, we can supply the patterns and would love to hear from you. 
 
    We have had a busy Summer at fundraising events, taking dogs, goats and Trevor  
Turkey to meet people, and thank our band of volunteers who organise and man the bric-a-
brac stalls, tombola, provide transport etc. The weather has been very warm at most out-
door events, but at one it started pleasant and then the rain arrived, lots of it ! Goats hate 
rain and can become unwell if they get soaked, so into the minibus they got  -with the dogs ! 
Quite a sight ! Our helpers ended up wetter than the animals ! 
 
    We have two more jumble sales arranged - 23rd September and 21st October. On Sun-
day 24th September at Beaver Water World, Tatsfield, Stella Quayle is having a Fun Day 
and Novelty Dog Show in aid of ourselves and Vigil German Shepherd Rescue. All pro-
ceeds will be split between Vigil and ourselves, so please come and support us. Stella’s 
Zoo will be open and of course you can see the beavers, not to mention some of our dogs, 
goats and Trevor the Turkey. Please make it a successful day for Stella, and naturally for 
Vigil and ourselves. If you love flowers and plants please come, and also to meet some of 
our family. We are always grateful for any saleable items for any of our events. 

 
    In our last newsletter we spoke of the sorry state of Ham and  
Sausage’s home ( pig sty ) and are delighted to thank Catherine, her Dad 
and Tim for coming to the rescue with running repairs of galvanised tin 
sheets to patch the leaking roof, so now the boys stay dry in bed. 
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    An update on Amadeus, our cat on chemotherapy, who is still doing very well indeed. He 
has now been in remission for seven months and lives life to the full. Unexpectedly he did 
lose his fur, the only side effect, but this means that he has enjoyed sunbathing in this heat. 
Liz wakes up in the mornings having gone grey overnight where he sleeps on her pillow and 
leaves his fur behind ! It is now re - growing and he looks like a little woolly lamb. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   The Hills Science Diet company offered a large quantity of short dated dog and cat food. 
The warehouse store is in Birmingham and as Jacky & Liz didn’t have the time to go, Liz’s 
sister Jennie kindly travelled to the Midlands for them. She took Liz’s minibus and returned 
with it packed to the roof with sacks and sacks of food - half a shed full in fact. As we 
unloaded the minibus the cats sat and watched ( quite upset as it was mainly dog food and 
they adore Hills food as well ). The dogs just gloated !! Our thanks to Hills for once again 
helping our food bill in such a magnificent way. 
 
                                                        ******** 
 
 To all our supporters, our thanks and best wishes. 
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                                                                                                March 1996 
 
 
       WE DON’T WANT AN ANIMAL SANCTUARY ANYMORE-. 
 
    Well we do actually, BUT 2 our financial situation is one that cannot continue. We love 
the animals but not the strain of the financial aspect and fundraising. Since we opened we 
have been constantly in debt. Last year we owed our vet over £5,000 Thanks to your kind-
ness we gradually reduced that to £700 but once again the debt is rising and is now £1,500. 
Whilst our vet is marvellous, we feel that we cannot and will not let the debt escalate again.  
Please, please, please can you help us ?? 
 
    Could you hold a boot / garage sale for the animals? We can supply some items for sale, 
or you might like to “spring clean” your loft and find some hidden treasures you no longer 
need. Ask your friends and neighbours if they have anything, or do you know someone who 
is moving house. Perhaps you could hold a coffee morning or have a video party showing 
our video of the Sanctuary ( not currently available ). Do you know anyone who would  
sponsor an animal? Last year a newspaper appeal found us some new friends and  
supporters, but many of our animals are Aunty or Uncle - less and waiting to be special 
( see STOP PRESS ). No matter how small the amount, it does help. All those little amounts 
soon become a large amount and every £5 buys an awful lot of cat food, bonios or pig 
nuts !! 
 
    Apart from our main expenses we also have the problem of trying to replace old animal 
shelters. Our pig sty is falling down - after temporary repairs last year. We have the volun-
teer labour, but cannot afford the materials. Our goat shed needs extending and our rabbits 
need better sheltered accommodation. 
 
    So, as you can see, your help is vitally needed at this moment. Steve, who comes  
voluntarily twice a week to do the heavy work for us, plans to do a sponsored cycle ride to 
John O’ Groats this June - we shall ask for your support then, but now is crucial. There is so 
much work here that we would like to help the unemployment figures by employing Steve 
( who is jobless ). Can you help to really get this Sanctuary on it’s feet? The problem of old, 
abused or unwanted animals will not go away. We are more than happy to give them a 
home for the rest of their days. Please help us to be able help them. 
 

                                     HAPPY ANNIVERSARY AMADEUS. 
 
    At the end of January, Amadeus - and us - celebrated him being on chemotherapy and in 
remission for one year ! 
 
    When he began treatment, we hoped he would have a few months to see the Summer 
weather arrive and be able to sunbathe, and now here we are, thirteen months later, with 
snow on the ground and him curled up in a cat’s cradle on a radiator. To say he has 
amazed us is an understatement - even our vet did not expect this success and Amadeus is 
now the longest surviving patient on chemotherapy at his practice. 
 
    Amadeus enjoys a very high quality of living, making up for lost time from his earlier life. 
He has a zest and curiosity about everything - if anything’s going on, he’s in the middle of it, 
from “helping” sweep the floor to sitting next to the draining board supervising that the 
washing up is done properly. He plays with the other cats and on windy days goes out and 
chases leaves up and down the lane. 
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    Those of you who have supported Amadeus since the start of his treatment may  
remember his very definite ideas on what he would eat - prawns, rabbit, turkey, rainbow 
trout, steak etc, but we have gradually been able to wean him off these - almost ! He still 
has raw braising steak two or three times weekly and chicken or turkey as well, but will eat 
a more balanced diet of Purrfect and Iams ( top of the range cat food ). He doesn’t have set 
meal times and when he wants feeding he waves his front leg at us - or trots in front of us, 
tripping us up on the way to the kitchen.  A visitor one day remarked worriedly that Ama-
deus was limping - and was surprised to hear the reply - “ Yes, isn’t it great” because, as 
many of you know, he nearly had a leg amputated as it was paralysed when he came to us, 
but he regained the use of it and is left with only a slight weakness on it. As Winter arrived 
he moved from Liz’s pillow at bedtime to between the duvet and bedspread ( or, if he can, 
under the duvet ! ). 
 
    At Christmas Amadeus received his own cards and there have been so many lovely  
messages from all of his supporters; it is your help, financial and stamp sending, that en-
ables him to continue his treatment. We are sure he knows he’s special and has so many 
people rooting for him - we even had a non - cat lover visit and she fell in love and couldn’t 
resist a cuddle from him ! 
 
    We know one day the cancer will win the war, but all the time Amadeus enjoys living, we 
will enjoy sharing it with him. 
 
                                                               ********* 
 

                                        GOODBYE, DEAR FRIEND. 
 
    Frequently when we have lost an animal, it has been supposed that because we have 
such a large family, we don’t feel the pain the same as an average household. How wrong 
that assumption is. Every animal here has it’s own personality and endearing ways. 
 
    Last year, we said goodbye to 7 dogs, 17 cats and assorted chickens and rabbits. We still 
miss them and it still hurts. Their names often drop into conversation and their photographs 
are still looked at with sadness as they are no longer with the “gang”. 
 
    Only a few weeks ago, we lost Ham, our marvellous and gentle pot - bellied pig. He 
would grunt his hellos to every visitor and we were devastated at  his very quick demise. 
The problem of what to do with his body quickly hit us. All our smaller animals are buried in 
out little graveyard, but Ham was rather large and heavy. We couldn’t bear the thought of 
him ending up as tinned dog or cat food, so we had him cremated at Surrey Pet Cemetery 
so that his end could be dignified. That, we hope, illustrates just how much we care and that 
each animal leaves a gap in our hearts. 
 
    Even as we write, 3 dogs and 3 cats are coming to the end of their days. It gives us such 
sorrow to watch them, but we know that during their stay with us, be it long or short, they 
have been loves and cared for, sometimes for the only time in their lives. 
 
                                                                ******** 
   

                                               SANCTUARY TAILS. 
 
    Our policy at the moment is not to take in any more animals unless the case is desperate 
or the animal is sponsored. Shortly before Christmas, we were asked if we could give a 
home to a young bull. His previous owner couldn’t keep him and he would go for slaughter. 
Well that, as vegetarians, was like a red rag to a bull !!! ( Sorry ! ) 
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    He duly arrived, complete with a dowry !! ? Of 25 bales of gold dust - sorry, hay !!! He is a 
dexter ( small breed ) cross and we  have called him Trubshaw. He moos beautifully, calling 
to us and has the most wonderful eyes and a rich mahogany coat. His “ tickle “ spot is under 
his chin and he quietly swoons whilst being scratched there. 
 
    The resident goats and sheep took one look at this “thing” and 
ran, so Trubshaw ran after them, so they ran some more. They just 
wouldn’t have anything to do with this “beast”. Two days later, a 
very old goat came for sanctuary as she too was going to be 
slaughtered. We named her Spinney. She took one look at this 
handsome fella and fell in love. She sleeps with him, feeds with 
him and doesn’t leave his side. Fortunately, Trubshaw quickly 
found a sponsor but Spinney would love to be special too. 
 
    As we mentioned earlier, Ham our pig dies and that left Sausage on his own. We don’t 
believe in keeping an animals on its own so we asked around and another sanctuary had a 
surfeit of pigs with limited space for them. And so Banger and Chipolata joined us. They, 
like Sausage, are red and black Peruvian pigs about 5 months old - brother and sister. Sau-
sage, still obviously upset by the loss of Ham, did not want these upstarts near him. He 
chased them out of the sty, he refused to eat with them and frankly was a perfect pig !! But, 
as with so much in life, time was the great healer. They are all now the best of friends, even 
if occasionally Sausage has to show them that HE is boss. 
 
    Thanks to all of you who sent such lovely Christmas cards and donations. The cards 
were so apt and your words touched us deeply. We appreciated your Christmas boxes very 
much. Large or small, they ALL contributes to a swelling of the coffers and made Christmas, 
and after, a happy one for the animals. Your kindness and generosity quite astounded us 
and made us more certain that this Sanctuary must not close.  
 
    Our thanks to Mrs. Floyd for donating a brand new shed to the Sanctuary and to Joy for 
giving us her no longer needed garden shed. Thanks to you both, our storage problem has 
greatly been eased. 
 
    Thanks to the Surrey Street Market who save their greens for us and sell us carrots and 
apples at a low price, and to Derek for collecting and delivering the produce. We must also 
thank Derek for helping to keep the animals fed and watered over Christmas while Jacky 
had the ‘flu. He came twice daily without fail, even on Christmas Day and Boxing Day,  
leaving Georgie to cope with their family visitors alone !! 
 
    Our first jumble sale of the year raised £230. Our thanks to those who helped and to  
Margaret who once again organised the event. Margaret is “gathering” goods for several 
fetes during the Summer. Sadly Graeme who organised such events, is still very poorly and 
wasn’t well enough to pop in and say hello. We wish him well and send Norman & Graeme 
our love. 
 
    You may have noticed that our newsletter has taken on a “smarter” look. For that we 
thank Janice who types it and Derek who prints it, totally free. We are very grateful to them 
as we know you like to keep in touch with the “goings - on” at the Sanctuary, but we would 
hate to think that money sent for the animals was being spent on a newsletter. The postage 
is free as Norman & Graeme patiently steam off any unfranked stamps ( from the used 
stamps you send us ) and we re - use them with the aid of a glue stick !! 
 
    Our thanks to all our used stamp senders - please keep them coming. If any of you have 
any unwanted Tiger tokens, please send them as soon as possible as they are no longer  
being issued and there is only a short time to redeem them. 



32 

 

S.O.S.   
 
    A sponsor is desperately needed for “Texan”. Last Monday our vet telephoned to say 
that they had had a five year old Border Collie taken in to be murdered; his crime - he bit a 
child. But why was one eye totally bloodshot? Did the child poke a finger in it, or was it retri-
bution? Rex as he was called, spent his five years on a farm chained up; the farmer was 
going to shoot him. Some people took him away and after a fortnight decided he didn’t fit in 
and so telephoned the vet. He  - thank God - refused to co - operate and asked for our help.  
 
    Rex / Texan was immediately renamed as we hope he will be able to run across the wide 
open spaces here. He seems a placid chap and has certainly been hit. Will you help him 
please to find love here and be his sponsor? As you can see, the need for our sanctuary 
continues. Could you have been the one to answer the telephone and say we won’t help - 
we couldn’t. 

 
 
                       STOP PRESS, SPONSORSHIP ANIMALS. 
 
 
 
    We have nearly 200 animals in our care that are permanent residents with us. The cost of 
keeping them is high and so to help us to continue, we try to arrange sponsorship. 
 
    We are grateful for any amount - large or small - but we do ask that it be regular, monthly 
or quarterly is usually easiest. 
 
    Whether it’s 50p for “Jumble” gerbil or the sky’s the limit for dogs, cats, goats etc, it is up 
to you - we do not specify a set amount per animal, although a guide is that a cat costs £3 
weekly to feed, dogs £ 3 - 6 weekly, and veterinary bills extra. If you wish to sponsor an  
animal you are then it’s “Aunty” or “Uncle, whether the amount you can afford covers the full 
cost or not. This means you may visit your chosen pet ( and the others as well ), ring us for 
updates and of course receive a photograph. 
 

                                                                     
 
COWLEY. Black & white Border Collie. Bites men. 
 
TREVOR & EDITH.  Mr. & Mrs. Turkey who won’t be Christmas dinners, as was to 
be their fate. 
 
KIPLING. 11 homes by the age of 13 months. Nervous x-breed. 
 
TIFFIN.   Dobermann x who has many phobias, probably because of her drug taking 
prostitute owner ! 
 
WIDGET. Unloved and hit black & tan terrier x. Mischievous character, had numer-
ous homes. 
 
ZADOK & DREAMER. Children were the problem for both of these Borzois. 
 



33 

 

QUINCE. Terrified, matted cream Persian who hid under the bed. 
 
MARBLE & QUARTZ. Stray, starved ferret and friend. 
 
KATE & SHELLEY. Springer x Labrador sisters. Starved as pups and kept in ga-
rage. 
 
SPINNEY. Large old white goat, unloved and uncared for. 
 
THOMASINA. Taken to vets for euthanasia as runt of litter. Black girl. 
 
RABBITS. Lots !! What colour do you like - we’ve probably got it, especially if it’s 
white. 
 
GUINEA - PIGS. 8 terrified boys, arrived with mange mites and underweight. 
 
TIMBER. Brown goat found in back garden by house clearance people after owner 
taken to hospital. 
 

TONY. Feral black cat who now sleeps on the bed. 
 

WALNUT.  8 year old child bought kid goat at market and couldn't keep him !! Brown & 
white. 
 

POLKA. One eyed, toothless, successful hunting cat. Tabby & white girl. 
 

CHOP & KEBAB. Brother Soay sheep. Rest of family slaughtered. 
 

TOBIAS, CROCKETT & MILLIE. 3 black cats who were dumped in a cattery for 1 year, 
now adapting to home life. 
 

PIPPA. Unwanted black & white pup from Brixton. 
 

LEONARD. Large tabby cat, locked out and ignored, so turned to crime - theft ! 
 
                                                                ******** 
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                                                                                                  June 1996 
 
                          WE’VE CHANGED OUR MINDS! 
 
 
    We do still want our animal sanctuary - because of you and your support. The response 
to our last newsletter and newspaper appeal swept us off our feet and showed how much 
you care - our postman was kept very busy. We’ve said it before - and we’ll say it again - 
every little helps as it all adds up. So many of you sent £5 or £10 saying “ we wish it was 
more” or perhaps thinking “ it’s not much - hope it’s worth it” - it was - read on2.. 
 
         You paid our vet bill  - completely !! 
 
         You bought 8 weeks food for all the animals - and still enough money for the next 6         
          weeks food bill. 
 
         You flea sprayed all our dogs and cats ( and 2 ferrets ! ). 
 
         You wormed all our dogs. 
 
         You saved Liz’s mini - bus from blowing up by buying a new radiator. 
 
         You castrated 12 male rabbits. 
 
         You put Jacky back on the road by paying for 6 months car tax. 
 
         You bought a pair of Wellingtons for Liz ( dry feet ! ). 
 
         You bought new collars and discs for some of our dogs. 
 
         You bulk bought a special offer of Iams cat food ( thanks Nikki ). 
 
         You bought new bones for the dogs. 
 
         
 
 
 
         - those two words do not express anywhere near our gratitude to you all. 
 
 
    Our crisis for now has passed, but we are only too aware of how costly our animal family 
is -  and how quickly we could be back in the same situation, so please keep the boot sales, 
coffee mornings and spare pennies coming. We are not financially secure, but we have paid 
our debts ( what a wonderful feeling ) and believe if we can hang on, your fundraising and 
sponsorship will have grown enough to keep us in the black - and here helping animals for a 
long time to come - we all know there will always be a need for it. 
 
    In the words of Gerald Durrell ( Jersey Zoo )2 
                 “ We wish we could close because we are no longer needed”,  
 
but thanks to you we should not close due to lack of support and money. You are a  
wonderful bunch of humans out there who help and support us, but remember that we are 
dealing daily with the problems that other people cause. 



35 

 

    When we wrote our last newsletter we didn’t intend to have people in tears everywhere - 
but we seemed to manage just that somehow ! - partly because of our financial trouble 
which many of you hadn’t been aware of, to news of Amadeus ( now 16 months remission ) 
to the plight of Texan ( collie taken to the vets for euthanasia ) - who is settling down with us 
and has a sponsor. Some of you who kindly sent donations say “ no acknowledgement 
needed “, but we believe in individual replies because without your help we would not still 
be here, and we appreciate all of your pennies - or pounds ! We have had anonymous  
donations and if you’re reading this - we thank you. 
 
    We are a tax exempt charity so every penny goes where you intended - to the animals, 
and we though you’d like to know that £5 buys; 
 
         160 Bonios ( 10 days supply ) 
    Or  14 tins cat food ( 2 weeks meals for a cat ) 
    Or  2,730 pig nuts ( 10 days for 2 pigs ) 
 
So you see -  every little does make a difference. We are delighted to welcome new animal 
aunties or uncles to our sponsorship scheme and all these are now special pets to someone 
else other than us ; 
 
         Noddy, Harriet, Thomasina, Kipling, Polka, Spinney, Widget, Tony, Quince, Tigger,       
             Texan, Cowley, Leonard, Trevor & Edith, Guinea - pigs and rabbits. 
 
                                                            ******** 
 

                             SILVER - IT’S ALL HIS FAULT 
 
    Many of you have asked us “ How did you two get to know each other?” and perhaps this 
is a good time to tell you. 
 
    Nearly 16years ago, when Jacky was living on her own in Caterham, she met a young 
guardsman from Caterham Barracks walking along a nearby road with a 6  -8 week old kit-
ten in his hands. He was looking for a home for it as he had been posted to Germany the 
next day. Jacky was not surprised at the request because in her experience of fostering 
dogs for rehoming she did at the time, similar situations were quite common as the guards-
men were not supposed to keep animals in Barracks. The kitten, named Silver, was a silver 
tabby with one eye looking as if it had had a cigarette stubbed out on it. Jacky of course, 
couldn’t say no to this little bundle of fur and immediately took him to the vet for treatment to 
his eye, his vaccinations and worming tablets. 
 
    Silver’s eye soon improved, but Silver proved to be a little spitfire where giving tablets 
was concerned. Jacky just couldn’t get a worming tablet down him on her own. He would 
bite, scratch or simply spit the tablet out - know the problem !! Enter Liz 2. She was a vet 
nurse in the practice that Jacky used and they had known each other as client and nurse. 
Jacky told Liz, when visiting the surgery, about her abortive attempts to worm Silver and Liz 
offered to stop off after work one day to lend an extra pair of hands to the little dear !! Poor 
Silver met his match. With one holding and one giving the tablet, he was wormed. 
 
    A few months later, Jacky was finding that paying the bills of the house was getting in-
creasingly difficult, so decided that someone to share the house was the answer. ONLY an 
animal lover would do and so where best to mention it than at the vets surgery to Liz.  
Unbeknown to Jacky, Liz was thinking of leaving home and so when the chance of living in 
an animal friendly house came about, Liz thought about it and asked if she would do. 



36 

 

    Jacky was delighted, as the little she knew of Liz from the surgery, Liz seemed just the 
sort of person she wanted. So Liz moved in accompanied by a dog, a guinea -  pig and a 
budgerigar to join the dog s and cats already there. 
 
    A friendship blossomed right from the very first moment of sharing the house. Jacky and 
Liz would sit up very late talking, about animals mostly, and found that they had so much in 
common. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    Now 16 years later - yes, Silver is still alive and at the sanctuary, deaf but doing quite well 
- Jacky & Liz have experienced many ups and downs together, but their love of animals is 
still uppermost and a friendship that many would envy. From a cats worming tablet to  
rescue and rehoming and moving to their present home, the sanctuary gradually evolved 
over the years from experience gained and shared and they wouldn’t change a thing. 
  
                                                              ********* 
 

                                                             HELP!! 
 
    Can anyone living local to us and has a reasonable size van help to collect hay off the 
field at the beginning of July from the Lingfield area> Our mini - bus holds 20 bales of hay 
and as we need 400 bales to see us through to haymaking next year, that makes an awful 
lot of trips. We would be willing to pay petrol money. The price per bale is considerably less 
if we can collect from the field instead of waiting until we need it later in the year. The price 
nearly doubles if the farmer has barn stored it, so any help would be  much appreciated. 
 
                                                              ******** 
 

                                                       CHEZ NOUS 
 
    Sausage and Chipolata are delighted to be able to tell you that they are about to have a 
brand new pigsty built, thanks to the generosity of Fred ( he wishes to remain anonymous ) 
and James for his hard labour and building expertise. We are delighted too, as their old 
house made of corrugated iron was rusting away and frankly wouldn’t have stood another 
winter as it was leaking more and more in the rain. 
 
    Their new house will be made of concrete blocks with windows ( !! ) and a roof that stays 
cool in the summer and warm in the winter, thanks to Dave for supplying the roof panels. It 
also lets in the light so that they can read in bed !! It sounds like a palace to us, but nothing 
is too good for them and for that we thank Fred for providing the finance and James for 
building a home to make Sausage and Chipolata’s dream come true !! We wonder if we 
should charge visitors to tour around the stately home  - well, pigsty !! It should be finished 
mid -  June. 
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    Our thanks to everyone who sent Esso Coupons. We put them to good use and  
exchanged some of them for tools we desperately needed around the sanctuary. Even after 
the official closing date, our local Esso station exchanged the last few coupons we had for 
gifts that they had left over. We can sell them on our stalls this summer. Talking of which, 
we list below the summer venues so that you can come and see us: 
 
30th June                          Dene Hospital Fete                                     
6th July                             Croydon Carnival, Lloyd Park, Croydon 
13th July                           Beaver Water World.  
4th August                             “            “         “ 
26th August                      Chaldon School & Village Fete. 
7th September                  Westway Common. Caterham. 
8th September                  Beaver Water World. 
28th September                Knights Garden Centre, Woldingham ( an animal day ). 
 
We hope some of you can come. 
 
                                                       ******** 
 
    Thanks to all of our helpers who stood outside Sainsbury’s, Purley Way, Croydon on  
Friday and Saturday, 7th & 8th June. They collected an amazing £372.12 which will go a 
long way towards the £1,000 we need to fill our hay barn. 
 
                                                        ******** 
 

                                  SPONSORED CYCLE RIDE. 
 
 
    We have decided to cancel the sponsored cycle ride as so many of you have been so 
generous to our recent financial appeal. Steve is still cycling from John O’Groats to Land’s 
End for his own pleasure !! ( some holiday ! ), but we thank him for this offer to make it a 
sponsored ride - perhaps another time Steve! 
 
                                                         ******** 
 
    Our deepest sympathy to Norman at the loss of Graeme. Poor Graeme fought so hard 
against cancer and he will be sorely missed by not only ourselves but many other animal 
charities that he used to fund raise for as well. We hope that Norman will be able to con-
tinue the good work that he and Graeme shared. 
 
                                                          ******** 
 
    Our thanks to the anonymous donor of a large quantity of animal food which has saved 
us buying several weeks, at least, of food. As usual we have a space storage problem and 
thank Wendy for helping us out with a spare stable. It is hopefully going to be a regular  
occurrence and so there is a possibility of us being able to employ Steve with some of the 
money saved each week and keeping our vet paid etc. Things are looking up ! 
 
                                                           ******** 
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                                                                                                                             End 1996 
 

WE’RE STILL HERE - THANKS TO YOU. 
 
 
    As ever, there are so many of you we want to thank - those who turn up with a few tins of 
food or blankets or newspapers - or money raised on our behalf from a tombola at their dog 
show (thanks Sue Giddings) or children selling their unwanted toys (thanks Sarah and  
Nicola) to proceeds from a garden dance (thanks Mrs E Clarke). 
 
    Thanks to David, our accountant, who prepares our accounts for the taxman, the nurses 
at the vets surgery who are always willing to lend a helping hand and to Margaret who has 
organised our fund-raising stalls this year. 
 
    Next our thanks for the new Trevor and Edith turkey house, a new swinging goat gate 
and to Janet for giving the Sanctuary some of her voluntary redundancy money, enabling us 
to fence the back of the Sanctuary in 6ft high panels. 
 
    Thanks to those of you who have lost friends or family and instead of flowers have kindly 
made a donation to the Sanctuary.  We very much appreciate the thought at such a sad 
time for you. 
 
    Our thanks to the wholesaler who continues to give us any split sacks which saves so 
much on food bills and helps to keep the vet bill paid!! 
 
    We have had a busy summer and a long one with Steve our volunteer away on his  
cycling holiday, but were lucky enough to be approached by Sue just as Steve left.  Sue 
helps with a wildlife rescue centre, but on the fund-raising side and wanted to also be  
involved in the practical, dirty side of animals - were we only too happy to accept her help!  
After the first few weeks of coping with our heavy cleaning schedule for Sundays on her 
own, we had another stroke of luck with two sisters who also wanted to help, so due entirely 
to this willing and merry band of three, our rabbits, chickens and Trevor & Edith turkeys 
have been kept cleaned out through the summer - thank you girls. 
 
    All these and many more who send us a regular donation or something a little extra - we 
are constantly touched and very grateful for your help and support. 

 
******** 

 

SANCTUARY TAILS 
 
    Two years ago we received a ‘phone call asking if we would take in the last three kittens 
of a litter as the owner didn’t know what to do with them.  The kittens we were told were 
only six weeks old, and already one had been given to a friend down the road.  As you 
know, we don’t usually have kittens here but pass callers onto a re‑homing centre, but this 
owner was ‘educationally challenged’ or whatever the politically correct term is for being 
simple, and advice from us was just confusing things, so we agreed to collect the kittens - 
for their safety. 
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   It turned out Mum cat ( Blackie ) was only eight months old, so she became pregnant at 
four and a half months when only a baby herself, and although she was a good Mum it had 
taken its toll on her health - very thin, still so small herself and so nervous she was almost 
feral.   
 
    The kittens were being fed one meal a day - of bread and milk! and Blackie was providing 
as much milk as she could manage, so the kittens weren’t doing very well at all and we 
wonder if the other kitten already ‘homed’ even survived - in light of our experience with our 
three - we doubt it. 
 
    We advised about Blackie being spayed, but realised the cost prevented it and could see 
this whole sorry episode being repeated regularly throughout Mum cat’s life, so we offered 
to take her with kittens (we hadn’t wanted to separate them so young anyway) and have her 
spayed in a couple of weeks time and then return her.  This offer was gratefully received 
and we asked them to ring us in two weeks to arrange for her return. 
 
    The kittens enjoyed solid food, but Sargeant never picked up and died after only five 
weeks with us; Lance did quite well although never a robust kitten, but died when eight 
months old and Private blossomed, is well and happy and still with us - as is Mum cat. The 
owner never rang us to return her, so no we didn’t just turn up and give her back, but  
presumed they didn’t want her anyway. 
 
    Poor Blackie was so nervous and terrified of being touched.  She gradually gained weight 
but will always be a very small cat as she was feeding kittens when she still should have 
been growing herself.  She found outdoors a fun place - especially when she discovered we 
have moles - we soon knew where to find her - sitting on ‘mole patrol’.  She watches the 
earth moving but never catches them, fortunately. 
 
    Her reaction to offers of strokes and fussing has always been to flatten herself and slide 
away on her belly - but this summer at last, she finally found she enjoys tickles round the 
head.  This started when she was on ‘mole patrol’ where she felt confident and relaxed, and 
she now trots up to Liz to ask! for a fuss and tickle - it’s taken a long time but isn’t it worth it. 
 

******** 
 
    One of our supporters kindly applied to International Fund for Animal Welfare on our  
behalf, to be considered for a grant.  IFAW have grants to give to small Sanctuaries such as 
ourselves, to help with specific projects.  We filled in all the paperwork and are waiting to 
hear if we are successful.  We will let you know the outcome. 
 
    As we are no longer able to collect Esso Tiger Tokens, another supporter suggested that 
Embassy and Regal (Focus points) and Benson & Hedges (Gratispoints) have coupons for 
gifts in their cigarette packs.  If you smoke and can save the coupons for us, we can  
exchange them for gifts etc to help the Sanctuary. 
 

******** 
 

AMADEUS UPDATE 
 
    This wonder boy of ours has now had his twenty-first months treatment and is so used to 
his trip to our vet that he quite happily gets into his basket each month.  Amadeus has been 
doing so well that three months ago it was decided to reduce the dose of chemotherapy and 
to our delight he is still responding as well as ever, with an added bonus - he doesn’t lose 
his fur anymore!   
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    This however annoys Amadeus as it means his coat has grown long enough to need 
combing - the only time we see him cross with a definite frown on his face is when Liz picks 
up the comb! - still, we’re working on daily cuddle and comb sessions. 
 
    A few weeks ago Liz saw movement high up outside and discovered Amadeus marching 
purposefully across our bungalow roof to admire the view! - and yes, he came down on his 
own too. 

 
Our beautiful boy continues to be a constant delight, and sends his love to all 
his fans and supporters. 

 
******** 

 

A SPECIAL MENTION 
 
    The last few months have seen us swing from financial despair to one of knowing that we 
are able to pay our bills.  Thanks to the generosity of so many of you, our finances are 
much easier, but we would like to say thank you to one person in particular, without whose 
backing we would have had to close down - our vet IAN DIBBLE. 
 
    During our bleakest moments, he never once refused to treat an animal, knowing full well 
that payment would be ‘as and when’.  He always showed the same concern for any  
member of our ‘family’ and treated them as if we owed nothing, and although we always felt 
embarrassed by the size of the bill, he never once referred to it - we did - often. 
 
    We knew that somehow we would clear our debt even if we sold our cars, after all even a 
vet has to eat!  We also trusted in ‘Him upstairs’ to help us out of the awful problem. 
 
    After our appeal for funds and the amazing response from you, no-one was more pleased 
for us than Ian.  We took the greatest pleasure in asking for an up-to-date bill and then  
paying it. 
 
    So thank you Ian, we appreciate your support during the dark days, enabling us to stay 
open and thanks from all the animals you treated and helped. 
 

******** 
 

MORE NEWS ON TEXAN 
 
    Do you remember our SOS asking for help so that Texan (Border Collie taken to vets for 
euthanasia) could stay here?  We’re delighted to say that he is now sponsored - thank you, 
and we found out more about him later. 
 
    He was kept on a Welsh farm chained up for his five years there with an owner who is 
well known in the area for his lack of care - we can guess from Texan’s behaviour what sort 
of life he had - a hard one.  A lady who had previously rescued another dog from there was 
able to get permission to take Texan.  When she went to collect him the man took Texan’s 
chain off and kicked him across the yard - poor Texan just laid there too terrified to move 
away.  The lady took him home and coped fairly well with Texan’s problems (not house-
trained being a main one) but when after two weeks Texan snapped at a visiting child she 
felt unable to keep him, and as no rescue centre she ‘phoned would take him took Texan to 
our vet - thank goodness for our vet and his nurse who refused to euthanase Texan but put 
him in their kennels and rang us! 
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    As Texan wasn’t used to indoors we put him in an indoor dog pen in our lounge which 
gave him a secure spot of his own and also helped with his housetraining.  Texan sat and 
watched and learnt our routine from his safe area and after a trip in the garden always shot 

back into his pen / bed at 100mph.  He was terrified of going through doorways 
(in case he was left chained outside again), so he accelerated as he got to 
them! - we have had many bruised knees from being in his way as he headed 
indoors.  He only felt relaxed enough to eat his dinner ( and breakfast ) in his 
pen - not even by the side of Liz’s chair - and certainly not out in the kitchen 

with the other dogs. 
 
    After a while we left the pen door open so he could explore indoors but he took a long 
time to do so and the slightest thing would frighten him - so he’d shoot back in.  Eventually 
he discovered our inglenook fireplace and took to that - next to Liz’s chair and facing out so 
he can see all the room.  He may well always keep that as his spot although we did have 
another terrified dog who eventually gained enough confidence to leave it - we shall see.  
Whilst writing this he has just come and put his paws over the arm of Liz’s chair for a fuss 
and tickle - and he is doing this more and more - that makes us smile. 
 
    When he arrived he was underweight ( not any more ) and we noticed him limping - back 
to our vet and the discovery that Texan has a healing fracture of his back leg - we presume 
when he was kicked across the yard by the farmer - was it necessary as he was ‘getting rid’ 
of the dog anyway, so Texan is left with an ongoing problem of arthritis.  He is on painkillers 
daily that keep him out of pain ( you should see him charge round our field ), with a  
possibility of an operation at a later stage if it is deemed necessary. 
 
    Texan now eats his meals in the kitchen!  He’ll go down the lounge on his own to have a 
drink, he wags his tail when chatted to, he’s slowed down to trotting through doorways, he’s 
chewed a ‘phone up when we went out, and he raids Liz’s waste paper basket for empty 
sweetie wrappers! - so yes, he is happier, and has still got a long way to go, and thanks to 
all of our supporters we’ll be here for him - for his life - and for others in the future. 
 

******** 
 
    It has been suggested, or asked why we are not a registered charity, just a good cause 
and there are several reasons so, here goes: 
 
1)    It costs money to set up - solicitors fees, etc. 
 
2)    We need a third trustee (Jacky and Liz being 1 and 2).  This is a problem as the     
            Sanctuary is our home, and our knowledge and friendship has fifteen and a half       
            years behind it, making it very awkward for a third person to be able to make  
            decisions - at the end of the day they aren’t living here with the outcome of any  
            decisions made.  The old adage stands true - two’s company, three’s a crowd. 
 
3) We intend to remain small and personal - if someone rings up, you get us answering 

the ‘phone.  We are not going to grow into needing staff or committees with all the 
problems they may bring. 

 
    So, we would, if registered, be able to appeal for greater financial help from businesses 
etc who make taxable donations, but we have always felt the disadvantages outweigh the 
advantages - and all of you who are helping us so wonderfully have proved we can make it 
work without growing too big.  Every penny you send goes where you wanted - to the  
animals care and welfare. 
     We are always grateful to all our friends, volunteers and supporters that keep us doing 
what we do - and so, of course, are the important ones - our animals. 
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SHEBA’S STORY 
 
    One evening a few months ago, one of the nurses from our vet practice rang  and asked 
if we could help.  They had just had a dog brought in to be ‘put down’ as she had eaten the 
owner’s dinner! - hardly an offence worth murdering her for. The vet surgery was due to 
close fifteen minutes later so they rang us knowing there was a good chance of us being 
able to ‘yes - we’ll take her’ to save her life.  In fact, we thought we’d only have Sheba a day 
or two while we found a re-homing centre that could take her, but it quickly became obvious 
that Sheba’s story wasn’t quite as straightforward as we first thought. 
 
    Sheba ( German Shepherd ) was a stone underweight ( no wonder she stole food ), just 
coming into season (makes bitches temperamental) and in pain with hip dysplasia ( a  
common problem in this breed ).  She is a nervous dog who wants to please, but gets in a 
panic if she doesn’t understand what’s expected of her, is scared of being handled and 
groomed, and terrified of being left ‘home alone’. 
 
    Before a decision was made about her future ( to stay here or move to kennels ) our vet 
x‑rayed her hips to find out the severity of the problem.  She has mild to moderate hip  
dysplasia, but already needs painkillers to keep her happy and comfortable - her  
temperament improved magically when she started on them, and like so many others it 
seems likely she will be on them for the rest of her life. 
 
    So, her need for vet treatment ( expense ) and her eccentric behaviour have warranted 
her a place here and she is settling in to be a lovely girl.  By the way - she adores carrying a 
tennis ball around on her walks, but she also drops and loses them, so if you have an odd 
ball or two lurking in your cupboards and could pop them in the post to her (they’re only light 
so shouldn’t cost much) she’d be delighted! 
 
   We felt able to help Sheba because of your help - so each of you have been involved in 
Sheba’s rescue. 
 

******** 
 

SPONSOR A PET FOR CHRISTMAS.......... a gift that lasts all year. 
 
    With Christmas nearly upon us, we wondered if anyone would like to sponsor one of our 
animals as a gift for a friend or relative.  A sponsorship certificate and Christmas card would 
be sent to the person receiving the gift with a photo to follow.  Naturally, they would be able 
to come and meet their sponsored animal and all the rest of the ‘family’. 
 
 
The following animals are just some what would love to have a special Aunty or Uncle: 
 
DILLAN  A 3 year old sheep who was bred by a teaching college for the students to learn 
animal management.  When he was due to be slaughtered, the students clubbed together, 
bought him and gave him to us. 
 
TRUG  An 8 year old angoran goat.  He was a police stray found wandering along a busy 
High Street. 
 
SANDY  A 6 month fox cub found injured in the road with severe concussion.  He shares 
our permanent fox pen with 3 other disabled foxes. 
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SKITTLE  You may have read about her in our last newsletter.  She’s our panicking black 
Labrador X, 7 years old. 
 
BLACKIE  Yes, a black cat.  Her story is in this newsletter. 
 
LODGE  A black cat who was run over and had his pelvis fractured in 3 places.  No owner 
and unwanted. 
 
GULLIVER  A wonderful Sussex / Field Spaniel, 7 years old.  He spent 13 months in rescue 
kennels, unhomable because he was so scared and tried to bite. 
 
FLIPPY  A 10 year old Sheltie who was sent to kennels when his owner died.  He couldn’t 
cope in kennels either, so came to us.  Hates strangers. 
 
BIDDY  A sweet 9 year old black Cocker Spaniel.  She came to us when her owner who 
had bad health couldn’t cope. 
 
SAXON  Silly Saxon, as we call him because he is so laid back.  He is a lovely ginger and 
white cat who is 6 years old. 
 
    We haven’t included a sponsor form, just write to us with which animal chosen, who the 
gift is for and their address, your name to be included in the Christmas card and of course - 
your donation.  We’ll do the rest - ‘photo may arrive after Christmas but certificate and card 
will be before. 
 
    We wish you all a very Merry Christmas and peaceful New Year. 
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                                                                                                                                                       May 1997 
 
                                        HELLO EVERYBODY. 
 

 

    As we sit in our field surrounded by 45 very happy dogs playing or sniffing the breeze on 
a most glorious spring day, we will start this newsletter with thoughts of Christmas!!  Our 
thoughts are ones of thanks to all of you who sent money, gifts and good wishes to the  
family at Christmastime.  You were so generous and sent some beautiful cards and letters 
for which we thank you so much.  Your support means so much to the animals here  
because without it they would not exist.  As we have said before, no matter how much you 
send, it does make a difference.  The cost of food and vet bills increases continually as with 
any other commodity, so every donation helps us to stay open.   

 
    In our last newsletter, we mentioned Sheba the German 
Shepherd who loves tennis balls.  So many of you kindly sent 
her some and they have made her playtime a happy one, but to 
keep her out of pain she needs painkillers.  The painkillers cost 
18p per tablet and she has 2 a day, which works out at £2-52 
per week.  That doesn’t seem very much, but we have another 
10 dogs who also need the same painkillers, usually due to  
arthritis, and that costs £20-16 per week.  Another product we 
use for some dogs who do not respond to the tablets costs £25 
a bottle and lasts only 11 days, so you can see that basic  
veterinary care is very expensive.  We hope this illustrates just 

how much we are grateful for every penny you send.   
 
    Thanks to you we were also able to put into action some of our projects that have been 
on hold.  Our fantastic ‘bunny’ barn is now erected on a magnificent concrete base so in the 
bad weather the rabbits can stay in the dry and eat, drink or sleep without setting foot  
outside.  We took great delight in fuelling the bonfire with their old rotting small shelters.   
 
    We are also in the midst of having a 6.ft chain-link fence erected around the 100 metres 
of the rabbit/chicken/turkey enclosure.  Up until now they have been kept safe from  
intruders by an electric fence, but some kind person has ignored it and broken in and stolen 
30 birds from our aviary, a rabbit hutch and then dumped 2 male rabbits in with ours,  
resulting in 20 babies.  You may not know that our rabbits don’t live in hutches, but live a 
natural life together (the boys have been ‘seen to’), so the 2 new boys had a good time!!  
They have had a rapid visit to the vet so that they can live in harmony with the others!! 
 
    Your generosity also paid for a new washing machine.  Our previous one ‘died’ and we 
didn’t have the money for another, but our local repair man knew of one that was going to 
be dumped.  This lasted us for over a year but when that died we were, thanks to you, able 
to go and buy a new one.  As we wash 5-6 loads of animal bedding every day - not to  
mention our needs - you can guess that a washing machine is sort of essential. 
 
    These are some of the major expenses, but also we have bought with your money new 
soft bedding for all the dog and cat beds, shampoo to give all the dogs a spring bath,  

replaced well-used scratching posts for the cats, 2 coats for our elderly goats, new hoof 
trimmers for the goats’ feet (much easier for us to use), 2 new hay nets for the goats as they 
had chewed holes in the previous ones, and on top of all that we are able to pay the vet bill 
each month.  It doesn’t seem possible that only a year ago, we feared closure.  We just pray 
that with your help we can continue to go from strength to strength. 
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AMADEUS UPDATE 
 
       Yes - he’s still alive - and thriving!  When Amadeus had his treatment on his second 
anniversary, he gave Ian ‘his’ vet ) a card - have you tried to find a suitable anniversary card 
for a cat to send to the man who keeps him alive with his monthly injections! 
 

                                                            
                                                               So many of you who have seen Amadeus since his 
                                                           dose was reduced can’t believe it’s the same cat - he 
                                                           was always well, but if we’re honest his short fur made  
                                                           him look odd (don’t tell Amadeus we said that!) but  
                                                           now his coat  has re-grown he really does look superb.   
                                                           One look into his beautiful blue eyes has everyone 
                                                           falling in love with him - this is a cat who oozes oodles  
                                                           of character.  From a shy lad who kept out of the way  
                                                           when he first arrived, he now climbs onto the shoulder  
                                                           of anyone and everyone who stands still long enough - 
and gives them wet, slobbery kisses in their left ear!  Recently a couple of friends took a 
photograph of Amadeus, and also their friend’s cat who is the same breed and colour, and 
to see the pictures side by side you couldn’t see any difference between them and it really 
highlighted just how far Amadeus has come. 
 
      If you asked us we would say “no - we are not superstitious” but - Amadeus always  
travels to the vet in the same cat basket each month, and his photo which we stuck on our 
fridge door is staying there, no matter how tatty and grubby it gets - no reason to take  
unnecessary chances! 
 
      While writing this, the boy himself has just marched down the lounge and landed on 
Liz’s lap to make sure we write his thanks and send his love to all his supporters who send 
him stamps and donations. 

******** 

MEMORIES REVIVED. 
 
 
    It never ceases to amaze us how an animal that has been ill-treated but now appears to 
be well adjusted can so quickly react when confronted with their fear. 
 
    Sherpa, a little 6 year old dachshund x terrier, came to us at 5 months old.  We knew little 
about her previous history other than she was a Battersea Dogs Home pup, homed to a 
young couple.  We thought an ideal candidate for re-homing until she showed us her terror 
of bicycles, motorbikes and, mostly, men.  Sherpa would shake uncontrollably and then hide 
until the monster had gone.  Slowly she improved and, although still wary of men, would 
approach very cautiously and eventually would get near enough for a quick sniff of the man.  
Given long enough, she would act almost normally and show little fear. 
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    On Easter Sunday, Kate (our new helper who has taken over from Steve) called in with 
her Dad.  Sherpa had only seen Kate, whom she adores, so rushed to see her, but at the 
last moment saw Kate’s Dad.  The change was incredible.  From a normal happy dog, she 
reacted to her fear as if it were 5 years ago.  Kate’s Dad would never hurt any animal and 
when we explained the terror in Sherpa he quietly stood and gently encouraged her to say 
hello.  Eventually Sherpa gained enough courage to sniff him and, although very frightened, 
slowly accepted his offer of friendship.  The whole episode had obviously upset Sherpa and 
that evening she refused her dinner.  2 nights later she had a mild fit and was unconscious 
for a couple of minutes.   

    Taken to our vet to be checked over he could find nothing wrong, but when we related 
the incidents of the previous days he had no doubt that the fit was stress-related.  We just 
wonder what on earth a man has done to her for her to react as violently. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NEW YEAR’S DAY 
 

    Yes thanks - we had a lovely Christmas and thank you all for your good wishes to us and 
our animal family.  We had a couple of quieter days where we put the television on and sat 
down with a lapful of dogs and cats to cuddle - bliss! 
 
    New Year’s Day was a different story - we hadn’t stayed up New Year’s Eve to see the 
New Year in - it makes getting up the next day too difficult!  During morning rounds we 
found 2 of our gerbils had died overnight - all our gerbils are elderly or old - we now have 4 
left.  The day continued fairly routinely - except for a 2 hour lunchtime ( very unusual ) and 
at 8 p.m. we sat down having just finished by feeding our dogs and were ready to think of 
our dinner and putting the television on before bed - but it didn’t happen like that! 
 
    Rosie is our 10½ year old German Shepherd who has been with us since being rescued 
at 6 years as a cruelty case.  She was half the bodyweight she should have been and had 
severe flea eczema that meant she was bald over most of her body.  She had been kept 
outdoors and was evidently used to being beaten.  When she approached us she would lie 
upside down on her back in submission and fear - now she comes with a waggy tail.  She 
has a lovely temperament - not an ounce of malice in her and is now an older lady enjoying 
‘retirement’. 
 
    So - back to New Year’s Day - Rosie suddenly got up to go in the garden and tried to 
vomit and was very restless - unfortunately we recognised the symptoms of a gastric  
torsion.  This is a major, life threatening and very painful emergency (common in certain 
breeds) when the stomach rotates and therefore seals the entry and exit of the stomach.  
The food ferments inside so there is a rapid build-up of gas - you can literally see the dog’s 
sides swell up like a balloon as you watch. 
 
    A ‘phone call to the vets - and relief that ‘our vet’ Ian Dibble was on duty.  Liz and Rosie 
met him at the surgery at 8.30 p.m.  (Jacky stayed home to ‘dog sit’ as the rest of the dogs 
knew something was up and were unsettled).  By 9 p.m. Rosie was anaesthetised and had 
Ian’s hands inside sorting her out - which entails opening the stomach to remove the food 
and turning it back to it’s correct position. 
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    It is not at all uncommon for dogs to die from this condition - the dog is often elderly and 
the problem causes great stress and pressure on the dog’s system, the operation can have 
problems and so can the post-op recovery. However, by 10.30 p.m. Rosie was back home 
having survived so far, with a wound 12 inches long and 17 stitches. 
 

    We tucked Rosie up in her bed by the side of Liz’s chair with a hot water bottle and  
blankets (and the central heating on) for her to wake up from the anaesthetic a bit, and Liz 
had a couple of mugs of cocoa and half a dozen biscuits for dinner!  By 12.30 a.m. Rosie 
was stable enough for bedtime - so off we went (the dogs sleep in our bedrooms).  The  
following morning both looked equally tired - Liz had been waking every hour to check on 
Rosie - who had slept peacefully through the night. 
 
    Fortunately we were able to have a quieter day, sitting with Rosie and catching up on our 
backlog of paperwork and post.  Rosie is a wonderful patient - very stoic, making no fuss at 
all, but quietly sleeping and resting.  The first 24 hours she had only boiled water to give the 
stomach a chance to recover - imagine your stomach swelling from Honeydew melon size 
to the size of a football - it doesn’t need food landing in it!  Then a light diet of scrambled 
eggs (thanks to our hens) for a couple of days before gradually weaning back on to her 
usual food.  Dear Rosie by day 5 post-op was back to normal - incredible, we were £250 
poorer and wonder what the rest of 1997 has in store for us! 

 

A QUIET WEEK! 
 
    Recently our weekend friends and helpers arrived and asked “How are 
things?”  “Fine”, we replied, “everything is O.K. - except....” and as we  
related the week’s events realised what a week it had been. 
 
Monday 
 
Millie cat died, who had liver failure - only 10 years old, but had a happy 18 months with us 
after being abandoned in a cattery for a year. 
Haircut to Becky goat - recently rescued with another goat from a pub yard beside a very 
busy main road.  Becky and Raffia narrowly escaped death on the road quite often, and in 
fact Raffia has a healed fractured jaw from an encounter with a car - he is very friendly, but 
Becky - a longhaired girl, is still very nervous of people.  Her coat was a wet, matted mess 
and she’s much more comfortable now she’s had her hair cut off.  (By the way - both goats 
would love to be sponsored! - any offers?!) 
 
Tuesday 
 
Minibus to garage - off the road due to a steering problem. 
Jacky to vet with Sherpa (see Memories Revived) in afternoon. 
Feral cat Holly went missing. 
Liz to vet in evening as Pusska had refused to eat all day.  Pusska is a 16 year old cat with 
the start of kidney problems - and rotten teeth which gave us no choice but to risk an  
anaesthetic to remove them now that she’d stopped eating. 
Stayed up until midnight to catch Bilbo (cat) who was also booked in for dental treatment on 
Wednesday, and always sleeps on Liz’s bed - except tonight! 
 
Wednesday 
 
Liz to vet with Pusska, who proved she’s a tough old lady by sailing through her dental 
treatment and a rather violent upset tummy and is doing very well. 
Amadeus had his monthly treatment. 
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Bilbo was re-booked for his dental treatment next week - think we’ll shut him indoors 2 days 
before! 
Quote for minibus repairs - £400! - try and find second-hand part.  Life’s very awkward  
without it. 
Holly still missing - searched everywhere we can think of. 
 
Thursday 
 
Usual busy day, but just as we were about to have our dinner in the evening poor Rosie had 
another gastric torsion (same as New Year’s Day), so 12.30 a.m. before bed (and another 
£250). 
 
Friday 
 
Rosie fine. 
Holly cat found underneath wooden pallets and eventually caught - to vet for treatment with 
ear problems. 
Minibus repairs quote down to £300 and possibly ready Monday. 
Poorly baby rabbit (enteritis) also to vet and then 1½ hourly fluids and hot water bottle. 
With all this, Liz kept going in spite of a migraine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Saturday 
 
Baby rabbit still fighting, so continue nursing. 
Biddy (Cocker Spaniel who had occasional urinary incontinence controlled by treatment) 
leaked overnight resulting in all of Jacky’s bedding going through the washing machine - 
pillows, duvet, the lot! 
 
Sunday 
 
Baby rabbit died overnight. 
New lamb arrived - ‘Albi’.  Friends of ours had always wanted to save a lamb from slaughter 
and had approached us about having one and we were delighted to say yes and they  
sponsor him here.  Albi met the rest of our small herd of goats and sheep and was fine with 
them - however, see Monday! 
 
Monday 
 
Albi finds a 5 week old lamb size hole and goes walkabout!  He doesn’t know us and isn’t 
used to people at all so won’t come to us, but legs it round neighbours’ gardens, through the 
stables, chased out of a field by 3 horses (with Liz in hot pursuit while Jacky tried to head 
him off the other way)!  We went through barbed wire fences, brambles, nettles, over  
fencing and eventually - 1 hour later - caught him!  He slept for the rest of the day while we 
spent the rest of the day trying to catch up on ourselves!  Fortunately on Sunday, one of our 
new helpers offered to rescue a sibling for Albi and on Tuesday Molly, an orphaned bottle 
fed and very friendly lamb, arrived and now they are both happily frolicking around our field 
- not ending up with mint sauce on someone’s plate.  
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    During the week we also bathed 8 dogs, 2 ferrets,  trimmed goats hooves, repaired fenc-
ing, did 2 afternoons of our grooming job and had bonfires, on top of all the usual day to day 
jobs! 
P.S.  Minibus cost £285 and wasn’t ready Monday - collected it Wednesday. Bilbo safely 
caught and had dental treatment and is O.K. 

******** 

    We’re pleased if you enjoy our newsletter - many of you have been kind enough to tell us 
you do - and it certainly spurs us on when we do get round to writing it.  If we have any of 
your details wrong, or if you no longer wish to receive a newsletter - just drop us a line. 
 
    To those of you who send donations with “no acknowledgement needed”, we acknowl-
edge and thank you now - we appreciate the donation as well as the lack of writing a reply! 
 
    As usual we have various events and stalls and are keen for any bric-a-brac, unwanted 
gifts, etc and if you have any please ring our fundraiser Marilyn Heath.  Our thanks to those 
of you who send knitted goods, etc for these stalls, and also our legion of stamp senders - 
yes, we are still collecting them (sorted into U.K. and foreign if possible) - see P.S. 
 
    We must thank all of you who have or do come and work here, from erecting fencing,  
making gates, general tidying up, as well as our trusty band of ‘shit-shovellers’ who turn up 
each weekend - you all know who you are and we couldn’t do without your hard labour. 
 
    We still have lots of animals who aren’t sponsored, so don’t be shy to ask us who they 
are!  Often friends or work colleagues are interested to hear about us and new Aunties and  
Uncles have joined by this way - the more support we receive the better we can do what we 
do! 
 
    Our thanks to Lyn and Maggie who have done the wonderful illustrations which grace this 
newsletter.  They run Pigeon Recovery and in their spare time(!) rescued Albi and Molly - 
however when they collected Molly they found she had been handreared with Whispa a kid 
goat and we have just found out that Whispa is pining and withdrawn.  She sits at the oppo-
site end of the field away from the other goats and the farm have decided to sell her for 
slaughter.  We know we can’t save them all, but Lyn and Maggie have raised the £40 to buy 
her - will you donate to the £40 a year it takes for her to stay here with her first friend? 

OUR SAD LOSS 
 
    Many of you may have read in a previous newsletter the story of Silver, a silver tabby cat 
who was the cause of Jacky & Liz meeting.  It was because of him that indeed the  
Sanctuary even exists.  Sadly our dear old fella died on 26 April.  He would have been 17 
years in August and lived a very happy and long life.  He was such a character and loved to 
‘chat’ about life, we had many a conversation with him.  We miss him so much and at the 
moment can’t believe he isn’t still with us.  Thankfully, his end was so peaceful.  Everything 
had worn out and he passed away on Jacky’s lap. 
We are going to buy a rose bush in memory of him and all the others we have lost. 

******** 

P.S. Our thanks to Norman, Elaine and Desmond who have just given us £47.50 from our 
used postage stamps.  What a great amount from something that is usually thrown 
away. 

P.P.S. We heard back from I.F.A.W. who we approached regarding a grant - along with 
charities from 10 other countries! and no, we weren’t one of the lucky ones, but if you don’t 
ask you certainly don’t get !! 
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September 1997 
 

IT’S US AGAIN! 
 
 
    You know our motto now ‘every little helps - no matter how little or much, it all adds up’, 
and to illustrate our point one week we had eight cheques arrive for £10 from eight of you - 
our supporters.  One even had a note saying “sorry it’s not much”, but added up with the 
others we’d received £80 - most definitely not to be sneezed at!  So thank you all for all your 
donations.  We have received some anonymously and to the ‘no  
acknowledgement needed’ letters and donations - many thanks. 
 
    On the subject of money, an easy way to collect is to put your loose change to one side 
and save it wearing a hole in your purse or trousers - it soon adds up.  One of our  
supporters who saves all his change for us saved £90!  Another supporter buys a tin of cat 
or dog food when she goes shopping - an extra 30p or 40p isn’t usually noticed and we  
collect a box-full every so often.  If you don’t live locally why not just pop the money in a box 
each week and send it to us every so often - it really does all add up and makes a  
difference here. 
 
    We are collecting Whiskas labels at the moment, so if you aren’t using them, please send 
them to us.  It’s the special ones with ‘feed your cat free’ on them which we need - send 72 
labels off and we get vouchers for 21 free tins, or send the labels off yourselves and forward 
the vouchers to us!  Thanks. 
 
    More thanks to our stamp senders - we opened the post recently and a cheque, via our 
stamp sorters Elaine and Desmond, fell out for £87 - wonderful, and another cheque arrived 
for £56, so our saved stamps really do help. 
 
    A follow-up to our last newsletter is about Whispa the kid goat who was pining for Molly 
her lamb friend and was going to be sent for slaughter.  You responded and Whispa is 
safely here and sponsored - thank you.  The reunion was touching and Whispa, Molly and 
Albi go everywhere together.  Whispa is a typical goat - a right madam!  She has to be in 
the middle of whatever is happening - literally.  She stands with her head between our legs 
( we hope she doesn’t grow too big! ) and refuses to move out of the way when she’s sure 
we need her help! 
 

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

CONFESSION 
 
Our vet, Ian Dibble, is full of words of wisdom on occasions. 
 

“You can’t always walk on the other side of the street and say I’ll help later, 
because later is often too late”. 
 

This was his response when we ‘confessed’ that we had added to our doggy family. 
 
We were in a position, when truly our hearts ruled our heads, but we felt justified in taking 
the action we did after witnessing the fear in these poor animals.  We were also only too 
aware that four of our ‘golden oldies’ are coming to the end of their days, and we have  
already lost some of our cats, rabbits and chickens this year. 
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    A local re-homing centre is collecting dogs weekly from a dog pound in Wales. All of 
these dogs await death within 7 days of being taken there.  We were asked if we could help 
by taking any, as the centre was full and another 29 dogs were awaiting their fate in Wales 
which they wanted to save. 
 
    We talked about the predicament we felt we were in, but we had said that unless we 
were asked to take in a true emergency we would not add to our numbers.  We discussed 
the problem long and hard and decided that we couldn’t entirely turn our backs on this call 
for help, so we would visit the kennels and see if there was a little old something that would 
be difficult to home. 
 
     We came back with 5!!  Yes, we realised all the reasons why we shouldn’t, 
but when you see so many sad and frightened faces, only a heart of stone 
could just walk away.  These dogs had been to hell and back.  Shunted from 
pillar to post they had now arrived where at least kindness and love abounded, 
but they were shell shocked and looking for someone special to love them. 
 
     So Soda, Kaftan, Tazz, Scotty and Emma were the 5 to take a ride to their new home 
here, leaving 5 spaces at the kennels for the next shipment from Wales. 
 
    Soda is a 4 year old Boxer X.  She had come from a squat where it was obvious she had 
had litter after litter of puppies.  She was painfully thin, every rib and her hips were easily 
visible and it was obvious by her behaviour that she had been hit - a lot. 
 
    Kaftan, 3 years old, is a Saluki X, also painfully thin.  When she cut her neck her previous 
owner stitched it up himself!!  She was so nervous that the slightest noise made her jump 
as she had been kept in a garden shed. 
 
    Tazz was No 3, a yellow Labrador from one of the infamous Welsh puppy farms.  At 4 
years old, after having a number of litter of puppies, she was expendable as her seasons 
were irregular and she couldn’t produce the numbers of puppies they wanted from her.  
Never having been indoors before she was naturally terrified. 
 
    Scotty at 12 months old was the youngest.  At first sight he appeared to be a happy  
Border Collie X but when approached we found that like our first two he was very thin and 
again had obviously been hit.  He cowers very easily. 
 
    Last, but by no means least, was Emma a very ancient Springer Spaniel, nearly blind 
and deaf she was all bones and totally confused.  To add to her problems she was also  
incontinent. She too had lived all her life in a shed but so much wanted to be loved. Her 
coat was so matted that her front legs were ‘joined’ together. 
 
    Thankfully, all of our new babies have settled in well, and are slowly finding that not all 
humans are cruel and our vet was so right. We really couldn’t have walked on the other 
side of the street and ignored their suffering. 
 
    If anyone would sponsor one of our new friends, please contact us.  Any amount would 
help enormously. 
 
    Tail end post script.   
 
That week all 29 dogs were saved.   
By us taking those 5, the remaining dogs were juggled around and space 
was found for every dog awaiting execution. 
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These events were the inspiration for the following poem by us: 
 
PLEASE 
 
Don’t say hello - but then goodbye, 
Don’t be like others and pass me by, 
Don’t turn your back and walk away, 
Don’t leave me here another day. 
 
Let me in and take care of me, 
Let me in I’ll be good you’ll see, 
Let me have that love and care, 
Let me curl up in your cosy chair. 
 
Open your door and take me in, 
Open your heart and let me in, 
Give me so little and I’ll give my all, 
Give me love, please heed my call. 
 

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

A BIT OF GOOD NEWS 
 
    No two days are ever the same here, the usual routine is so often thrown into turmoil by 
the unexpected, but one Thursday all seemed quiet so we decided to go shopping for food 
for us.  Yes, we get quite excited by a trip to Tescos or a saunter round Sainsburys.  Sad 
isn’t it?!! 
 
Just as we were about to leave the phone rang.  A voice on the other end said; 
 
“Hello, this is Arlo Guthrie” ... silence from this end; 
“Of Novartis Animal Health” ... more silence from this end.  Should we know this man or his 
Company? 
“You have won 1st Prize in our competition in the cat category”. 
 
    Now we were really baffled. Apart from not knowing the man or his Company, we also 
knew nothing about a competition. We knew we hadn’t entered one, but nevertheless we 
were being told that we had won 1st prize in one. 
 
    The story then unfolded. Novartis Animal Health make Program the flea product for dogs 
and cats and in an earlier edition of Cat World they launched their 1st ever competition. 
Readers were asked to nominate a person or small animal sanctuary and write their  
reasons for believing they deserved to win and also suggest a suitable prize for them. 
 
    Unknown to us, one of our supporters, Ann Wright of Bromley in Kent, had entered and 
won and at her suggestion £250 was to be paid off our vet bill. Her entry was judged by a 
panel of 4 and from 40 or 50 other hopeful applicants we were thought to be the best. She 
had written about our dear Amadeus and on the ongoing treatment he has for his cancer. 
 
    Well, when it sunk in we were over the moon, as you can imagine.  After all, £250 is a 
quarter of our monthly vet bill. We wrote to Ann to tell her the fantastic news and to say 
thanks a million. She was unaware that her entry had won so it was congratulations all 
round. 
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    Arlo had said he would like to visit, have a chat and take some photos and the following 
week we met him in person. Arlo has written an article for Cat World and it will be published 
in the October edition ( printed p 45 ). Oh dear, does that mean we are going to be famous!! 
 

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

AMADEUS UPDATE 
 
    While writing this newsletter, we’ve been trying to think what to write about Amadeus that 
we haven’t told you already, but as we wrote the two words at the top of this - a flood of joy 
and relief that we are still writing about him at all hit us. We don’t take his continued good 
health for granted, but rather worry about how long his and our good luck can hold, and 
treat every day with him as a blessing. On those daft days when we don’t stop for 5 minutes 
and he doesn’t get much attention, at the end of the day when he curls up in the crook of 
Liz’s arm in bed, it’s all okay because at least he’s there. 
 
    It’s over 2½ years since treatment started, and in the October issue of Cat World ( p 49 ) 
Amadeus is mentioned with regard to the Program prize. 
 

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

THERE’S NONE SO QUEER AS FOLK ... 
 
    A while back, Jacky was walking some of her dogs at a local beauty spot, when a lady 
came towards her with a beautiful golden retriever.  Somehow Jacky could tell she was one 
of the ‘pedigree dogs are the only dogs’ type. 
 
    She looked at Jacky’s motley bunch with an air of superiority and then her eyes fell on 
Ginny, Jacky’s little 3 legged X breed.  In a horrified voice she said “Oh dear, oh dear, she’s 
spastic”.  Her tone was really derogatory - Ginny was born with a front leg back to front and 
as it hindered her movement, the leg was amputated when Ginny was 4 months old, a fact 
that has not bothered Ginny one iota.  She runs as fast as most of the others and at speed 
many people have been fooled into thinking she has 4 legs. 
 
    Jacky was livid so remembering her feelings about the lady, Jacky pointed out her  
wonderful black Labrador called Tizz. She was standing a little way up the path and she 
looked superb. The sun was shinning on her lovely coat and she looked full of life.  “She 
only has 3 legs” said Jacky. The poor woman didn’t know what to say and eventually  
responded with “but ... but she looks so healthy”. Tizz had been run over by a car as a 
puppy and had received no veterinary treatment at the time. When she came to us she still 
had a deformed, paralysed leg with sores on the paw where it hit the ground. After settling 
in, Tizz had the leg amputated as, like Ginny, it impeded her. 
 
    What a bigoted person to infer that dear little Ginny was somehow less than Jacky’s ‘big 
girl’. To both of us, a piece of paper proving an animals parentage means nothing, their 
health and well-being is what is important and a missing leg is surely not a sign of some 
terrible affliction that should be put away never to be seen and we still can’t work out how a 
dog with a missing leg shouldn’t be healthy!! 
 

 
                              Ginny in our field waiting for a tummy rub. 
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    Are you thinking of Christmas yet!!?  Have you made a Christmas shopping list!!?  We  
wonder if we can help and you can help the animals. 
 
    Several people have suggested that we have Chaldon Animal Sanctuary T-shirts and so 
we have enquired about costs, etc.  Our good friends Lyn and Maggie from Pigeon  
Recovery have come up with some marvellous designs, based on the animals here. 
 
    They fall into 3 categories as you can see, Farmyard, Cat and Dog: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    The T-shirts are white and the motif will be in colour. 
    We will post them to you in plenty of time for Christmas.  As we have to place a bulk  
order, there will be a little delay until we have enough orders from you so please order as 
soon as possible. 
 
    We are also able to supply key-rings ( a wonderful Christmas stocking filler ). 
 
    Show them to your friends and family.  Who knows they may just fall in love with one and 
remember every sale will help the animals. 
 

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

 

WHO COMES FIRST? - NEED YOU ASK! 
 
 
    Liz was getting ready for a vet appointment with a poorly puss, but as she walked down 
the lounge towards the front door, one of her dogs decided to cut the corner behind Liz and 
went across the back of Liz’s leg wrenching her knee sideways. The pain was so bad that 
Liz couldn’t answer Jacky’s anxious “what happened - are you all right?” for several  
minutes, she just froze where she was ‘til she caught her breath. 
 
    Driving to the vet was out of the question, and when Liz tried to walk so was that, so 
Jacky grabbed her shoes and the poorly puss and charged off to the vet with the parting 
words to Liz - “I’ll sort you out when I get back”. 
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    Liz decided to try and make it to her armchair as propped against the settee wasn’t the 
best place to be, and after careful experimenting found that keeping the injured leg stiff and 
hopping was the way to move - our poor dogs wondered what on earth was happening - it 
obviously wasn’t a new game, but what was Liz doing!  When Liz goes out, Kizzy her  
greyhound always curls up in her armchair - you can only imagine the look on her face as 
Liz hopped down the room towards her! She was so unsure of what was happening she 
stayed where she was ‘til the last moment and then bolted off the chair fast, leaving Liz to 
collapse into it. 
 
    Half an hour later Jacky returned home with one treated puss and advice from our vet on 
treating Liz!  On with the kettle for a desperately needed coffee and a bag of frozen chips 
from the freezer as an ice-pack for the knee! The leg swelled beautifully, homeopathic 
remedies were swallowed like smarties, Liz hopped around with a broom for a crutch and 
life continued! 
 

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

 
IN MEMORY 

 
    In our last newsletter we told you of our sad loss of Silver, the reason the Sanctuary is in 
existence.  We wanted to buy some rose bushes in remembrance of him and all the  
animals we’ve lost and so we started looking around. Firstly we needed a couple of tubs to 
plant the roses in and we found just what we wanted. It is a planter bench seat (a bench 
seat with a tub either end). The two roses we chose are Silver Wedding and Sweet  
Memories. Then we spied another two roses.  Remember Me and Breath of Life and those 
two are planted just outside our lounge window. We often snatch a minute or two to sit on 
the bench and remember our beautiful friends who are no longer with us in body, although 
very much so in spirit. 
 

**************** 
 
    We’d like to give a special thank you to Marilyn, our new fund raiser.  During the year she 
has worked tirelessly to raise money for the animals at boot sales, fairs and fetes.  She  
advertises and collects bric-a-brac for the sales and with her husband Peter and neighbour 
Thelma has spread the name of the Sanctuary to new pastures with new venues.  Peter is 
a dab hand at ‘odd jobs’ for us and has mended a number of broken ‘somethings’. 
 
If anyone has any decent bric-a-brac or unwanted gifts, which are always desperately 
needed to continue the good work, please phone Marilyn. 
 
 
    Thanks must also go to all those who have helped at various fund-raising activities, to all 
our helpers here at the Sanctuary, to our friends in Essex for producing, printing and deliv-
ering or posting the newsletter to us and everyone who has given tins, blankets, towels, 
newspapers and materials suitable for mending or making gates, fences or animal quarters. 
 
    Without all of your help we couldn’t continue. 
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December 1997 
 

IT’S NEARLY CHRISTMAS!! 
 

 
    Here we are again, nearly another year over and so much has happened.  Sadly, we are 
not sitting in a sunny field writing this newsletter, but indoors - glad to be out of the rain and 
mud.  Winter is never an easy time to care for the animals, but once Christmas is over, at 
least the days will get longer and the weather slowly improve. 
 
    We’d like to wish you all a really Happy Christmas and a Peaceful New Year.  Christmas 
Day is the one day in the year that we call ‘ours’.  We feed and water all the animals and 
spend the rest of the day collapsed in our armchairs watching TV, reading a book or doing 
anything else that takes our fancy.  Usually the run-up to the festive season is very busy 
and a day for us to unwind is our gift to us!!  The rest of the year is theirs. 
 

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

AMADEUS UPDATE 
 
    Yes, he’s still doing very well and has enjoyed the dry autumn to chase leaves about in 
the wind and the cold nights to snuggle into bed - under the duvet! 
 
    Some of you have asked what is involved with Amadeus’ monthly treatment - a day at the 
vets?, side‑effects, etc - so here’s the answers.  Every fourth Wednesday morning we ring 
the vet surgery and ask what time are we wanted there.  Amadeus has breakfast as usual 
(Felix is his favourite at the moment) and when it’s time to go, pops into his basket for the 
ten minute journey to the surgery.  Liz then takes him into Ian ( his vet! ) and cuddles him 
while he has an intravenous drip put into his front leg ( usually the left one ).  Amadeus then 
sits still while his chemotherapy ( magic juice ) is added to the drip and ten minutes later, it’s 
finished.  Car journey home and half an hour after leaving he’s back home with a plateful of 
raw beef served up in front of him!  He doesn’t suffer any side-effects and resumes normal 
behaviour immediately - it really is as straightforward as that for him.  We continue to marvel 
at how well he is, and one of our friends recently described him as a living legend, which 
was rather nice - he certainly is a wonderful lad who we are very lucky to have met. 
 
    With very special Christmas wishes from Amadeus to all of his friends and supporters. 
 

**************** 
 
    We continue to be kept busy visiting the vets with various, mostly minor ailments, but just 
recently we had a new surprise in store for us.  Many of you who have visited will have met 
Harriet - a ginger and  white cat with different coloured eyes.  She is very friendly and  

enjoys greeting and meeting people, and giving them a soggy cuddle as well. 

    Recently Harriet started drinking excessively and, as she is thirteen years old, we feared 
she had major kidney problems - so off to the vets, of course.  Harriet had a blood sample 
taken and the result is that she has diabetes!  We were delighted as we have a chance to 
control that, although we’ve been warned that it’s not so easy with cats as it is with dogs, as 
cats diet is harder to regulate - i.e. amount eaten and times of meals.  Harriet now has a 
daily insulin injection which doesn’t bother her at all, still eats as and when she wants to, her 
thirst is nearly normal, her diabetes is under control and we’re all used to a new routine. 

**************** 
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THE WILD ONES 

 

    As you know by now, we take golden oldies or awkward souls, but aren’t lucky enough to 
have youngsters come our way - however this Summer we did.  We received a telephone 
call at  4.45 p.m. from a local garden centre asking for help for three feral ( wild ) kittens 
from the nearly stables, where an unspayed female regularly had litters that were often run 
over on the busy road or taken by foxes when very young ( foxes are no danger to adult 
cats, but a mouthful of four-five week olds is easy prey ).  The kittens had made their way 
into the outskirts of the garden centre and the staff were keen to get them into safety some-
where.  They had been ringing around all afternoon for help, but had been refused help for 
various reasons - full, can’t collect, won’t take ferals, etc, and by the time they rang us, we 
were their last hope - so, of course, we said yes!  We were busy doing our afternoon rounds 
and they closed at 5.30 p.m., but said they would stay on until 6 p.m. so that we could  
collect the ‘kits’. 
 
    Three furious, terrified little spitfires duly came home with us - approximately six weeks 
old, and we put them in a pen in our bathroom, with a box to hide in.  These little creatures, 
that were so scared, tried to be so brave and would have created some lovely scratchmarks 
if we hadn’t been careful, as they puffed themselves up to their full size and swore dreadful 
slang at us.  We left them to settle down and find the food while we tried to catch up on the 
rest of our evening rounds. 
 
    Feral kittens start off very, very hard work, where patience and time is what they need - 
lots of talking, slow movements when feeding and cleaning, but the rewards when one  
nervous little kit puts out a paw and taps your motionless hand are worthwhile and once 
progress starts, they soon (approximately 5 weeks with these) come on in leaps and 
bounds.  They still startled very easily, but now had the run of the bathroom, although they 
disappeared if visitors went in.  We were able to sex them - and more importantly - name 
them.  The boldest ginger boy ‘Sunshine’ as it suited his nature and his pale, golden coat; 
his brother ‘Santa’ - longhaired ginger and white - like Father Christmas in his red cloak with 
white trimmings; and ‘Symphony’ - a pale tortoiseshell and white girl, whose coat is a swirl 
of colour. 
 
    They arrived with fleas, worms, ‘flu, ringworm and very thin, but all this was sorted out 
with treatment and they were coming along well, but unfortunately trouble reared its ugly 
head.  Sunshine suddenly had a fit - not a full blown epileptic attack, but a severe central 
nervous system problem.  He was sedated that evening and the following morning was  
improved, although his head was to one side as if he’d had a stroke (although it was 
thought a middle ear infection or a virus could be the cause). 
 
    Over the next few days he responded well and, although quiet, was eating and watching 
his brother and sister play and purring when cuddled, but then his temperature went up  
dramatically; again he responded to treatment and the next week he went from strength to 
strength - we thought the worst had passed, but one evening he went very quiet and was 
taken to bed with Liz and died in his sleep at 1.20 a.m. 
 
    So far Santa and Symphony seem fine, although they are not robust kittens, 
and the vet feels that a virus transmitted to them from the Mum cat is the likely 
cause of Sunshine’s death, so we have vaccinated them and they will stay with 
us - we hope and pray for a long life but realistically we know it may only be a 
short time that we’ve been blessed with kittens around.   
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    They are loving towards us now.  Symphony loves to climb up around our necks, while 
Santa prefers to cuddle in the crook of our elbow - we have scratches now from them  
leaping in play on and off us, or in particular Symphony in her haste to reach our neck slips 
with her claws out until she reaches the security of a cuddle.  It has been wonderful to have 
kittens around and to watch them play and learn and grow, but unfair to lose a life almost 
before it’s gone anywhere and just as he’d learnt life could be fun. 
 

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

IN MEMORY OF TIZZ. 
 

    In our last newsletter we wrote that when we took in 5 dogs from Wales, we were only too 
aware that some of our ‘golden oldies’ were coming to the end of their days.  It’s with such a 
heavy heart that we must tell you that Tizz, our wonderful 3-legged black Labrador, had to 
be put to sleep.  She was so tired and her disabilities finally caught up with her and made 
life too difficult for her to continue.  Many of you have met Tizz when visiting here, or at the 
many fetes and fairs she attended as an ambassadoress for the Sanctuary.  She loved  
everyone and was never happier than when being fussed or having her tummy tickled by 
young and old alike. 
 
    She came to us 6½ years ago, aged 4, having been run over as a puppy.  Her right front 
leg was paralysed and deformed and had sores on the paw where it hit the ground.  She 
couldn’t feel it of course.  After she settled with us, her leg was amputated which she  
accepted with her usual bravery.  Once the dead weight of the leg was gone, she found that 
she could run really fast, but would pass out with exertion.  Only then did we find out that 
she had congestion of the lungs, presumably from the impact of the car.  Despite  
conventional vet treatment, homeopathic remedies, and anything else we could find, her 
breathing limited her fast spurts, but she enjoyed life so much.  During her latter life, arthritis 
also reared its ugly head but painkillers controlled the pain and she continued life with her 
usual stoicism.  Such a happy girl, always ready to please, wanting to be in the middle of 
everything and very much part of the family. 
 
    One of her main loves in life, as with all Labradors, was food.  She appeared to always 
be half starved!!  If she found a crumb or a grain of cat litter, it was despatched with the  
relish of a 5-course meal. 
 
    Oh Tizz, we do miss you.  Your lovely ways are now memories, but forgotten you will 
never be. 
 

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

EMMA 
 
    You may remember from our last newsletter us telling you about Emma - one of the 5 
dogs we took in this Summer from Wales.  Sadly she only had a short time with us before 
all her health problems became too much for her.  Emma was a very old Springer Spaniel 
who had been kept in a barn all her life, was deaf, had incontinence problems, cystitis,  
arthritis, was underweight and had a badly matter coat when she arrived here.  A trip to the 
vet and treatment for cystitis (which cleared up), her incontinence (which improved  
dramatically) and for her arthritis, which improved so much she would come and potter 
round our field in the sun with us at walkie time.  We knew she wouldn’t have long with us 
and spoilt her, letting her share our crisps and biscuits at coffee times, and when we gave 
her a doggy chew she’d grab hold of it in great excitement and hang on to it hard, then  
potter into her bed to chew it up.   
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    As her arthritis worsened she received further drugs to help reduce the inflammation, but 
when the treatment stopped helping and she was reluctant to get up - even for food which 
she loved - it was time to stop her suffering and let her go.  Emma had 4½ months with us - 
not long being cared for and loved after the hard life she had, but she died a fatter, happier 
dog who had a comfy bed and a soft stroke on her head to enjoy for her last few months. 

 

EDITH. 
 
    We are sad to tell also of another loss, Trevor Turkey’s wife Edith.  She was found one 
morning dead in her house she shared with Trevor.  She appeared to be in good health, but 
we secretly believe she had had enough of Trevor and his bombastic ways!!  Seriously 
though, we never knew how old Edith was and its quite possible she was an old lady.  Poor 
Trevor was quite upset; he patrolled his run all day, quite obviously looking for her.  So we 
were left with what to do for him and decided that he must have some company of his own 
kind.  We rang around the local animal centres, but to no avail.  Either they didn’t have a 
turkey or it was their pet.  We were telling our fundraiser, Marilyn, of the problem and she 
gaily said she’d ask her butcher!!  We collapsed laughing but how wrong we were.  The 
butcher gave us the name of the turkey farm he uses, and from this we were able to save 2 
from slaughter.  We have to admit that they are not as handsome as Trevor with all his  
wonderful colours; they are white - and have been called Parsley and Thyme - but he is 
very impressed with them and now has someone else to strut around with, tutting and  
gobbling. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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

    Thank you all so much for your support and concern for the animals here.  Without your 
help we couldn’t continue.  Your money, blankets, newspapers, food parcels, used postage 
stamps, vouchers for money-off goods and bric-a-brac all combine to keep the Sanctuary 
running.  Lately your Whiskas vouchers have given the cats over 200 tins of food.  Please 
keep sending them. 
 

**************** 
 
    Your response to our T-Shirts and Key Rings was marvellous.  £250 profit was made on 
your orders.  The profit from sales soon adds up and makes a real difference to our income. 
 
    Lastly, a big thank you to all our volunteer helpers - Kate, Gemma, Donna, Sharon, Sue, 
Sarah and Helen.  Fred for being transport for us so often.  Marilyn our fundraiser for selling 
bric-a-brac so frequently at various venues ( bric-a-brac always needed, please contact 
Marilyn.) Our thanks to all of you for your support during the last year. 
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                                                                                                                          March 1998 
 

THOUGHT YOU’D HEARD THE LAST OF IT!! 
 

 
    For many of you Christmas will be just a memory, but we are still reeling from your  
kindness and generosity at the festive season.  Your cards, cheques, cash, gifts - for the 
animals as well as us, at that time, was truly staggering.  ‘Thank you’ doesn’t seem enough 
to say to all of you but we certainly send your our heart-felt thanks.  It’s fair to say that we all 
had a wonderful Christmas with plenty of goodies and treats. 
 
    We had two lovely quiet days, just doing the basic jobs and then sitting in front of the  
television or reading.  The rest certainly did us good and as the New Year approached, we 
remembered how the last New Year was heralded with Liz rushing to the vet with Rosie, our 
German Shepherd who had a twisted stomach.  Sadly, Rosie died in November having  
succumbed to old age. 
 
    This winter has been a very wet one and has made caring for the animals very hard work.  
The dogs and cats bring the mud indoors, and the outside animals were ankle deep in mud 
in some places.  We vowed that enough was enough and already have made enquiries into 
ways of preventing this winter’s nightmare happening again. 
 
    Some of your Christmas money has already bought a product which, when laid 3” under 
the ground, allows the rain through it but not up again.  This has been topped off with wood 
bark, very kindly given to us by a local tree surgeon.  At the moment a small area in front of 
our rabbit barn has been covered and is so successful.  As and when we have the help, we 
shall extend the areas for the goats, sheep and cows to be able to enter the field in the dry 
and eventually we will cover the areas where the dogs run in and out from the bungalow.  
Our friendly tree surgeon has offered us as much bark as we need and so next time the 
heavy rains come, we shall be ready!! 
 
    In time we shan’t know ourselves as we continue to make life easier for the animals and 
ourselves.  One of our friends Phil Barnes has laid water and electricity to our Bunny Barn, 
and has just finished wiring up the goat shed.  Your money enabled us to be able to buy the 
pipe and wire so that Phil could use his expertise.  Now instead of wandering around with 
feed buckets or hay nets in one hand and a flash torch in the other - not easy where goats 
are concerned!! - we just flick a switch.  Oh what bliss!  Thanks so much Phil for all your 
hard work. 
 
    Our thanks must also go to Marilyn, our fundraiser.  Apart from organising jumble sales 
and attending local fétes and bazaars, most weeks she has a stall in our local shopping  
precinct, where she sells bric-a-brac and unwanted gifts.  She has quite a following of  
regular ‘buyers’ and raises a lot of money for the animals here.  Without her efforts the 
Sanctuary would be a lot poorer. 
 
    Another thank you.  To David who prepares our books for the Inland Revenue.  As we 
are non-profit making, we don’t pay any tax, but David sets out all our income and  
expenditure so that should our books be needed by the Taxman, everything is shown to  
balance.  Both of us have a mental block when it comes to official forms (give us animals 
anyday!!) so we are very grateful to David and his expertise. 

 
******** 
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JUST BY CHANCE 
 
    We have written before about our bull Trubshaw and the friendship with his goat friend 
Spinney.  His constant care of her has been very touching but we always felt that the  
company of a cow would be nice for him.  We don’t like keeping one species on its own  
because we feel that they must communicate with each other and a bull isn’t likely to speak 
goat!! 
 
    So, when our farmer friends asked if we could manage a cow, we were delighted.  They 
had in their herd this little cow - a bad doer - and, they felt, slightly simple.  Because of the 
BSE slaughter she was doomed to be  caught up in the cull.  They have never fed the food 
that started this terrible disease, but the law says that all cows of thirty months must be 
killed.  Our friends said that they wouldn’t let her get caught up in being shipped to the  
abattoir designed to be able to take these animals as it could be a long distance away.  
They would rather the vet came and put her to sleep on their farm. 
 
    That was the start of Trubshaw’s new friendship.  He welcomed the new 
love of his life and showed her around the field.  Wherever she went he would 
follow and when we wanted the goats and sheep out of the field so that we 
could give the dogs a run, he showed her what was expected and sauntered 
into the house.  At first she didn’t follow, so he ambled out to her, mooed at 
her and she followed him indoors.  Who says animals don’t talk!! 
 
    Trubshaw has remained loyal to Spinney and still protects her, but now 
divides his time between her and Chance, his other love. 
 
    We have called her Chance because that’s what she has been given, a chance to live to 
the end of her natural life.  She is very gentle and, yes, is perhaps a little simple, but she still 
enjoys life like any other animal. 
 

 

TO BE RE-HOMED OR NOT TO BE 
 
    Our friend and helper Kate (who some of you will remember did a sponsored walk for us 
with her daughter Gemma) has been surprised by people who still don’t understand our  
policy of not usually re-homing and so we asked her to write from her point of view. 
 
“Many visitors to the Sanctuary ask Jacky and Liz why they don’t re-home any of the  
animals that join their family.  They often seem to find it hard to understand the reasons 
Jacky and Liz give as the animals they see all look so happy. 
 
    I’ve been helping at the Sanctuary for about three and a half years and have got to know 
a lot of the animals quite well. 
 
    The happy cats that greet you when you arrive have not always been like this.  Most, 
when they arrive, are very scared of human contact due to the abuse they have received 
beforehand and end up at the Sanctuary because everyone else has given up on them and 
their problems.  It is only with Jacky and Liz’s patience over what can be a long period of 
time that makes the cats confident of humans again in the security of the Sanctuary. Some 
of the cats never show themselves to visitors - some even I haven’t seen in all the time I 
have been helping. While at the Sanctuary the cats learn they only have to have contact 
with us if they want it, no-one picks them up or strokes them until they are ready and ask for 
attention.   
Would this happen in a conventional home? 
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    Like the cats, the dogs all appear to be normal, healthy animals when you visit and see 
them out on their walks - BUT take away their security, which is their field and Jacky and 
Liz, and you would see very different dogs. 
 
    Some of the dogs are at the Sanctuary because they have bitten or are scared of men 
and children, are very old and in ill-health, have come from puppy farms and had no  
socialisation, or been so badly abused they can’t cope with the outside world and everyday 
life. 
 
    Some of the dogs hate being left at home and become very scared or destructive - so 
Jacky and Liz don’t get to go out for the day or out for a meal, or even to spend a day  
shopping together - how many people do you know that would give up all these things for 
their dogs? 
 
    The animals at the Sanctuary have come from sad, neglected lives of abuse and have 
many problems which would be hard to cope with and unacceptable in most homes - which 
would result with these animals who have already had so much upheaval and pain in their 
lives to be passed on time and time again, or be destroyed. 
 
    Jacky and Liz’s family look so happy because they are now living with people who have 
completely devoted their lives to giving each animal the unconditional love, time, patience, 
understanding and acceptance of their problems WHATEVER they are!” 
— 
 
    We would like to sum up on one other point that when people imply that because some 
cats want a fuss from visitors, they don’t get enough attention from us and go elsewhere for 
it, that Kate’s reply to that was “When you go to a friend’s house and their cat makes a fuss 
of you, do you think it’s because they don’t get love and attention - or is it the opposite!”  
The following is Tigger’s story which illustrates our point. 
 
    Tigger is a tortoiseshell cat who came to us in 1992, aged seven years, from a household 
with two young children.  The children teased ‘the cat’ until she took to living outside until 
the boys went to bed, so when she arrived here she was one very jumpy girl from living on 
her nerves.  It’s difficult to say what a sad cat she was, without the grace and confidence a 
cat should show as a natural part of themselves. 
 
    She settled here and came to trust us and enjoy our attention to her - on her terms, and 
is a very friendly cat who purrs and dribbles when happy.  Some of you who have visited 
may recognise her, but she only started greeting visitors eighteen months ago, before that 
she hid out of the way - particularly if children were about ( ! ) and didn’t show herself again 
until the coast was clear.  It has taken her nearly five years to believe that no-one will bother 
or tease her here and now she is friendly to visitors and so we are asked “why don’t we 
home her!”  Would you? 
 
The last word goes to Gemma, Kate’s eight year old daughter, who gave us the following: -  
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                                                     AMADEUS UPDATE 
 
    He’s celebrated his anniversary of three years on treatment.  When he went to the vets, 
he had a helium third birthday balloon floating up from the handle of his basket and ‘I am 3’ 
badge attached to the front.  Little did we know or even dare hope that Amadeus would still 
be alive and well three years on - a fact we rejoice in constantly, especially as we weren’t so 
lucky with Hijack. 
 
    Hijack was a four year old black cat who went off colour last October and was diagnosed 
as having liver cancer.  We knew we were grasping at straws, but with absolutely nothing to 
lose, and with Amadeus’ success in mind, Hijack went on to chemotherapy.  He had six 
weeks of normal living before a rapid turn for the worse and he died peacefully in his sleep.  
With Amadeus’ cancer being in his lymph glands, the chemotherapy allows his body to  
continue to function normally, but liver cancer seems to be more aggressive because it is in 
an organ.  We feared the treatment wouldn’t succeed, but on the fourth week the vet  
commented that he expected Hijack to already be very poorly or dead, so we should be 
grateful for the few extra weeks we had of Hijack’s company and cuddles, but there’s still an 
empty place on Liz’s bed.  So, we celebrate in Amadeus’ good health and joy for living, with 
thanks to Ian ( vet ) and his staff for their care and support of our special boy each month, 
and to all of you who send stamps or donations to help pay for his treatment - thank you. 
 

******** 
 

    Trevor Williams from Fox Project, an old friend of ours, recently phoned with a request 
with a difference.  We are quite used to Trevor asking us to take a fox for a quick release or 
as a permanent member of the fox family here, even orphaned cubs for release during the 
summer, but never “could we let two budding artists come and draw our foxes”!! 
 
    In due course Hannah and Steven, who are studying at the Royal College of Art, spent a 
few days with us sketching anything they fancied ( we’ve included some of their work ),  
although the foxes are their main interest as they are doing a project about them.  Our foxes 
were a little overwhelmed at having two strangers staring at them, but they showed them-
selves enough for Hannah and Steven to sketch them. 
 
    So remember folks, if in years to come Hannah Lawson or Steven Holland become  
famous, you heard of them first through the Sanctuary!! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
******** 

 

DAKOTA GANG 
 
    Last week a gentleman phoned to ask if we could give a home to eight semi-wild cats.  
his firm was moving premises to a site that had been previously owned by an animal food 
supplier and these cats had naturally fared well food-wise, helping themselves when they 
wanted to.   
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    Now the site was being re-developed and the gentleman feared for them as heavy lorries 
and machinery moved in.  Already one cat had been killed on the busy by-pass outside the 
site.  The cats were being fed but they needed a permanent home.  He had asked two of 
the big animal charities for help, but they had only offered to go and gas them!!  He was 
now getting frantic as smaller sanctuaries were unable to help because they were already 
full. 
 
    We are ‘full’ but in such circumstances we just can’t turn our backs.  As we write, a shed 
is being converted to house them whilst they acclimatise themselves to their new home. 
 
    The cats are all black, thought to be last year’s kittens.  We have called them the Dakota 
Gang ( the Black Hills of Dakota ) and have to raise £200 to neuter them 
and £25 a week to feed them.  Can you help please? 
 
    The gentleman will help financially as much as he can, but there will be 
a deficit and so anything at all will be a godsend. Black cats are notoriously 
difficult to home, but if any of the cats tame down, we will consider the  
possibility.  In the meantime, help!! 
 

******** 

 
HOWEVER - WE DON’T KEEP THEM ALL! 

 
 
    Visitors comment on “how well all the animals look” which is nice to hear ( and which our 
vet bill will testify to! ), but physical health is fairly straightforward - it’s the mental health we 
are mostly dealing with as ongoing problems.  Recently friends of ours with their own  
excellent animal charity were telling us about a dog they have waiting to be homed and her 
problems that have kept her unwanted for nearly a year.  The dog guards her property and 
people a little too well and isn’t at all friendly with people at the front door - we don’t see that 
as a problem as we already have dogs here with that behaviour and know how to live and 
cope with it.  At the moment we are full house and the dog is safe in kennels, but there is a 
possibility of her moving in here in due course.  Knowing she is safe and well cared for 
where she is means her life isn’t in jeopardy, unlike the little dog we collected recently.   
Our ‘phone rang and we were asked to help as their Jack Russell had just grazed the child 
as he snatched a biscuit and the boyfriend was going to “hit it on the head with my crash 
helmet and kill it if it’s still in the house when I get home!”   
 
    The owner knew he wasn’t a bad dog and that it was an unfortunate accident, but  
believed her boyfriend would carry out his threat.  She didn’t have transport and other  
rescue centres had already closed for the day, so - off we went.  Why do these ‘phone calls 
always come in the middle of our busiest times - morning or evening rounds?  Anyway, we 
got caught in the evening rush hour, collected the little lad into safety and a cheerful and 
lovely dog he is.  We’ve had him castrated and given him good food, exercise and care for a 
couple of weeks and now he is in kennels waiting for a new owner.  We haven’t kept him 
here as his ‘problem’ was being in the wrong home - a lively breed, only two years old and 
not being walked at all, so we helped him when he needed it, and know our kennel friends 
will find him a happy home. 

******** 



66 

 

SPONSORED WALK 
 

 
    Our sponsored walk on 22 February was a great success with nearly forty brave walkers 
taking part in the five or ten mile routes.  The weather was great, chilly but dry and sunny, 
and everybody finished the trek.  Sarah Chapman, who organised the event for the  
Sanctuary, was very pleased with the day as it was her first experience of organising such 
an event and we thank her for all the hard work she put in. 
 
    Those of you who would like to make her efforts a resounding success, please send your 
sponsor money to Sarah or here to the Sanctuary. 
 
    We’ll let you know the total amount raised in the next newsletter.  Our thanks to those of 
you who have already sent their money. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    As always, our thanks to all of you who help keep this Sanctuary open with donations, 
food, blankets, towels, stamps, bric-a-brac, etc. 
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                        September 1998 
 
 

HELLO AGAIN 
 
 

    We’re going to admit it and be honest - writing the newsletters is not our favourite job!  
We do appreciate the importance of telling you what we’ve been doing, and are grateful 
when you tell us you enjoy them, but it is always a relief as well as a pleasure when the next 
newsletter is finished.  We of course haven’t written lately as we were in the  
Bahamas all Summer!  Joking apart, we were at the vets rather more than usual and, on top 
of the rest of our routines and all the other jobs, we really have been incredibly busy. 
 
    Recently we asked someone where they were going for their holiday and the answer was 
“just Cornwall” as if it should have been somewhere abroad and exotic, but we both cho-
rused” how lovely”.  To be honest, we did feel a pang of jealousy as we both love Cornwall.  
We live in our little piece of heaven on earth here, but a break from the  
routine and worry would be nice - but impossible.  It has been suggested that we go sepa-
rately for a couple of day, but the pressure on the one left would be horrendous single-
handed.  When one of us is poorly with a migraine and out of action we find it  
difficult, so the one who went away wouldn’t relax but feel guilty leaving the other one!   
 
    Our friend and helper Kate knows many of the animals pretty well, but not necessarily 
enough to spot lurking illness.  Recently 5 cats had sore mouths and needed dental treat-
ment - we didn’t look in their mouths first and spot the problem, but were alerted to a prob-
lem by the cats’ change of behaviour or routine.  Banjo doesn’t like being  
cuddled, but suddenly was asking Liz for attention and sitting on her lap; Samuel changed 
his sleeping position from a cat bed to the window ledge; Mitzi changed from sleeping next 
to Liz in bed to on top of her chest; Poppin’s short coat looked scruffy as she didn’t groom 
herself because her mouth was sore, and Amadeus vomited - so as you can see, all these 
different responses caused us to look for problems and find the bad mouths and get them 
treated - but you can’t expect anyone else to know them like we do; as we’ve said before, 
they’re all individuals and our family. 
 
    In July we went to the vets 20 out of 26 days!  Thank goodness for the support of our vet 
who takes such good care of our animals - we make his job harder, sometimes  
turning up with half a dozen animals needing to be seen, and he makes our life possible 
and easier by giving us the support he does - thanks Ian. 

 
    To give you an idea here are a few case histories of some of our pets treated in July.      
Yogi, a 14 year old Bichon Frisé, had an ulcer on his eye suddenly appear one morning, 
and over the next 8 days went to the vet 5 times, ending up with the eye removed as not 
only was it not healing, but got rapidly worse and caused him great pain.  After the surgery 
he immediately cheered up and got back to normal and, as he already had  
limited sight in the eye that was removed, he didn’t have much difficulty in adjusting to los-
ing it. 
 
Mitzi - 15 year old cat - had 5 visits in 7 days; she had 2 teeth out without problems and 
then developed a blurred eye which meant she was every other day to the vet for a week to 
keep an eye on it ( pun intended ).  Fortunately it responded well and she is now fine. 
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    Kizzy, our Greyhound, raced round out woods at top speed and expected a tree to move 
out of her way! - obviously it didn’t, so when she hit it she tore 2 large holes in her side, her 
skin being considerably thinner than a tree.  She has done this before ( and probably will do 
again ) and sometimes the wounds have been small enough to heal on their own - but these 
weren’t, although fortunately they weren’t deep, with only the skin torn - so she had an an-
aesthetic to be stitched up.  The wounds were fine for a couple of days, but filled with fluid 
that needed draining - so 5 out of 9 days she went to the vet. 
 
    Ziggy, the sister of Yogi, has a wart on her side and it needed checking to see if it can be 
left or needs to be removed ( she kept licking it and has since had it removed ).  
 
    Todd, our old Chihuahua, has congestive heart failure - he is bright and well, but needs to 
be checked and occasionally have extra treatment in the form of an injection to remove fluid 
from his lungs that makes him cough. 
 
    Tiffin, German Shepherd X, 11 years old, has arthritis and has been on tablets for a few 
months, but has now worsened and needs an injection to ‘top up’ the treatment and keep 
her out of pain. 
 
    Placido, our dopey cat who is as soft as butter, had ‘flu and needed antibiotics. 
 
    Lady, 16 year old Labrador X, is the proverbial creaking gate - stiff legs and kneecaps in 
the wrong place, sore gums that mean we have to keep her teeth brushed  
regularly, and a heart problem, but she’s happy and still tries to chase Kizzy the  
Greyhound.  She had a sore skin which needed treatment and has responded to  
tablets. 
 
    Bandit - 13 year old cat, who Ian ( vet ) resuscitated when she was born by  
Caesarean, has emphysema that needs treatment - like Todd - to remove fluid from her 
lungs and reduce inflammation. 
 
    Samuel the cat had his dental treatment, so did Mitzi and Amadeus - who saw Ian 6 out 
of 7 days as we couldn’t take chances with him ( see Amadeus update for more  
Details ). 
 
    We also took Cameron, our 3-legged fox who had pain in his one hind leg -  
fortunately he’s responded to treatment; we took a fox cub we were fostering for Fox Project 
to have a leg amputated after the other cubs attacked her; we took Trevor our turkey who 
was limping and needed anti-inflammatories; and we took Percy, one of the Dakota Gang, 
when he had a chest infection.   
     
    Remember Symphony and Santa, the feral kittens from last year (whose brother  
Sunshine died)?  Well, they have grown into teenagers and were able to be neutered - all 
went well.  Then remember that most of these need treatment at home, i.e. tablets  twice a 
day, eye ointment 4 times or more a day, bathe wounds twice a day, etc, etc, you can see 
what a busy patch we’ve been through.  Not all major problems, but all needing attention. 
 
    Often when we take an animal in it arrives with health problems and, as they are  
usually ‘golden oldies’ when they arrive, we of course will have them as their health  
deteriorates with age.   
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    As our vet said recently when we were chatting, most average animal owners will per-
haps have 3 cats one after the other (average age of cats 13 years - owner of cats from 30 
years to 70 years approx.) so should see few problems and experience only 3 deaths, 
probably from different complaints, so multiply that owner’s 3 by how many we have, add on 
the other animals as well, and you can see why we are so often at the vets!  Then include 
the older ones who need a special diet because of their age-related health problems - one 
dog’s dinner now costs 5 times more than his old diet, but it keeps him fit and well, and you 
can see why the vet bill is outstanding again. 

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

 

TREVOR, THE TURKEY 
 
    Trevor, our mean Turkey, has his own mini fan club!!  What did he do to deserve this, you 
may ask!!  Well, he needed the vet and so travelled in the back of Liz’s minibus and sat in 
the vets waiting room just like any other pet. 
 
    Poor Trevor, who originally escaped from a turkey farm, was bred for size 
and weighs nearly 30lbs, but his poor legs were never expected to carry 
such a weight and so his leg joints are swollen with arthritis.  Now and again 
things get bad and he is hardly able to walk, so off to the vet he goes for an 
injection to ease the pain.  It was on such an occasion, a couple of weeks 
ago, that the ‘fan club’ started. 
 
    Trevor was sitting on Liz’s lap in the waiting room and a lady asked if she could stroke 
Trevor (well, he does have an ugly beauty about him).  Trevor was quite  
impressed and sat as good as gold on this occasion, although it must be said that on a pre-
vious encounter with a fan, when the silly person stroked him and then admitted he had 
eaten one of Trevor’s relatives at Christmas, Trevor pecked him!! 
 
    Trevor then went in to seen Ian the vet for his injection.  Now Trevor, a bully on his own 
home ground, is scared at the vets and shakes!!  No, please don’t laugh - it’s sad really!! 
Anyway, injection over, Trevor returned home and quickly improved. 
 
     The next time Liz visited the surgery a few days later, Ian laughed and said that  
several people who had been in the waiting room and had admired Trevor from a  
distance had enquired as to his wellbeing.  Perhaps we should put a bulletin on the  
notice board at the surgery, in case there are unknown ‘fans’ out there, all desperate to 
know about his health. 

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

 

SAINSBURY’S 
 
    It really is a funny old world with some lovely people in it.  A few weeks ago, Jacky was in 
the local Sainsbury’s, redeeming dozens of the many Whiskas vouchers so many of you 
kindly sent.  She was at the checkout piling up tin after tin when the lady in front of her, on 
her way out, turned round and asked “have you a cat or 2?”.  Jacky replied that we were an 
animal sanctuary.  The lady fumbled in her purse and produced a £5 note - “for the cats” 
she said.  Wasn’t that kind, and so unexpected.  From your good, came more. 
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    Another time, Liz was in the vets waiting room.  A lady started talking and Liz was telling 
her about the animals with her and others at the Sanctuary.  The lady then went in to see 
the vet and when she came out, walked over to Liz and gave her a cheque for the animals.  
Such kindness always leaves us speechless. 

 
 

THE WALK 
 
 

    Last February, Sarah Chapman organised a sponsored walk in aid of the Sanctuary.  The 
whole event was a huge success from the weather to walkers and to sponsors. 
 
    From everyone’s efforts the magnificent sum of £1,898.50 was raised and we can only 
say what a great help it has been towards our vet bill (our constant worry). 
 
    Everyone we spoke to thoroughly enjoyed the day walking in some of our beautiful coun-
tryside.  At lunchtime a break was taken in a very old and charming village at one of their 
‘hostelries’ and the walk continued afterwards towards the Sanctuary.  In fact, some of the 
walkers ‘called in’. 
 
    A big thank you to Sarah for all her hard work and to everyone who joined in and made 
the day such a resounding success. 

 
TILLY 

 
 
    Doesn’t everyone have an upturned milk crate keeping their back door open?  Well, we 
do and all because of 1 tiny little Yorkie named Tilly. 
 
    Last Summer, this ancient little Yorkie who is blind and very, very deaf was found  
wandering alone in the streets.  She was handed in to our vets and despite being  
reported to the Police, no-one ever claimed her.  The vet asked us to take her as 
she was in a very sorry state and frankly none of us expected her to survive very 
long.  A year later, she is very much still with us and, despite pneumonia earlier in 
the year which again had us believing she wouldn’t survive, is boss of the kitchen. 
 
 
    ‘She’ decided that she wished to reside in the kitchen and so had a bed installed with her 
own water bowl ensuite, so to speak.  Now that we know her it shouldn’t have come as any 
surprise, as she is the piggiest poppet you could wish to meet.  She is doing us a great fa-
vour to reside in the kitchen you must understand, because she constantly considers our 
aching backs and devours any crumbs on the floor and especially any offerings the cats 
might drop out of their food bowls from the work surfaces!! 
 
    Tilly can be fast asleep in her bed, but a dropped crumb of anything is sniffed out and 
devoured before we can say a word. 
 
    The aforementioned milk crate is a boon in deterring one Tilly from escaping out of the 
back door in her quest for more appetising bits and bobs dropped by the birds or foxes.  
She is simply amazing as to just what she can find. 
    Sometimes, the milk crate is a thorn in her side and we watch as she often very  
successfully climbs over the milk crate or pushes the back door open with her nose and 

then shoulders. 
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   If Henrietta, the stone hedgehog, used as further reinforcement for the milk crate, hasn’t 
been pushed close enough to the door, Tilly soon finds the gap and fights her way out.  She 
has indoors and outdoors totally mapped out in her little brain and knows exactly where she 
is going and where she wants to be.  Once out there is so much to check up on and the cry 
soon goes up, “Tilly is out”, and we have to track her down to return her to the kitchen. 
 
    She has the most wonderful character and is so cheeky that we are always laughing at 
her.  She shouts at us at meal times until she is fed...don’t think that she doesn’t know what 
time it is.  Punctuality is high on her priorities and the thin little bedraggled mutt that arrived 
last year is no more.  She is podgy now from all her extra snacks!! 
 
Update  We are considering a baby gate!!  Tilly has become far too adept at scaling the milk 
crate. 

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

 

AMADEUS UPDATE 
 
    Our boy has given us more worry in 3½ weeks than he has done for the last 3½ years, 
but we’re very glad to be able to say he’s OK again now. 
 
    During the Summer he occasionally ate only half his meal and when we looked found a 
couple of teeth with small holes in.  We really wanted to avoid him having an  
anaesthetic and teeth removed if possible as we were only too aware of the problems he 
might have because of his cancer and chemotherapy - it could literally have been the last 
straw to his system and killed him.  So, we watched and waited in the hope that the teeth 
wouldn’t worsen, but as you’ve obviously realised by now they did, to the point where one 
weekend Amadeus would only eat puréed chicken that he could lap, so Monday morning he 
was booked in urgently for dental treatment.  He sailed through his anaesthetic well and had 
3 teeth extracted and also intravenous fluid to help support his system to recover, and then 
stayed on fluids for another 2 days as he didn’t want to eat as his gums were obviously a bit 
sore still.   
 
    Painkillers for cats can be a problem generally, and Amadeus had already had the top 
level of doses which certainly helped, but we couldn’t risk giving him extra which could poi-
son him, but had to control the pain so he would want to eat.  With our vet’s blessing we 
tried a homeopathic remedy and amazingly after the first dose Amadeus was asking 
“Where’s my tea?”.  He from that point went from strength to strength with his appetite and 
put on the weight that he had lost and devoured raw beef by the cow! 
 
    However, he wasn’t quite ready to stop worrying us - while his face was bright and his 
appetite excellent, he was quiet and lethargic, his fur was falling out and he didn’t bother to 
greet visitors, and even worse, didn’t bother to go to bed with Liz.  He slept in the kitchen, 
woke to eat and went back to sleep.  Another vet visit for a blood sample which revealed he 
was anaemic and because of his chemotherapy his bone marrow count was low as well, 
causing him to feel tired all the time.   
 
    A course of antibiotics, an iron tonic, a homeopathic remedy to boost his immune system 
and raw liver as well have all played their part in getting him back on his feet.  We knew we 
were over the worse the night he went back to sleeping with Liz, which was a great relief.  
His fur is now re-growing and he is back out in the sun and up and about getting involved 
with all our goings on.   
So with much TLC (Tender Loving Care) and veterinary support ( thanks Ian ) our boy is 
safe and sound and back to his usual self. 
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DAKOTA GANG UPDATE 
 

    Thank you to those of you who kindly sent donations to our feral cats.  We were  
expecting 8 but only 6 were caught and delivered to us, the last 2 having disappeared with-
out trace. 
 
    They are now all neutered after some excitement that one had arrived pregnant - she 
wasn’t, but she did get named Lily, as in ‘Lily in the Pink’.  As she was indoors to start with 
because of her supposed pregnancy, she became used to us being around her and in fact 
decided we were quite nice.  She now has her freedom to come and go as she wants ( after 
being spayed ) and chose to become a house cat!  If the weather is nice she’ll lay just out-
side, but otherwise is indoors on Liz’s bed!  She doesn’t like to be picked up, but has pro-
gressed to being stroked and shares the bed with Liz overnight - some feral! 
 
    The youngsters, probably last year’s kittens, are 1 boy and 2 girls.  The boy is the spitting 
image of a previous feral we had with the original (!) name of Tom, so this lad is now 
Tommy.  Having started with flowers for girls, his sisters are Tulip and Rose ( and Rose is 
very thorny ).  The two adults are 1 male, 1 female - she is called Crocus and we don’t see 
much of her.  Food and bedding are provided in a shed, but we don’t see her during the day 
like the others and believe she comes and eats overnight - she is truly feral and wants noth-
ing to do with humans.  The ex-tom is now Percy - not quite sure why, but after his castra-
tion he had a couple of poorly days and at one stage Liz said “Poor Percy” and it stuck!  We 
wonder if he originally was a dumped pet because he is rather brave - he uses the catflap to 
sleep indoors on the sofa overnight! 
 
    The youngsters come into the kitchen to explore during the day when the back door is 
open - allowing a quick getaway if they get scared.  At mealtimes they come to the kitchen 
and watch it being prepared, and occasionally come into the kitchen to eat instead of going 
to their shed.  During the day when we are about doing our jobs outside, they will sit and 
watch us, and we can walk right past Tommy and Tulip without them moving away, as they 
know they are safe and we won’t try to stroke them.  They follow us around and watch with 
interest and amazement at our other cats coming to be fussed and hopefully 
Tommy and Tulip will one day come closer and join in wanting to be 
stroked.  Rose will not! - she watches, always at a distance, but is the first to 
lead the way to their food shed.  Percy sits and watches it all from the roof 
of their shed, just like a granddad keeping a watchful eye on his grandchil-
dren’s antics.  He recently had a chest infection and needed to come in-
doors for a couple of weeks antibiotic treatment, and he accepted that sur-
prisingly well and was soon back out and about with the rest of his family.   
 
    When we see the youngsters chasing each other, playing with twigs, or Percy sitting in 
the sun, we are very glad we got involved and said yes when we were asked to help, other-
wise they would now be dead. 

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

 
    Summer is very nearly over although it hardly feels as if it ever arrived.  So much rain 
makes life twice as hard and it feels as if we will be in for a long Winter.  If any of our local 
supporters could spare a couple of hours or so just doing odd jobs around the Sanctuary, 
from cutting back nettles to making the front of the bungalow look tidy, we’d be glad to hear 
from you.  
 We always seem to have so much to do that the non-essential jobs are often not done. 
 

**************** 
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    If any serious gardeners would like free manure, please give us a ring.  We have so 
much that we don’t know what to do with it and, of course, we have a constant supply. 

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

 
    Our thanks as always to Marilyn for her constant fund-raising.  She regularly has a stall 
outside our local Alldays supermarket and raises a surprising amount for the  
Sanctuary.  We would like to thank Mr & Mrs Gardner for allowing us a site of their land for 
free, anytime we want ( this includes the Thursday market ).  Thanks also to all those who 
help at the ‘bigger do’s’ and raise money at the local fêtes and summer shows.  Good qual-
ity bric-a-brac is always needed to fill the stalls and if anyone has any please contact 
Marilyn. 
 
    Our grateful thanks to Fred for his constant support.  He regularly buys tins of cat food at 
the supermarkets when they are on special offer, picks up our order at our wholesaler for 
the rest of the animals, collects bric-a-brac for Marilyn and then goes to the larger fund-
raising events with Marilyn.  He is always whizzing somewhere or  
another for us and is truly our Whizz Kid!! 
 
    Many thanks to David for being the ‘go between’ between the Tax Man and us.  That is 
certainly a big weight off our shoulders. 
 
    And finally, a big thank you for all our supporters in whatever way you help us.   
Without all of you the Sanctuary couldn’t keep open. 
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                                                          December 1998 
 
 

HAPPY CHRISTMAS. 
 
 

    Yes, it’s here again - Christmas is nearly upon us although it doesn’t seem very long 
since the last one. 
 
    The last year at the Sanctuary has been one with the usual ups and downs that go with 
our somewhat different lifestyle.  We’ve lost some of our old favourites and some new faces 
have appeared, to be coaxed out of the fear they arrived with.  We are never complacent for 
we know that even after some time with us, a sudden fright can make the fear re-appear, 
however temporary.  It makes us so angry that mostly people have caused the animal to be 
so scared and that fear will stay with them for the rest of their life, however dormant it may 
appear to be. 
 
    But, that’s what we are here for, to help and understand them and when we feel down 
because of constant rain and mud, shortage of money or sheer tiredness, our comfort is 
that at least they have found happiness. 

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

 

THE DAKOTA GANG 
 
     Last newsletter we wrote an update about our black Dakota feral cats, and it was lovely 
to hear from some of you who also have wildies and recognise their behaviour.  Do you  
remember last year’s feral kittens Santa and Symphony?  Recently Liz went to bed later 
than usual - and found the two of them on her bed waiting for her - very  
unusual.  Santa will quite often be waiting, but never Symphony - she 
creeps on to the bed in the middle of the night for a cuddle, so the two 
settled down with Liz and the other cats, and a few minutes later Lily - 
one of the Dakota ferals - strolled onto the bed and curled up in the 
crook of Liz’s arm as if it was the most natural thing to do - when she 
arrived she would have gashed a human arm to ribbons given half a 
chance - it is amazing how they can respond. 
 
    However, they still retain their flight or fight instinct on certain occasions - if we see Santa 
outdoors it is just as a ginger and white flash as he disappears - yet indoors he is so soft 
and relaxed; Symphony is rarely seen indoors, but now outdoors stops and stares to make 
sure it is us and then runs up to us, all purrs and please tickle me!  If we try to pick Santa up 
when he doesn’t want it - he will fight and scratch - so we don’t  
upset him and pick him up unless it’s important, but Lily can be picked up carefully as long 
as she approached us first, not us going up to her - complicated little souls aren’t they!  It is 
wonderful to see them lose their fear and gain in confidence as they learn to trust us. 
 
[P.S.  Since we wrote this a few weeks ago, there have been more changes.   
Symphony is often indoors now, weaving round our legs - unless there are visitors about; 
Lily regularly sleeps with Liz and Percy, the Dad of the Dakota Gang, is indoors nearly all 
the time - unless the weather is good - which isn’t often!] 

 
**************** 
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CARPET CHAOS 

 
 

    Until recently we have had carpet in our lounge, but have had increasing difficulty in 
keeping it clean as our muddy and wet-pawed canines come directly into the lounge from 
outside.  No matter how much we hoover, the mud dries on and in the carpet and results in 
a layer of dust over everything, as well as a brown not blue carpet.  For some time we have 
considered other options for the floor - lino is out of the question as safety is the first consid-
eration for our many old age pensioner pooches and wet lino is lethally slippery as you 
know. 
 
    On one of our many visits to our vets we took note of their flooring and asked the nurses 
and staff about it, to be told that it lived up to its name of non-slip lino.   
Apparently it has graphite in it which makes it non-slip, and having tried unsuccessfully to 
slip on it in the vets’ waiting room, knew it was the answer to our problem - well  
almost!  As ever, finances were the next problem and we looked in Yellow Pages and found 
firms that did commercial flooring, but the cost was completely prohibitive and in the end, in 
desperation, we went to our usual bargain carpet / lino shop to get a piece of lino just for the 
worst middle strip from the doors to outside.  In a flash of inspiration Jacky mentioned what 
we really needed, to be told that they also supply and fit other shops in the area with it and 
should be able to sort us out with some.  We measured up and cautiously asked for a quote 
and, as long-term customers of Jim’s - he told us what it should be - saw us go white - and 
then cut that price in half!   
     
    We recently had received a small legacy from a supporter and, after paying the  
vet-bill up to date, had just a bit left over and after much discussion decided we’d never 
have such a good chance again to get what we need for the animals - something that is 
easy to keep clean, so we said yes.  The next week was chaos as it made sense to throw a 
coat of paint everywhere first, but we have a very large lounge - nearly the length of the 
bungalow, and lots of interested helpers.  We ended up painting radiators, etc, from 10.30 
pm - after the dogs were in bed, so that the paint was dry by morning, but still ended up with 
the occasional blue tipped tail or ear.   
 
    We know many of our canine family have severe mental problems and expected  
behavioural troubles when the men came to lift the old carpet and lay the new lino, but were 
surprised that the first day of preparation, cleaning and moving furniture by us  
upset them.  Cowley, a Border Collie, started chewing himself that evening - a nervous habit 
he arrived with and not been seen for so long we’d almost forgotten he used to do it. 
 
    Tammity, worried by us up a stepladder, thought shouting about it would help, so kept 
barking to reassure himself. 
 
    Widget - a Terrier X who, when worried or scared, goes walkabout and visits a nearby 
stables, tried to escape again, and several other dogs were reluctant to eat  
dinner.  Things could only get worse - and they did! 
 
    During the day, our dogs have free access in the bungalow and to the garden unless the 
weather is bad, but obviously they couldn’t stay in the lounge with the men here, so we put 
them in to bed - we thought just for the day, unfortunately it wasn’t.  When the carpet was 
lifted, the concrete came up as well, so it needed to be screeded - and the dogs and cats 
kept off it, easier said than done!   
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  Fortunately we both have a door to outside from our bedrooms, so were able to walk our 
dogs, but instead of being back in the lounge that evening, it was back to bed for them.  
We’d run out of space so had furniture in the garden covered by a tarpaulin -  
including our armchairs, so we sat on plastic garden chairs that evening in an empty room.  
The following day the new flooring was laid but it took ‘till 4 pm and then we moved the fur-
niture back in and let the dogs out of our bedrooms at last.   
   
    We were very pleased with how good they had been for two long days, and they were 
very pleased to be back out with us.  We expected quite a lot of reaction from them, but 
amazingly had very little, with the worst being our Pomeranian ‘Oxo’ who had an epileptic fit 
on Saturday from the stress, but quickly recovered.  So, now we are able to sweep and mop 
our new floor which makes it so much easier as you can imagine.  It was a horrendously 
hard couple of days for our animals and us, but worthwhile in the end. 

 
 

A MOUSY TAIL. 
 

    Bedtime is usually straightforward - dogs in the garden, back indoors and left into Jacky’s 
bedroom or right into Liz’s bedroom; cats biscuit bowls and litter trays filled or emptied as 
necessary and so to bed, but not this night. 
 
    Dogs in bed, Jacky in the bathroom and Quink ( cat ) charges into Liz’s bedroom with a 
mouse and, at a yell from Liz, dropped it on the cats’ table next to their biscuit bowl!  Quink 
jumped down, the mouse stood on it’s hind legs and thumped Crocket ( cat ) on the nose - 
and Crocket had been minding his own business eating biscuits and just sat there looking  
bemused.  
 
    Now catching it before Quink returned was important, but Liz didn’t reckon on using bare 
hands, and with Jacky unable to come and be reinforcements it was grab the cotton bud 
pot, tip them out and put the pot over it - that was Plan 1 that didn’t work!   

 
    As many of you doubtless know, mice are very quick - certainly quicker than Liz at the 
end of the day! and mouse took a flying  leap and landed in the litter tray of the cat pen next 
to the table!   
 
    Now - in the pen was Dommie, a cat who had had dental treatment that morning and was 
cosily tucked up in bed - fortunately not dreaming of mouse supper as she ignored it, but 
she isn’t an easy cat at the best of times and she wasn’t impressed at being disturbed.  Her 
language as Liz tried to catch mouse dashing round the pen wasn’t ladylike, and to be  
honest Liz’s language was getting a bit fraught as well!   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    Plan 2 was empty Dommie’s water bowl as it was bigger, but with mouse behind  
Dommie, and Liz’s feet at an angle round Branston ( dog ) in bed, that didn’t work either.  At 
this point we must warn you that this tale doesn’t have a happy ending - the mouse jumped 
out of the pen, straight back into Quink’s jaws.  Another yell from Liz and Quink went to the 
cat flap - and then remembered it was pouring with rain ( didn’t bother him when he went 
out hunting! ) so changed direction and landed in the middle of the sleeping dogs and let go 
again!   
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    This time mouse disappeared under the bed settee between the dogs and Quink sat on 
the window ledge looking very disgruntled. There was no way to find mouse, so Liz cleaned 
up scattered cotton buds, re-filled   Dommie’s water bowl and went to bed - but not to sleep 
as every sound and movement might have been the mouse.  The following morning the 
dogs got up, but no sign of a hidden mouse, but by lunchtime a little carcass was found. 
 

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

AMADEUS UPDATE. 
 
 

    He’s fine, his dental treatment a distant memory fortunately.  His appetite is good, his 
fur’s re-grown, he’s put on weight and is bright eyed and beautiful again after the scare  
earlier this year.  The cold weather at night doesn’t bother him - he just gets under the duvet 
and snuggles up to Liz - the only problem with that is when other cats jump on the bed not 
realising that the lump they land on isn’t Liz, but a cat! - it doesn’t seem to bother Amadeus 
though.  Raw beef is still his favourite meal, although he will accept Felix as well, and the 
occasional cat biscuits. 
 
    We still collect used postage stamps and have envelopes arrive addressed to  
Amadeus Appeal, and thank you Elaine for sorting them and selling them on our behalf.  
We recently received £44 for the last lot sold to raise funds, so thanks to you all who send 
them ( foreign ones raise more than British ones, but all wanted ). 
 
    We know how lucky we are to still have Amadeus with us and thank all of you who care 
about him.  He sends his love and lots of Christmas good wishes to you. 
 

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

 
TREVOR TURKEY. 

 
 

    Dear old Trevor the turkey has sadly met his maker.  All of you who met Trevor will know 
what a proud and beautiful bird he was despite his evil reputation for attacking people.  We 
must admit that at times his aggressive behaviour made us threaten him with being on a 
plate for Christmas dinner, but despite all that we loved him and will miss him so much  
because he was such a character. 
 
    Trevor spent five happy years here, terrorising anyone or anything that foolishly went too 
close to him.  Many a time it was taking two people to feed and water or clean out the  
chickens and turkeys as he paraded around with evil intent. 
 
    The arthritis in Trevor’s legs finally was his undoing as we were unable to control the pain 
and eventually he didn’t leave his house or eat much.  So it was with very heavy hearts that 
we had to make the awful decision and Trevor was given the final injection by our vet Ian, 
laying on Liz’s lap with his head tucked under her arm. 
 
    If Trevor hadn’t been bred for meat, his huge body ( 28 lbs ) wouldn’t have weighed too 
much for his legs and he might have lived until he was ten or twelve years old.  But it wasn’t 
to be and he now rests in our animal burial plot with other friends. 

 
**************** 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME. 
 

We’re often asked how we find names for all our animals, but it’s not usually too difficult.  
We don’t re-name every one, but certainly most of them we do for several reasons: 
 
1) we don’t re-use a name, so if it’s a duplicate, we change it; 
 
2) if the animal was a stray, obviously; 
 
3) if we really don’t like the name; 
 
 and the most important reason 
 
4) because it gives the animal a fresh identity and a fresh start from previous traumas 

and unhappiness. 
 
Below are a few names and reasons and you’ll soon see what we mean by how easy it is: 

 
 
TAZZ.  
In honour of our black 3-legged Labrador, Tizz. 
 
AMY. 
Anagram of May - her birthday month. 
 
DICKENS. 
A Dickens of a dog - i.e. a bit of a handful! 
 
GULLIVER. 
A Spaniel X who’d travelled around a lot - Gulliver’s Travels. 
 
SPOCK. 
Yes, his ears were very pointed and funny when he was young. 
 
TREKKIE. 
Not another Star Trek name, but an ex-stray trekking the countryside. 
 
SODA. 
So dejected and miserable when she arrived, but could see the bubble of mischief in her. 
 
FLIGHT. 
Border Collie who loves to fly around and over anything - or anyone. 
 
PEPSI. 
Toy Poodle arrived as Pepi - a bit too obvious for us, so we added the ‘S’. 
 
PLACIDO. 
A cat as soft and handsome as Placido Domingo, but he doesn’t sing! 

 
BANDIT. 
A stripy tabby cat - bands of black and grey. 
 
BANJO. 
In honour of B-J, another cat we wanted to remember, so we re‑used the initials. 
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GUS. 
In honour of Guinness - first and last letters, and he arrived on the 1st of August. 
 
ADMIRAL. 
Likes to oversee and supervise everything and everyone. 
 
ICICLE & ICEBERG. 
Two white goats - bigger one Iceberg, little one Icicle. 
 
SAUSAGE, CHIPOLATA, SPAM & FRITTER. 
Our four piggies that didn’t go to market! 
 
POPPY. 
Came in November, a few days before Remembrance Sunday. 
 
BONNIE. 
Came as Poppy, nickname Bunnie, which over time became Bonnie, and she is a bonny 
cat. 
 
CATKIN. 
Cat came with two kittens - her kin - and has wonderful yellow eyes like the flower. 
 
THOMASINA. 
A tiny runt of a kitten that needed a big name. 
 
CASCADE. 
A longhaired silver and white cat that looks like rushing water. 
 
MERMAID. 
Has a white tail tip, just a bit different, like a mermaid’s! 
 
SAXON & ZULU. 
A pair of fighting boys who no longer behave like warriors. 
 
DICE & DOMINO. 
With large spots of black on their white tummies. 
 
POPPIN. 
Popped in and out of a hole in a deserted shed to care for her kittens. 
 
TOBIAS. 
Was Tubby - rather unflattering so changed to something more suited to his size and  
personality. 
 
LODGE. 
Ex-stray run over in Old Lodge Lane. 
 
GRACE. 
Yes - a graceful girl. 
 
QUINK. 
Chin looks as if it’s been dipped in the ink pot. 
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QUILL. 
Semi-longhaired with a feathery tail like a quill pen. 
 
SNOWDON. 
Black ears with white on the tips like snow on a mountain. 
 
RUSTIC. 
Was Rusty - obviously ginger, so made a bit more personal. 
 
BRANSTON. 
Yes, a dog who’s a bit of a pickle. 
 
TODD. 
A red longhaired Chihuahua - Todd is Latin for fox. 
 
JOLLY. 
Jolly name for a jolly dog. 
 
    Then there’s the names just because we like them, or think it suits the animal - a fun 
name for Boris, a smart name for Bellamy, outdoors names for goats - Thistle, Teasel,  
Timber, Trug, and even so we still have a Soots, Blackie and Ebony for black cats, so you 
get the idea and see that it’s not so difficult to give a new name. 
 

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

    As this newsletter comes to a close, we must thank all of you who continue to support the 
Sanctuary with sponsorship, donations, stamps, newspapers, bric-a-brac and food.   
Without ALL of you we couldn’t continue.  
 
     We welcome and thank Glenda, Gareth and Mary who have kindly come and helped 
with some of the many odd jobs needing to be done, and thanks to Dave and his friends for 
laying concrete to stand the chicken and turkey houses on before they sank beneath the 
mud.   
 
    Thanks Phil for all your help wiring various houses so that we could have light and  
actually see what we are doing!!   
     
    To Janice, Derek and John, thanks again for typing, printing and getting all the  
newsletters over to us.  We appreciate everyone’s help. 
 
    Please keep collecting your used postage stamps and any unwanted Christmas gifts 
would be gratefully received to sell on our stalls. 
 
A very happy and peaceful Christmas to everyone. 
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                                                                                             March 1999 
 
                                            HAPPY EASTER 
 
    It doesn’t seem possible that 3 months have passed since we wrote the last newsletter 
and that Spring is just around the corner.  This Winter and for some time before, the 
heavy and continuous rain has seen most of the Sanctuary reduced to a mud bath.  Now, 
if we could have bagged the mud up and sold it, we wouldn’t be asking for your help!! 
 
    Our vet bill currently stands at £1,000+ per month.  It is such a large but necessary  
expenditure, but so often we struggle to find the money to pay it.  We would like to start a 
Vet Bill Fund.  We are not asking you for ‘loads of money’ though and we are not asking 
those of you who so generously sponsor an animal or already send donations.  We are 
asking any of you who think that giving just a little won’t make any difference, because  
IT WILL. 
 
    We send out over 500 newsletters, and if those of you who enjoy reading about our 
family could send just £2 a month - less than 50p per week - our vet bill problem could be 
at an end. 
 
    We have many elderly animals and some require constant treatment for arthritis, over‑-
active thyroid, heart or kidney problems. Each month our basic drugs bill is £702.17p. 
Our vet certainly keeps prices to a minimum for us and we bulk buy pain killers or drugs 
for a specific condition, but consultations, operations and dental work all make the bill an 
even larger one. 
 
    So will you please help?  If you would like to contribute by standing order to our  
Barclays Bank Account, please contact us for details. If you can send a couple of £1 coins 
to us each month ( we won’t acknowledge, to save postage ) it will make such a  
difference.  We can’t deny the animals veterinary treatment.  Can you? 
 
    Please remember we are a very small charity, but our outgoings are enormous because 
of the animals’ problems.  They stay here for life, so we can’t ask for a donation when they 
are re-homed. Your donations or sponsorship of an animal or any fund-raising is how we 
keep going - just.  Please keep sending your used postage stamps, collect items suitable 
for selling on our stalls or organise any fund-raising event yourself.  The cost of living is 
rising all the time and so must our income if we are going to survive. 
 
“Nobody ever made a greater mistake than he who did nothing because he could only do 
a little.”       (ANON). 

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

BUSINESS AS USUAL 
 
    We had a very hectic spell when we changed the carpet last year as we started  
re‑decorating at the same time ( 3 months later we’re still not finished ).  The week after 
the flooring had been laid we had another two days of chaos when a migraine struck, so 
on the third day we said “Let’s have a quiet day to recover a bit” - one from doing the work 
of two, and one from the migraine.  Needless to say it wasn’t at all quiet - the usual rounds 
of feeding, cleaning, walking, etc, were finished by 11.30am and we had a quick twenty 
minute coffee-break before sorting the jumble and bric-a-brac out for our sale the next day 
and taking the first car load to the hall.  We stopped at 2pm for half an hour with a  
sandwich, took a second load of jumble to the hall and then planned a sit-down for a rest - 
but we didn’t get it. 
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    Our wholesalers who donate split sacks of dog and cat food to us 
turned up with a much appreciated delivery so we shifted and stored 
that, and grabbed another quick coffee‑break, 3.30pm - 4pm.  By 
now, we’re both flagging, but it’s time to start the afternoon rounds 
which usually finish at 8pm, but we pulled out our last bits of energy 
and finished early - 7.30pm!  We had a quiet evening in front of the 
television, but not exactly the quiet day we’d hoped for! 

 
 
 

IN MEMORY OF 
 

    The hardest part of our lifestyle is the death of our family members, and in the seven 
weeks since Christmas we have lost seven cats and two dogs - mostly ‘golden oldies’.  
Thank goodness we don’t often go through such a bad patch of so many so quickly, but as 
we know only too well, grieving is the price we pay for loving.  We’d like to share two  
obituaries with you - one for someone many of you knew, and one for someone few of you 
knew. 
 

AMADEUS MEMORIAL 
 

    Amadeus lost his fight for life on 10th January 1999. 
 
    Those dry words we hear so often as journalists report that someone has lost their brave 
fight against cancer, but it doesn’t touch the heartache of those involved - how can it?  What 
words can we write to say how special Amadeus was, how much joy he gave us, and how 
so very much it hurts that he is no longer with us in body, but always will be in spirit.  How 
we - and many of you - loved him and he thrived and blossomed on it, and that is what kept 
him wanting to live for so long against the odds - he really was our miracle boy. 
 
    At the start of chemotherapy we had nothing to lose by trying treatment and were  
delighted by his response, but hadn’t any expectations for how long he would stay in  
remission.  His treatment started in the January and we prayed he would be well and able to 
enjoy the summer months - we could never have dreamt he would have three summers!  
We never took his health and happiness for granted - it was always at the back of our minds 
that he was on borrowed time, and had used most of his nine lives up.  In knowing that the 
inevitable would happen eventually made every day, every moment with him more  
important - we were given another chance with his life and made sure he enjoyed it to the 
full. 
 
    What finally took his life wasn’t directly the cancer, although that must have tired his 
body, but we believe he died because he was ready to let go.  He caught ‘flu and had a  
couple of off-days, feeling rough with it as we all do with ‘flu.  As he improved from that he 
had a stroke, and in spite of an initially hopeful improvement a second stroke a week later 
was too much for him and he died peacefully in his bed. 
In spite of the pain now, we are so glad Amadeus came to us and touched our lives, and in 
our sadness we remember the many happy times we shared with him. 
 
    How, whenever we went to the fridge, he was there waving his paw at us and trying to 
peer in to see if it was his beef coming out, or were we feeding ourselves. 
 
    His impatient little miaow of ‘please hurry up’ when he saw the beef arriving, especially if 
he had to wait while we cut it up for him ( thank you, Fred, for all the times you bought it and 
prepared it ). 
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    His interest in visitors and demands for attention from them, whether it was just a ‘hello’ 
and a stroke (the typist of this newsletter had the privilege of one or two of these), or a full 
climb on the shoulder cuddle and whisper in their ear.  
 
    His sitting in the sun watching the world go by, or chasing a leaf in the breeze down the 
lane, and at the end of the day climbing into his spot in bed with Liz. 
 
    Did we know how special he was when we first met him?  Perhaps not, although Liz 
knew when she first set eyes on him that her heart gave a flip and she fell in love.  As many 
of you will remember, he arrived after a road accident and had a paralysed leg, and as we 
watched him balance and cope with that we saw his courage and strength of spirit.  If was 
after he regained the use of his leg that his lymph cancer struck, and we felt bitter, angry 
and how unfair that was, but Amadeus accepted it completely with the attitude of “well, let’s 
get on with life” - and so we did.  We organised the Amadeus Appeal to raise funds for his 
treatment, and we thank all of you who responded with used stamps and donations - you all 
helped give him his life. 
 
    Most of all, thank you Ian (vet) without whose expert care and support we would never 
have got Amadeus over the first hurdle of chemotherapy and not have had four wonderful 
years with him. 
 
    Amadeus - sleep in peace for ever. 
 
 
    If you wish to send a donation in memory of Amadeus, we will use it towards buying new 
cat beds. 
  
                                                                   ******* 
 

LADY MEMORIAL 
 
 

    Lady was a rather plain, ordinary little dog - a small Labrador X something perhaps - not 
a P.A.T. dog, not a sponsored dog with an Aunty or Uncle, but a much loved and very  
special dog to us who, like Amadeus, proved time and time again that she wanted to savour 
every moment of living her retirement with us. 
 
    She came to us in November 1994, approximately twelve years old,  
but looked more like one hundred and twelve!  An elderly lady had taken 
her on a year previously when the original owner developed Alzheimer’s 
and Lady would go days without food, and then have several meals in 
one day and her owner couldn’t cope with her needs.  The person who 
then took her meant well, but didn’t realise that Lady had some health 
problems that needed treatment, and when Lady - in a lot of pain from 
arthritis - snapped at someone, the woman wouldn’t keep her.  Knowing Lady as we do 
now, we find it incredible that Lady ever snapped at anyone as it was so completely out of 
character, and shows just how much of a state she was in. 
 
 Lady arrived with us looking pretty miserable and went straight to Ian ( vet ) the next day to 
see how and if we could keep her.  A heart murmur was discovered but not a problem; she 
had ulcers in her mouth - tablets for those and arthritis - tablets for that.  Within a week the 
change was amazing - out of pain she cheered up no end.  She enjoyed chasing our Grey-
hound - never anywhere near her, of course, but tail up and happy.  When it was nearly 
walk time, she’d jump up barking and set everyone else off until she got her way - and her 
walk! 
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    After a couple of years her heart became a problem as she had heart failure starting, so 
on to more tablets which had a wonderful effect on stabilising her heart.  Next her kneecaps 
started slipping - not painful but it meant her back legs turned outwards so she ended up 
with a frog-like posture - legs out sideways when she sat.  When a year later her heart 
worsened, the dose of tablets was increased and we steeled ourselves for what was surely 
soon to happen - we thought we only had weeks left with her - Lady thought differently!   
 
    However, she gave us one good scare - she waited until Ian who had treated her all the 
way through went on holiday and the next morning stopped eating.  We tempted her but she 
wouldn’t have anything and so with heavy hearts we accepted that she was tired and 
wanted to fade away - she slept more but was still bright eyed and as she slowed down and 
became weaker we obviously didn’t let her come up to the field with the others at walk time 
- but was she grateful?  No - she sat at the door and scowled until Liz returned indoors - 
and then went to bed in a sulk!  Six days later ( the day before Ian returned from his holiday 
- and we thought the day the dreaded decision would have to be made ) she ambled into 
the kitchen - and demanded dinner!!  We barely believed it as she tucked in to a little portion 
- and had more at bedtime and rapidly went back to normal - who says dogs don’t have a 
(warped) sense of humour! 
 
    She was now over sixteen years old and still enjoying life and amazing ‘her’ vet and us 
with her cheerful ability to keep going - whenever a new problem arose - a sore skin that 
needed a course of antibiotics, occasional incontinence that needed tablets, they just got 
added to her dinner.  Five or ten years ago she could not have lasted as long, but as the 
newer drugs came on the market they helped her stay happy and out of pain - all that was 
important for her. 
 
    Then, one Sunday she had a slight tummy upset and when Ian treated her, he found her 
heart was now even more uneven and that night in her bed Lady went to sleep - for ever, 
dying peacefully at home.  Like Amadeus, she enjoyed her second chance with us and  
decided when the time was right for her to leave us. 
 

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

WIZARD 
 
    Visitors are often surprised when we talk to our various cats who will show themselves 
when people are here, as we obviously talk to them ( the cats ) and use their names.  One 
response is “Oh - they’ve all got names” - as if they were ‘just’ cats, not individuals, but 
more often the comment is “Oh - you know all their names”.  Well, as the last newsletter told 
you, we often re-name our new members so knowing who’s who is easy enough.  Even with 
all black, or black and white, cats their shape is different or the markings vary slightly 
enough to identify them. 
 
    One cold Winter afternoon last December we had started our afternoon rounds, put the 
cats bowls and tins out ready and all was fine in the kitchen, but as the daylight was fading 
fast we walked our dogs next.  Half an hour later we came in, and Jacky went to feed the 
rabbits and Liz to feed the cats. 
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    Now, you know that feeling when someone’s watching you?  Liz had that feeling and, 
looking across, in one of our cat beds sharing with Symphony ( feral kitten of two Summers 
ago ) was a black and white cat she’d never seen before!  It was a very weird feeling, doing 
a double take at this stranger who looked perfectly at home!  Liz gently approached to make 
his acquaintance and he rose and accepted the fuss and attention and then curled back up 
again.  At this point Jacky came in and Liz said “Who’s that cat?”, beginning to doubt her 
sanity about this stranger who behaved as if he belonged, but was re-assured by Jacky 
having the same response “Never seen him before!”  He was well fed and in excellent  
condition, stayed for an hour’s nap and then disappeared. 
 
    The next day at teatime we looked out for him, but no sign, until bedtime.  There he was, 
curled up in a bed again!  However, the following morning he’d vanished again - but not for 
long!  He returned mid-morning and stayed all day - not hungry as if he’d gone home for 
breakfast, but then came and slept here.   This became his routine over the next couple of 
weeks and he’d now earned himself the nickname ‘Wizard’ - appears and disappears as if 
by magic. 
 
    One morning Liz opened the back door to go to the food shed just outside, and there was 
Wizard trotting down the lane towards us - Liz said “Hello” and his tail shot up in greeting as 
he ran towards her for a fuss, and then marched off in front of her - straight indoors! 
 
    We believe he may have a home somewhere else, although he now eats with us as well.  
We see more of him when the weather is bad - cold or wet - as if he wants to be indoors 
( like all sensible cats ).  Will he stay with us or just disappear again? - we wait to see and in 
the meantime enjoy having him around. 
 
    The following poem seems rather appropriate to share with you ( author unknown ): 

 
 

THE STRAY. 
 
             Monday he said that a crumb would do, 
            Tuesday he asked me to make it two. 
            Wednesday he said he’d prefer to have fish, 
            And not on paper - he’d rather a dish. 
             On Thursday he said it was cold out there, 
            So what about letting him sleep on a chair? 
            By Friday he’d made it perfectly clear 
            That - lucky old me - he was going to live HERE. 
            On Saturday night he took half my bed 
            And woke me up early to get himself fed. 
            Today we’ll share chicken, because it’s Sunday 
            (I wonder what he would like on Monday?) 

 
************** 
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    Can we please, please, please have more of your old tennis balls.  As 
you can imagine, with over forty dogs with very sharp teeth, their favourite 
plaything tends to disintegrate when constantly chewed.  Any condition, the 
dogs don’t mind!!!! 
 

( We no longer want these, thank you ). 
 

*********** 
 
     We all know that our animals understand us and a lot of what we say to them, but just 
recently Liz went a little too far in that belief.  While she was filling up the cats biscuit bin, 
Binty - a new arrival and still learning - went to put her head in to help herself to the food, so 
Liz said as she showed the packet to Binty “No - can’t you read? - it says C-A-T, not D-O-G 
food!” 
 

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

    At the end of March it is Make a Will Week and a couple of our supporters have brought 
to our attention comments from their solicitors.  Our supporters were told they couldn’t leave 
a donation to us as we are not a registered charity - this of course is absolute nonsense.  
You can give your money to anyone you want to - an individual or organisation - and in fact 
we have already benefited from a couple of legacies, so if you want to help the animals and 
keep our Sanctuary going, please think about us when you make your Will. 

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

 
    As we come to the end of this newsletter our grateful thanks to all of our fund-raisers - 
Marilyn, Fred, Angela, Mary - and all those who help at jumble sales and other events. 
 
    Also our thanks to Tom, Maureen and Keith for their help around the Sanctuary and to 
Fred for his constant support in so many ways.  Thanks - for sorting and selling the used 
postage stamps Elaine, and Phil for keeping our electric and plumbing problems to a mini-
mum.   
And lastly, but certainly not least, a big thank you to all of you who remembered us at 
Christmas.  We were really touched by the generosity that made the festive season a happy 
one for all the animals and ourselves.  It’s true to say that every member of the family went 
to bed with a very full tummy. 
 

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

 

SPONSORED WALK 

 
    Sarah Chapman is organising another sponsored walk for the Sanctuary this year.  It will 
take place in May/June, depending on when Sarah is admitted to hospital for an operation. 
Last year’s walk raised nearly £2,000 for the animals and really helped our finances.  We’d 
be so grateful if you could help again. You could join Sarah on the walk, or sponsor her, 
( form enclosed ). Please ask family, friends and workmates to support this event. Thank 
you. 
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         June 1999 
SPRINGTIME. 

 
    Since our last newsletter, Spring has sprung and the dry weather has made life easier for 
one and all. It’s so lovely to see the animals being able to go outside and sunbathe, we hear 
the gentle grunts from the pigs, Sausage, Chippolata, Spam & Fritter ( odd names but we 
are vegetarian ! ), as they lay in the sun, often with a magpie on their back or stand under 
the fallen apple tree in their run rubbing their backs. The rabbits, turkeys & chickens all like 
to find a hollow in the earth and bake themselves until they are “ cooked “, then saunter 
over to a shady patch to cool off, later to repeat the whole process again & again.  
 
    Trubshaw the bull, Chance the cow, together with the goats and sheep 
all take turns in munching the grass and then laying down in the sun to 
chew the cud2it’s so easy to just stand and watch them and not do any 
jobs !! Not to be outdone, the felines find a suitable spot  - out of any wind 
of course ! – and doze the day away, while the canines go out in the direct 
sun and frankly bake their brains until they are forced to get up for a drink 
and a shady spot. 
 
    Of course, it’s not all sunshine & roses. Recently we lost Pippa a whippet x, 10 days  
before her 15th birthday. Losing even one leaves such a hole, she was a quiet girl but was 
always about and we miss her very much. She had come to us at 6 weeks old along with 
her four brothers & sisters from Brixton. We were not a sanctuary then but involved in  
rescue and rehousing and Pippa’s brothers & sisters soon found homes when they were old 
enough, but Pippa didn’t and as Jacky had fallen in love with her, she stayed. She was a 
delightful puppy like most, but she never really needed training, she seemed to know what 
manners were without being told. Later on she & Liz went to agility training and a few 
shows, she loved doing it and even won a couple of rosettes. 
 
    On the very day that Pippa died, we noticed that Placido, our siamese cross cat, did not 
look at all well.  Off to Ian ( our vet ) he went and a blood test revealed that he had one of 
the feline viruses for which there is no cure.  We were devastated.  He was only ten years 
old and so lovely with a most wonderful temperament.  Many of you who have visited will 
have met Placido who was always friendly to anyone.  He could be picked up and cuddled, 
have his tummy tickled or just watched while he roly‑poly’ed on his back in the dirt - or even 
in a puddle!!  He was very adept in jumping on to a surface and falling off, not that he 
seemed to realise!!  We would so often joke that he appeared to only have half a brain!! 
 
    He arrived with his brother Jochen ( who died three years ago from kidney failure ).  They 
had been locked in a flat all day while the owner was at work and the owner didn’t want 
them because of the devastation they caused when she was out.  When they came here, it 
was easy to see why.  We are sure the ‘boys’ shared a brain!!  Both were so loving and soft 
and gentle, but thinking was quite a feat for them.  They would sit in the lane while a car  
approached and just look at it until the driver was forced to get out and move them out of 
the way!!  They both jumped on things and fell off until it became the standing joke that any 
crashing noise heard must be one of the boys!!  The list grew  
endless, but we loved them so much and they always made us laugh. 
 
   When Jochen died, Placido mourned for weeks and weeks, and was so often seen  
looking for his brother.  Dice, Placido’s best friend, would accompany Placido up or down 
the lane, letting Placido stop to look or sniff.  Dice was such a pal being with him during his 
grief, just giving Placido moral support and friendship. 
 

    We like to think that Placido and Jochen are now in pussy heaven together, no doubt still 
falling off of things.  Oh boys, you were such a delight to know. 
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PUSSY TALES 
 

    Earlier this year, one of our supporters rang us asking if we could help.  For the last two 
years she had been feeding a couple of stray cats that had left their previous owner who 
was unfortunately mentally ill.  When the third cat of his household became unwell, he 
strangled it, and shortly after the owner was taken into care and given the help he needed. 
    Our supporter supplied food for the other two, but they didn’t move indoors with her;  they  
remained understandably wary and living on their nerves and on the streets - not ideal but 
now our supporter could offer them more.  She asked if we would take one if they  
sponsored the cost of feeding and vet bills and, as you know, money not love is our short-
age, and having just been losing several cats (as reported in the last newsletter) we felt able 
to say “yes”. 

 
    A couple of days later ‘Watson’ was tempted and caught indoors and then delivered to us 
- a very scruffy, scared tom cat who was also thin from living rough, even though he was 
being fed.  The following morning we rang our ever helpful vets and asked if they could 
squeeze him into their morning’s operations for castration and MOT and, in spite of their 
hectic schedule, they said yes - thank goodness.  As many of you know, entire male cat 
urine is pungent and very unpleasant to our human noses - no doubt delightful to the lady 
cats, but we wanted to take care of that as soon as possible, partly because he was  
resident in a pen in our bathroom(!) and partly so we could get the stress of the operation 
out of the way and give him a thorough check over at the same time, as he had also been 
seen limping. 
 
    Poor Watson was so bewildered that he froze and remained quiet and easy to handle - 
easier for him and us.  He was castrated; his long tatty ginger and white fur combed, cut 
and his greasy stud tail cleaned; his teeth scaled; his ears cleaned; his cut pads (from  
broken glass on the local footpath) treated - antibiotics, flea treatment and wormer given 
and brought home and put to bed, having been fully serviced!  Later that day he tucked into 
tea looking much happier in himself. 
 
    He was a mixed up chap - wanting a stroke and fuss, but suddenly shying away from it 
when it was offered, and if pushed too far - for instance when cleaning his pen - he would 
raise his paw with the intention of swiping us.  Gradually he realised we were trustworthy, 
provided food and safety, and he decided he liked us.  From the word go he had taken to 
his foam fur lined cat bed (provided from the Amadeus Memorial Fund) and laid there  
getting up only to eat and use the litter tray - it was quite obvious he had had enough  
fending for himself on the streets and was enjoying the luxury, in his eyes, offered to him; 
the basic right for any animal - somewhere safe and provision of food, vet treatment and 
love. 
 
    A week after Watson’s arrival his sponsor rang to see how he was doing and to ask if we 
could take his brother - same terms of sponsoring, so we said yes.  Moriarty (a longhaired 
ginger scruff) duly arrived one morning and was whipped straight to the vets for his MOT 
and overhaul, the same as his brother. 
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    The two boys used to be seen regularly fighting each other - hence the names they were 
given, but with castration they changed completely and within a couple of weeks were best 
friends, literally sleeping curled up in each other’s arms - so we re‑named Moriarty as he is 
no longer the villain.  In the film Seven Brides for Seven Brothers the red headed brother is 
Gideon and so that’s what we changed him to.  Although less aggressive, Gideon was far 
more timid, but again, without the stress of fending for himself and being able to eat and 
sleep, he quickly improved and both boys started to take pride in their appearances and 
groom themselves as well as accepting a little bit of gentle combing. 
 

    Two weeks passed and their sponsor rang for an update ... and she’d been feeding a little 
cat since Christmas and saw her on the streets at 2 a.m. and she was so badly matted you 
couldn’t feel her body .... and would we take her? - again sponsored.  We asked if this was 
the last one(!) and said yes and, as it turned out, thank goodness she was rescued when 
she was.  This cream little scruff was in such a state, we could barely see under her tail to 
find out what sex she was because of the state of her fur.  Over the years we have groomed 
and seen many matted cats, but she was as bad as they get.  We gave her a couple of days 
to get used to us and then went to work with the clippers - we’ve clipped many cats when 
we used to do dog and cat grooming and, cats being cats (all teeth and claws) it is usually 
quite a difficult and often downright dangerous job.   
 
    However, this little lady spent the entire forty-five minutes it took, wanting to be cuddled 
and making sure she kept her claws sheathed.  When we finished she had fur on her head 
and legs, the rest of the thick felted fur was in the bin and she was a lot more comfortable.  
When put back to bed she spent the next few hours exercising her tongue and with great 
pleasure groomed her shorn body.  We gave her the name Tinsel, as she will have long  
tinsel-like fur when it all re-grows. 
 
    A week later we thought she was putting on a lot of weight and took 
her to our vet who confirmed our suspicions - she was pregnant and 
too far gone to safely consider spaying/aborting her.  To be honest 
with you, we will admit to being pleased as in our eighteen years  
together we have never had a litter of puppies or kittens - we’ve 
reared, fostered and re-homed, but never had a pregnant mum! 
 
    The kittens arrived and we wonder, if she had been on the street still matted, whether 
they would have been able to get through the fur, and they definitely would have died  
afterwards as Tinsel didn’t have much milk and we had to feed them every two hours - day 
and night!  Tinsel had four dry teats and four teats with some milk and over the following 
weeks we reduced the feeds to three/four-hourly and by Week 4 just morning and evening, 
being topped up with a feed.  The kittens are now five weeks old and we are thoroughly  
enjoying the experience of watching them grow and the pride Tinsel takes in her babes. 
 

    Watson and Gideon are turning into real characters and making themselves at home, 
curling up on Liz’s bed at bedtime, starting to explore outdoors and finding grass and trees 
(not busy streets and traffic) and following us about chatting and miaowing about the  
importance of life.  A few nights ago Gideon suddenly leapt on a ball and played! - what a 
wonderful sight, and then had a mad scat up and down the room playing with another cat.  
At bedtime they follow Liz around waiting to go to bed, and Gideon sits outside the bath-
room door yelling his head off - apparently saying something along the lines of “Will you 
hurry up and come to bed, because I’m tired and want my cuddle in bed!”.  By the time Liz 
climbs into bed, there are two more cats sitting there waiting for her.  Watson doesn’t  
usually stay all night, but pops outdoors for a while, especially during this warm summer 
weather we’re having at the moment .  
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    Gideon is still less sure about leaving the safety of indoors, and it always amazes us that 
two streetwise tom cats that are used to coping and fending for themselves outside are so 
glad to be indoors and cared for that they don’t venture far afield.  To see all three gaining 
glossy coats, putting on weight and losing their fear (although they disappear when visitors 
arrive) and starting to enjoy life, instead of just living, is what we love to see and what we’re 
here for. 
 
 

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

A MAN’S BEST FRIEND 
 

A faithful dog will play with you 
 And laugh with you, or cry... 
He’ll gladly starve to stay with you 
 Nor ever reason why... 
And when you’re feeling out of sorts 
 Somehow he’ll understand 
He’ll watch you with his shining eyes 
 And try to lick your hand 
His blind implicit faith in you 
 Is matched by his great love 
The kind that all of use should have 
 In the Maker up above 
When everything is said and done 
 I guess this isn’t odd 
For when you spell dog backwards 
 You will get the name of God. 
 

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

JULIE AND TAZZ 
 
    Two of our dogs demonstrate how time is the big healer. 
 
    A couple of years ago we were asked to take a little Jack Russell cross called Julie.  She 
had come from a fairly violent marriage break-up and when the rows started she and the 
little two year old child would hide in a corner.  Julie arrived in true Jack Russell style, very 
confident and very stubborn.  This, however, was a good cover for if she saw a man she 
shook violently.  We didn’t see her shake on any other occasion.  During the last two years, 
because of her small size, she constantly uses the cat flap to be nosey and explore the front 
of the bungalow.  In doing this, she has met many people and gained so much confidence 
with people that now she greets men and women and children with a lovely wagging tail and 
no fear. 

 
    Tazz was a Labrador brood bitch from a Welsh puppy farm.  The conditions 
she lived in were appalling and her fear of people enormous.  At first she found 
even being spoken to traumatic and if she was given a stroke she would  
disappear beneath our hands.  Gradually she found that life wasn’t as frightening 
and she could cope with the attention.  But never once did she play with a dog or a toy.  
Now Labradors love to carry things, but Tazz wouldn’t and, if offered a toy, would shy away.  
Then Amy came to stay.  Like Tazz, a Labrador from a Welsh puppy farm.  Amy loves to 
play and carry things.  Gradually she encouraged Tazz to play with her, but only if we  
weren’t looking.  Awful crashes and bangs would be heard as they romped around Jacky’s 
bedroom but if they saw us they stopped instantly, usually at Tazz’s request.   
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    For nearly a year this has been the rules of play and then, joy of joys, three weeks ago 
the ‘heavy mob’ were crashing about as Jacky entered the room.  Both girls looked up, gave 
a wicked look, and continued playing.  Words couldn’t describe the pleasure that gave, that 
at last we were deemed trustworthy enough to be allowed to watch their fun.  And better 
still, they have repeated their playtime session several times so that we have been able to 
watch the mouthing of each other’s necks or legs or one grabbing the other as they fall 
about. 
 
    That’s what makes this lifestyle worthwhile.  Such slow progress but a happy animal at 
the end of the day. 

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

    A very big ‘thank you’ for those of you who wished to remember Amadeus and  
contributed donations to his Memorial Fund.  We have bought some new pussy beds that 
are in use already, by some of his old friends and some new family members who’ve arrived 
since his death ( see Pussy Tales ). 
 
    Many of you sent condolences on the news of our loss and also, what was particularly 
touching, were your memories of him - perhaps when you visited, or that because of the 
Amadeus Appeal you became a friend and supporter of our work and through your  
continued interest and support his memory will live on.  Sleep peacefully forever Amadeus. 
 

**************** 
    Our grateful thanks to all of you who have enquired about the sponsored walk or have 
already sent their sponsor money.  Unfortunately the walk has had to be delayed to 17  
October 1999 as Sarah’s operation has now been scheduled for August. 
 
    Sarah has written and said that the walk - about ten miles long - will start at Merstam 
Railway Station at 10 a.m.  A map will be provided on the day.  An hour’s lunch break will 
make it possible for people to have a pub lunch or take sandwiches. For any further  
information, contact Sarah. 
 
    Please ask all your friends and family to sponsor yourself or Sarah.  The money raised 
makes such a difference to the animals here and 50p or £1 isn’t really noticed but soon 
adds up. 
 

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

    Another date for your diary is 31 July 1999.  Viv and Angela Haigh will kindly open their 
gardens to visitors in aid of the Sanctuary from 1 p.m. to 5 p.m.   If you need to know more, 
please ‘phone them .  There will be plants for sale and a cup of tea to be had. 
 

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

    From time to time we update our newsletter list and delete names of people we no longer 
hear from.  If you receive our newsletter but are no longer interested, please let us know.  It 
saves us the postage and prevents you from receiving ‘junk mail’. 
 
    And talking of postage, we are very grateful to those of you who include a stamp or in 
some cases a book of stamps when you write (a book of four stamps would cover postage 
costs for your newsletter each year).  The cost of postage is enormous ( it costs over £100 
in stamps each time we send a newsletter ) and so we would very much appreciate it if 
more of you could include a stamp or SAE.  We would rather all of your donations went to 
the animals and not the Post Office.  We also thank all of you who send used postage 
stamps, and Elaine for converting them into cash for us. 
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  To those of you who ask for no acknowledgement, we bless you.  It saves us a lot of time 
and we do usually acknowledge your donation on the next newsletter you receive.  Also to 
the anonymous donations we receive, our grateful thanks, and to Miss Organ who regularly 
sends a cheque - we hope you read this newsletter because we don’t have an address for 
you.   
    To complete our round of thanks, to all of you who pay by Direct Debit each month, you 
are not forgotten.  Unfortunately our Building Society does not record who you are so when 
a D/D goes through we are in the dark, but your constant support does not go un-noticed. 
 

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

 
 This year, we will have our very own Christmas cards for sale with some of the Sanctuary 
animals featured on the front.  Of course all profits will go the Sanctuary, so please don’t go 
buying all your Christmas cards too soon as in our September newsletter we will tell you all 
about ours. 
 

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

    Thanks to everyone who saw our appeal for tennis balls and responded so magnificently.  
Our dogs have thoroughly enjoyed themselves and we have had tennis balls bouncing in 
every direction round our field.  Some just like to carry one in their mouths, others like one 

to be kicked or thrown for maximum enjoyment!!  Please keep sending them ( not longer 
needed ) as slobbered on tennis balls don’t tend to last as long as dry ones!! 
 

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

    Another thank you to those who responded to our Vet Bill Fund appeal.  The result was 
moderate but as we always say every little helps.  We’re just glad Ian ( our vet ) thinks the 
same!! 
 

**************** 
 
    And finally, but certainly not least, our gratitude to our fund raisers.  Marilyn is no longer 
organising any events as she hopes to be moving to Dorset, although you can still ‘phone 
her to pick up bric-a-brac, etc,. She has handed the reins over to Fred Tinkler but, as Fred 
is such a busy person, we are hoping someone else will be able to release him from the job.   
 
    To everyone who helps at any fundraising events a big thank you and another big thank 
you to Keith, Tom, Glenda, Maureen and Mary for all your help around the Sanctuary. 
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                                                                                                                     September 1999 
 

SUMMERTIME. 
 

 
    Wow!!  What a wonderfully dry spring/summer we’ve had this year.  The good weather 
makes such a difference to us all.  We love to see all the family enjoying the sun and not 
being reluctant to go out because it’s wet again and the mud has returned.  It also enables 
us to get the jobs done outside when we want to and not have to say the goat shed can’t 
be cleaned out because it’s raining.  Goats can get pneumonia if left in the rain and wind, 
so need indoor access during bad weather.  All the other outside animals have several 
shelters to hide in whilst being cleaned out, if they choose to move that is ( !! ) but the 
goats, sheep and cows only have one as they are somewhat larger. 
 
    Our grateful thanks to our merry band of volunteers who come and help with the  
mucking out.  To Maureen, Mary, Keith, Tom, Glenda and Sarah the animals send their 
love. 

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

 

RATTY TALE 
 

    It could be said that our lifestyle is a little out of the ordinary and we’d agree, but we get 
so much pleasure seeing a frightened or ill-treated animal gradually have its confidence 
restored.  On the whole, we don’t take wildlife, as there are Sanctuaries who specialise in 
these lovely creatures and have the expertise to deal with them, but that is not to say that 
we ignore them when they need help.  A few weeks ago, a little creature just begged for 
our help. 

 
    We must conclude that one of our active feline friends brought a friend indoors,  
because as we were cleaning out a kitchen cupboard a teenage rat of the rodent variety 
jumped out!!  Now we’re not too keen on members of the rat society and especially one 
indoors.  We wouldn’t hurt one, but as long as they keep their distance and stay outside, 
then we’re happy.  We have a very willing small band of our cats who keep the rodent 
population under control and we think that perhaps a ‘learner’ didn’t get it quite right and 
invited the poor wretch indoors!! 
 
    Fortunately, Keith was helping here that day and so the fun began.  Ratty, having  
escaped from the cupboard where he had been feasting on plastic bags, went straight for 
cover under a kitchen unit.  This meant the front kick-boards had to be removed to gain 
access to Ratty.  A broom handle was used to ease him out and a box ready by his exit 
hole to catch him.  ( Keith is braver than us and was quite willing to be involved in boxing 
and transporting Ratty outside ).  However, Ratty didn’t want to go outside, missed the 
box and tore round to another free-standing cupboard.  This was pulled out slowly, having 
been emptied first as it weighed too much when full and the same plan with broom handle 
and box was put into effect.  Now Ratty wasn’t having this and through his screams which 
woke the cats up and made the dogs bark, he escaped again from whence he’d come.  As 
we were closing the cat flaps with cats outside and telling the dogs to shut up, he did  
another circuit round the kitchen and found himself a new hidey-hole. 
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    Eventually he was eased out of there and he made it back to his first stop-off after one of 
our very old cats with chest problems and no teeth decided she was young again and could 
catch him!!  She missed of course, but the prospect of Ratty being gummed to death quite 
upset us!! Now whether Ratty was tiring or whether we were getting quicker is hard to say, 
but this time Ratty was encouraged into his carrying case, to be taken to the big outdoors 
again.  Keith gently transported Ratty down the lane where he was given his freedom away 
from any cats. 

 
    This little break from routine had taken an hour and a half, a kitchen turned upside down 
as we’d had to move plastic bins full of dog and cat food.  Tilly, our deaf and blind yorkie, 
had been moved in her bed to safety as well as all the fronts of the units which were now 
scattered all over the place. By the time the kitchen had been put together again, we were 
late for feeding rounds and some very miffed animals told us just how they felt - hungry.  
Who says we don’t see life here!! 

 
SPONSORED WALK 

 
    The sponsored walk has definitely been arranged for Sunday, 17 October 1999 and,  
because of the time delay, we have enclosed a new sponsor form.  ( Well, we didn’t want 
you to be able to say that you couldn’t sponsor Sarah or anyone else who is going to  
participate because you had lost the form!! ). 
 
    Sarah has asked us to thank all of you who have wished her well for her operation and 
also those of you who have already sent sponsor money. If you have any queries and need 
to contact Sarah, the telephone number is.- 
 
    The 10 mile walk will start at Merstham Railway Station at 10:30am sharp.  Sarah will be 
there from 10:00am to hand out maps and answer any questions.  There will be a lunch 
stop at a pub or sandwiches can be taken. 
 
    Please support Sarah and all the walkers.  It’s amazing how a few pounds from your 
friends adds up.  We will tell you the result in our next newsletter. 
 

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

MUNGO 
 
 

    One June evening this year we were between first and second sittings of dinnertime for 
our dogs when the phone rang and it was a nurse from our vets.  Could we help?  A 2 year 
old dog was waiting to be put down - with a problem of biting when having the collar taken 
hold of.  Zoe, the nurse, had waved her arms about, fussed the dog and spoken to the 
owner and got the impression that the problem wasn’t the dog’s fault and that he needed 
help.  Our conversation this end between Jacky and Liz went something like this: 
 
“We can’t take him in.” 
 
“But we can’t not take him in.” 
 
“We’re full and we’re broke.” 
 
“So we won’t keep him - we’ll take him just for tonight.” 
 
“We’ve said that before and they still stay.” 
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“Well, this time we really will ask someone else to take the problem on” 
 
    And so half an hour later Zoe arrived with a very handsome but scruffy Retriever-X that 
the  owner didn’t care what happened to. 
 
    When we bring a new dog in, we do so with them on a lead so that they feel safer and we 
have some control - we don’t know if the new dog will fight, chase cats, respond to being 
spoken to and by showing them from the start what ‘sit down’ means, they learn it means to 
settle down quietly - and Mungo met the other dogs without any aggression and then laid 
down by Liz for the rest of the evening.  With a limited amount of background information 
we were careful handling him, but he showed us no aggression - only fear.  He startled  
easily and cowered away from being stroked, which usually indicates that they’ve been hit. 
 
    The next day we started ringing our friends in various rehoming centres, but all had  
similar problems - plenty of ‘difficult’ dogs or no space.  Meantime Mungo was enjoying  
himself - and being less trouble than some we’ve taken in.  His main problem seemed to be 
that he was an entire male, so was very over-excitable towards our dogs and we presumed 
possibly dominant with humans although he hadn’t shown us that he was.  As he had 
naughty intentions with our dogs we left a lead on him so we could put our foot on it to  
control him without approaching his collar, and showed him what ‘leave’ meant.  By Sunday 
he was responding well and showing himself to be very eager to please and learn what was 
wanted of him, but we had found him a place in rescue kennels with a no-destruct policy 
and so Sunday afternoon, off we went. 
 
    We filled in the forms, and while in the waiting room he gave a warning snap at a child 
who was stroking him - but he obviously didn’t intend to actually do harm, he just doesn’t 
like children.  We then went into the vets room to give him a quick health check - and there 
the problem showed itself.  Mungo was scared and, without warning, tried to bite the staff, 
and he meant it.  Due to everyone’s quick reactions he missed, but we were upset as he 
had behaved so well with us.  He immediately returned to Liz’s side as good as gold, but 
wouldn’t accept being handled any more without a muzzle on.  Check-over finished and it 
was time for worming tablets which we offered in tasty cat food - which he refused, so Liz 
asked Mungo if she could open his mouth (that was what had sparked his attack when the 
staff tried to look at his teeth) and the daft lump of a dog rolled over onto his back and  
allowed Liz to drop the tablets in! 
 
    At least we’d all now seen him in action, but also that he could be handled with an  
experienced owner, so knowing that the rescue centre had the knowledge and experience 
we reluctantly put him in his kennel and run, and left. 
 
    On Tuesday he was due to be castrated and we worried about how Mungo would cope, 
so on Wednesday we rang to see how he was doing.  His operation had been postponed 
due to lack of space, but he also wasn’t allowing anyone into his kennel; we’d hoped he’d 
have calmed down by then, but the kennels had one member of staff who was very good 
with difficult dogs, who was working with Mungo.  They hoped he could be castrated the 
next Tuesday, as we all knew it would help to calm him down and he’d be unlikely to  
improve and be rehomed until he did. 
 
    Over the next week it was surprising how often he would be mentioned in our  
conversations, especially as one of our dogs had a minor operation and the luxury of  
coming home to Mum ( Jacky ) soon after to recover, whereas Mungo would not have  
anyone he trusted to help him cope, so on the following Wednesday we again rang to see 
how he was.   
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   He now allowed one chap in to fuss him, had tried to bite another staff  member, and  
wasn’t castrated as another dog was booked for a new home and obviously was done first.  
We knew he was in for a long stint there - the staff mentioned they had another dog with 
similar problems who had been there for two years - we knew Mungo was safe, but  
unhappy. 
 
    Wednesday evening we had another delivery of free food from our 
wholesale friends ( thank you all ) and also the offer of castrating Mungo 
by another of our friends in rehoming - so food and vet bills were covered!  
Thursday morning we had a long chat and knew that we could no longer 
pretend that Mungo didn’t belong here - we hadn’t wanted to pass him on 
but were trying to be sensible; however, we take dogs like him because of 
the problems of rehoming.  Also, we have lost 6 dogs in 6 months, with 
between 2 - 6 more elderly and with health problems that are  
unfortunately running out of time with us. 
 
    So that afternoon ( after ringing and the staff were delighted ) we went over for him,  
wondering if he would remember us - he had been with us for less than 48 hours and that 
was 11 days ago - would he let Liz in his kennel? 
 
    Liz stood in front of the kennel and spoke to Mungo; he looked, got up and walked for-
ward with a puzzled frown and, as he reached the door and used his nose as well as his 
ears, everything started wagging - he gave kisses through the mesh and couldn’t wait for 
the door to open and Liz to enter.  He leapt up and down, ran round, gave Liz a big bear 
hug and there were tears in our eyes as Jacky said “Think he recognises you!” 
 
    When we arrived home we took him round the outside of our bungalow to go through our 
side gate into our woods to re-meet our other dogs and he pulled in with obvious delight, 
greeting them all and wagging his whole body with joy. 
 
    Our thanks to Ian ( our vet ) who squeezed Mungo in the next morning for his castration; 
Mungo behaved himself and could now immediately gain the benefits of calming down and 
learning not to jump on the other dogs - by Monday he was already leaving them alone. 
 
    He has now been back with us for 3 weeks and we can honestly say what a lovely dog he 
is.  He let Liz take his castration stitches out without any trouble - all he did was give  
slobbery kisses in her ear.  He had a bath and, although scared, made no attempt to bite.  
He’s started playing nicely with our other dogs, stopped trying to chase the cats, follows Liz 
everywhere and lays on her feet as soon as she sits down. 
 
    There is a very strong and magical bond between us that defies explanation.  We love all 
our animals, but when they arrive as a new personality, we have to get to know them and 
some take a lot of work to become truly loved members.  It is all the more rewarding the 
harder work they are, of course, but to have such an instant affinity with Mungo is an  
amazing and delightful joy. 
 
    We’re not saying he’s perfect ( what animal - or human - is? ).  He has days when it 
seems we tell him the same thing a hundred times and he still ignores us, but he’s learning 
all the time.  One of the early days he even had a smack on his bottom for trying to grab 
hold of a cat.  Did he become a savage brute and try to bite?  No, he laid down at Liz’s feet 
looking sad that she was cross with him.  He hasn’t shown us any aggression or even a hint 
of bad temper and, while it’s still early days, it seems very unlikely that he will now. 
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    Why it is so odd to have this instant bond is that we don’t choose our new pets as  
perhaps you have done.  We don’t go and see a litter and pick the pup or kitten that we fall 
in love with; we don’t go to a rescue centre and walk round the kennels or cattery until our 
eyes meet with that new friend that is just right for you, but we take our new members  
because of their usually desperate situation - and then have to fall in love with them - and 
it’s rarely instant even when the animal is obviously grateful and happy to be with us. 
 
    P.S.  Since then we have been told that Mungo was provoked into biting when he was hit 
on the head - enough to make anyone bad tempered.  He was terrified of coming when 
called, obviously expecting more trouble and to see him now come trotting up with a waggy 
tail is an absolute joy, although he sometimes remembers and needs coaxing - a titbit and a 
cuddle work wonders.  Yes, we’ve had to put in some time and effort with him to help 
Mungo, but we can honestly say that we wish all our new dogs settled as easily as he has.  
Our thanks to Sue and Zoe who recognised a dog in need of help and saved his life - he’s 
enjoying every moment of every day ( and yes, he’s on Liz’s feet now as she writes this! ). 
 

CONCERT 
 

    Another fundraising event is being organised by Betty Grover.  She is a music teacher 
and pupils and friends of hers present a concert on Saturday 02 October at 7:30pm at St 
Luke’s Church, Whyteleafe Hill, Whyteleafe.  Admission is free but there will be a collection 
on the night.  All proceeds will be in aid of Chaldon Animal Sanctuary.  Please go and  
support the event and enjoy a lovely evening of music. 
 

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

BOSTON 

    
    A few weeks ago one of our supporters rang to ask for our help.  She had just gone home 
that evening and passed a neighbour’s cat that she was used to seeing, but he looked far 
from well.  She went and knocked on their door, but there wasn’t a reply, so she looked 
through the front window to see an empty room - no furniture, no carpet - no residents.  
How many nights the poor cat had sat on the outside window ledge waiting to be let in we 
don’t know, but he now had a thick discharge running from his mouth and obviously needed 
help.  Cheryl took him home and gave him a tin of tuna and then rang round to see what to 
do next.  The police aren’t interested in stray cats, another large rescue group weren’t  
answering, so she rang us and he arrived an hour later. 
 
    We have rarely seen such a sad looking cat - very thin and for a short haired car full of 
mats, with matted fur hanging in clumps off his tail, full of fleas, a very sore mouth and a 
completely vacant expression of no hope.  It was now 9:00pm so we made him comfortable 
in our bathroom overnight and took him to the vet the next day to see what we could do for 
him.  We named him Boston after the road he came from and our vet’s first concern was 
that he might have kidney problems because of how thin he was and be-
cause of his sore mouth.  A blood test revealed no problem there, so we 
started him on treatment - painkillers and antibiotics for the mouth infection 
and over the next couple of days he cheered up enormously.  Instead of just 
sitting and staring without any interest, he perked up and looked around, ate 
well and started purring when fussed.  Unfortunately he went off his food 
again as, although his mouth had improved, he still had rotten teeth, so the 
decision was taken to risk an anaesthetic and 8 teeth were removed.  We 
feared it might all be too much for the old chap, but he came home and 
started eating again straightaway – we were delighted. 
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    We then had a couple of weeks where all went well – Boston was happy spending his 
days in bed, just getting up to eat, have cuddles and taking life easy, but he was still losing 
weight.  We obviously have no idea of his age ( definitely an O.A. Pussy ), but our vet fears 
he has one of the cat viruses that are fatal.  We haven’t done a blood test and he is isolated 
from our other cats and whatever the result we shall know when to make the dreadful  
decision of euthanasia when he is suffering.  At the moment Boston is having what good 
time and love we can give him, knowing that he will end his days being cosy and  
comfortably cared for, with someone who loves him to cuddle him at his end when he stops 
enjoying life. 
 

POEM 
 

    We’d like to include these words of wisdom as we so agree with the sentiments: 
 
   Only after the last tree has been cut down 
   Only after the last river has been poisoned 
   Only after the last fish has been caught 
   Only then will you find that money cannot be eaten 

CREE INDIAN PROPHECY 
 

                                         CHRISTMAS CARDS 
 

In the last newsletter we mentioned our Christmas cards.   
They are no longer available.  
 
 
  
 
    Our thanks to Angela and Viv Haigh for opening their gardens in aid of the Sanctuary in 
July.  Entrance money, tombola, plant and cake stalls and refreshments raised £300 for the 
animals and we are so grateful to all those who helped make the day such a rousing  
success.  Angela and Viv enjoyed it so much that, despite all the hard work, they intend to 
do it again next year. 
 
    Our thanks also to Eleanor who had a garden party for the animals and raised £40; to 
Sarah and Nichola Rudolf who had a cake stall at school and made £30.81p.  All these 
events take a lot of hard work and organisation - and we do appreciate the effort on behalf 
of our ‘family’. 
 
    We must also thank Fred who has now taken over the main fundraising.  He and his band 
of helpers have a bric-a-brac stall each Thursday morning at the local Raglan Shopping 
Precinct, weather permitting, and raise a lot of money for us. Would you now please  
telephone him with offers of saleable goods or Angela. We are absolutely desperate for 
storage space for our goods.  Has anyone a spare garage or shed that we could use?   
 
    Marilyn, who did fundraise for us, is shortly moving to Dorset and we wish her well and 
send all our thanks for her past help. 
 
    To Angela, Mary, David, Jennie and Keith - thanks a million for helping Fred at the 
weekly sales and other events during the year. 
    On a different note, the appeal for new postage stamps in our last newsletter was a great 
success.  4 stamps from each of you isn’t much, but it costs £100 each edition of a  
newsletter to post it to you.  We would much rather know that the postage costs went to the 
animals. Also, please keep the used stamps coming.  Elaine does such a great job sorting 
them to sell to the stamp dealer and they raise a good few pounds. 
                                                                  *********   
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                                                           December 1999 
 
 

GOODBYE 1999 
 
 
    Here we are again nearly at the end of another year and into the new Millennium.  Where 
the last year has gone to we really don’t know, but each day seems to keep us busy and 
definitely out of mischief!!  We’ve lost old friends and found new ones – there doesn’t seem 
to be a shortage of lost souls looking for sanctuary, but our numbers stay about the same.  
So often marriage break-ups and home repossession leaves poor animals homeless, but in 
these cases we can direct the caller to a re-homing centre and leave the space here for 
those that have been abused or are old or ugly.  ( We don’t think any animal is ugly but 
some folk seem to think so ).  As we’ve said so often the rewards of watching that unwanted 
creature blossom are enormous and make our lives so worthwhile.  We’re not saying that 
it’s easy or not hard work but it makes us feel that, although only the tip of the iceberg, we 
are doing something positive to help a few in distress. 

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

 

                                           MUNGO UPDATE 
 

    You may remember Mungo’s story from our last newsletter – the Retriever X who was 
taken to our vets for euthanasia and ended up with us.  Well, he is still fine, but the 
‘honeymoon period’ ended after the first couple of months – as his confidence grew, so did 
his disobedience!  We’re not talking about anything dreadful – he still hasn’t attempted any 
sign of aggression to us, but he’s learnt to bark – loudly; he’s learnt to turn a deaf ear and 
basically he now bounces around like an overgrown teenager – which at only 2 years is 
what he still is. 
 
    He’s learnt good things too – he plays very well with a couple of his friends, but one day 
he kept pestering Flight for a game when she didn’t want to, and in spite of Liz repeatedly 
telling him to leave her, he kept on and on.  Liz then told him to come and even though he 
knew he had misbehaved, he went straight to her to have a lead put on and made to walk 
with her for 5 minutes as punishment; that was when Liz realised just how far he had  
improved, as it used to take ages to persuade and coax him to come when he first arrived 
with us.  Liz took his collar to put the lead on without thinking about 
it – and then remembered how careful she had been before as he 
used to be very collar-shy and we were told that he bit when his  
collar was touched.  He then walked quietly by Liz’s side without 
dragging her along, and sat and waited before being let off the lead 
to rejoin his mates.  He’ll never be an obedience champion – we 
don’t want that for our dogs, but he did want and need some guid-
ance and training to make him happy.  He is now secure enough in Liz’s love to sometimes 
sleep in a bed in the lounge – and share happily with other dogs and not always lay on Liz’s 
feet, although if something upsets him, such as a lot of visitors, or Liz being outdoors for too 
long, then he’s straight back over her feet as soon as she sits down.  We’re delighted with 
his progress and he’s very happy with his new home. 
 
    Just a sad little note about Boston – the old stray cat we wrote about in our last  
newsletter, who had been left behind when his owners moved.  He had 9 weeks with us  
before he stopped eating, started fading away and he continued purring while Liz cuddled 
him as he was gently put to sleep.   
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    During his time with us we were decorating our bathroom in our spare( ! ) time and we 
had to lay new flooring and do a lot of DIY as well as using a paintbrush so the room was in 
chaos with tools and pots of paint.  In the middle of it all was Boston – we moved his bed up 
one end and back down the other end and all points in between – usually with him defiantly 
still laying in it.  He watched with interest as we clambered up the ladders, he ignored the 
drill and generally supervised and got involved in all the goings on – it was lovely to see and 
certainly gave him a hobby watching us!  It also meant we were spending more time in the 
bathroom – and consequently he, of course, had even more attention which he relished.  At 
one stage we thought he’d beaten the odds and he was doing very well – even kept eating 
after having some teeth out, so when he stopped eating we knew he was in trouble, and 
within a couple of days he slid downhill and just wanted – and deserved – a peaceful end.  
He is buried in our graveyard with so many other of our friends. 
 

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

                                          SPONSORED WALK 
 

    The walk took place as arranged in October on a fine day.  Many supporters took part 
and enjoyed their walk for the animals.  Sarah wasn’t up to walking all of the route after her 
operation, but kindly her boyfriend walked the first part on her behalf and then Sarah joined 
him to complete the walk. 

 
    Some of you have already sent your sponsor money to us, but those of you who are still 
collecting their money, we’d be grateful if we could have it by Christmas so that we can total 
it up and give you the result in the Spring newsletter. 
 
    We hope to have concrete laid for the goats and pigs with your sponsor money to make 
their Winter less muddy.  Our thanks to Sarah and everyone who participated. 
 

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

                                    UNSEEEN PRICE OF FIREWORKS 
 
    Many of our animals are terrified of fireworks and these days firework parties aren’t  
confined to one evening.  Odd fireworks are let off weeks before and weeks after 
5th November and, compared with a few years ago, today’s fireworks seem much brighter 
and louder. 
 
    During this year’s festivities our own dogs and cats were kept indoors during the evening 
with the television turned up high and those who we knew would nevertheless be upset 
were given an homeopathic remedy, Causticum, with which we have had great success.  ( It 
can also work for thunderstorms and travel sickness ). 
 
    During the late evening, Liz went to put out the food for the wild foxes that visit us, and 
outside her bedroom door she found a wild fox crouched, absolutely terrified by all the 
noise, and jumping at each new bang or whizz.  It didn’t even run off as she approached 
with the food.  The fireworks were at least half a mile away and it seemed as if this fox had 
been scared off its ‘patch’.  It upset us that we could do nothing to help it and it left us  
wondering how the urban foxes cope in towns and cities.  Where do they run to with  
fireworks all around them? 
 
    We really do believe that the time to ban the sale of fireworks to the public has come.  An 
organised display on one night in the year surely would be enough for people to enjoy and 
the animals to cope with. 
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                                                         AMAZING ANIMALS 
 

    We always find it fascinating to watch our animals develop friendships with others –  
usually between the same species – dog and dog; cat and cat; but also between different 
species, cat and dog – and some of you may remember how Trubshaw our bull cared for 
and protected Spinney our goat, with the pair of them even sleeping together, side by side. 

 
    How many of us have seen a lone rabbit in a hutch just seeing a human who feeds it 
twice a day, yet haven’t we also watched wildlife programmes on television showing wild 
rabbits in a colony.  Our rabbits have their ‘bunny barn’ and various other hutches and  
shelters and it is fascinating to watch them form pairs and groups that use the same  
shelters and eat and sleep together.  Sometimes a couple of groups will meet on neutral 
territory and it looks as if they’re having a mothers meeting – lots of them sitting together in 
a circle obviously communicating.  When a new rabbit arrives it takes a while for it to be  
accepted into an existing group, and one group may refuse it entry and chase it away, while 
another group will greet it and allow it to join their gang. 
 
    The same occurs with our dogs – some are loners and wouldn’t dream of playing with or 
sharing a bed with another, while others make friends with everybody, and some with just a 
particular pal.  When we go out for our walks, some dogs pair up and run off at top speed 
shouting at each other, but in perfect harmony.  There seems to be no rhyme nor reason 
that we can see about who makes friends with whom, or dislikes and avoids someone else 
– just the same as us humans.   
 
    We had a stray ferret handed in and as he wasn’t claimed we put him with our 2 elderly 
female ferrets.  He is twice their size but he allowed them to sniff him over as he was a big 
softy really – they then ignored him for a couple of minutes at  which point he started  
jumping around, virtually doing cartwheels to impress them – it worked, all 3 sleep together 
in one big bundle now. 
 
    We have a couple of cats who treat all the dogs as friends, and also a couple who only 
cuddle up to a particular doggy friend and ignore or avoid others.  We also see cats that 
have lived all their lives in a single cat household and we’re told they don’t like other cats, 
that come here and start sharing a bed with someone else – and that happens more often 
than not – again, in the wild, cats will form a colony.  Some cats share with their particular 
friend only, some share with anybody and everybody. 
 
    This also raises the point about grieving when one dies and again the reaction varies 
enormously, whatever species.  One pair of cats, Bodger and Mermaid ( brother and sister ) 
arrived many years ago and were always together in Liz’s bedroom, but gradually Mermaid 

moved into the kitchen as her sleeping area.  In the meantime a feral 
( wild ) cat ‘Tony’ had moved into Liz’s bedroom and paired up with 
Bodger – who completely ignored him.  Bodger would go hunting and 
Tony would follow so far and then sit and wait for his return.  Bodger 
would eat – so would Tony.  Bodger went to bed – and 2 inches away 
Tony would settle down beside him.  We never saw Bodger  
acknowledge his shadow – he never cuddled up to him, washed him or 
apparently even knew he was there, but when Tony died, Bodger 

grieved for 6 months!  They had always slept on Liz’s bed overnight and the day Tony died, 
Bodger refused to sleep there and couldn’t be coaxed back for the next 6 months.  He lost 
interest in being out hunting and only gradually started spending more time out, and now he 
remains as an individual with no special friend – anyone can sleep near him – but not one 
particular pussy pal. 
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    A few years ago, we took in 2 elderly dogs that had been left in kennels for a year – the 
owner moved away and stopped paying so eventually a decision had to be made about 
them and we were asked if we would give them a retirement home, so brother and sister 
arrived.  Earlier this year Ziggy, the girl, died of kidney failure and although she had always 
been clingy to Yogi, now Yogi was looking for her, but over the following weeks he stopped 
using the bed he and Ziggy shared and found a new friend who he now climbs into bed 
with.  If Spock is already in the bed, he obligingly lifts his head to make room for Yogi – and 
then uses him as a pillow!  Obviously both are quite happy with their new arrangement. 
Obviously not always do we see a reaction when one of our family dies, and sometimes 
when we expect it, it doesn’t happen – death is not something they seem to fear, but usually 
just accept it.  We never get bored watching the ever changing relationships between them 
as they take their support and strength from their pals as well as us Mums. 
 

**************** 
    As we say goodbye to you in 1999 we must thank everyone of you who supports us – the 
animals wouldn’t be here without you. 
 
    A big thank you to Fred for all his kindness to our ‘Family’.  He constantly fund-raises for 
us with his willing band of helpers, Angela and Mary. 
 
    Another big thank-you to Phil who, by some miracle, keeps our old and overworked 
washing machines and tumble dryer working.  He has been here so often recently as one 
machine after the other has needed repair.  He has even fixed our ancient dishwasher for 
us and has saved us pounds giving his time for free. 
 
    To Ken and Sue, June and John, thank you for laying wood chips over the muddiest  
areas for the dogs and cats.  A local tree surgeon – Connicks – provides us with free wood 
chips – our grateful thanks to them – but the pile needs shifting from front to back of the 
Sanctuary.  A thankless task, but one much appreciated by the animals. 
 
    To Keith, who spends 2 days a week here doing heavy jobs for us, many thanks.  It’s so 
nice to know that Keith will dig a grave, move heavy sacks or muck out the goat shed.  All 
very difficult jobs for us as we don’t have his muscles!! 
 
    Thanks to Sarah for coming each Sunday morning and cleaning out the rabbits and 
chickens.  They do enjoy clean straw bedding and spend quite a while afterwards  
re‑arranging it to their liking!! 
 
    To “Boss” Keith, our grateful thanks for taking on the awe-inspiring job of laying concrete 
for the cattle, goats and sheep so that their little feet don’t keep getting muddy as they go in 
and out of their field!! 

 
    Many thanks to Betty Grover who raised £100 for the animals at a music evening.  Betty 
is a music teacher and friends and pupils of hers gave up a Saturday evening to perform in 
the local Church Hall.  Thanks to all of them who took part. 
 
    As always, our gratitude to the wholesaler who gives us any split sacks of food, bashed 
tins, bedding or slightly damaged rabbit hutches; it makes a considerable difference to our 
food bill. 
 
    And to Elaine who sorts the used postage stamps that you send us ( yes, we do still want 
them ), thank you.  We recently received £106 from Elaine for the latest batch she sold. 
 
Thank you Janice, Derek and John for constantly producing our newsletters for us. Now if 
we could get you to write them as well2!! ( NOT A CHANCE – I’m not that clever! - Janice ) 
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                                          March 2000 
 
 

NEW MILLENNIUM : SAME OLD US 
 
 
    It’s all over.  Christmas, New Year and the Millennium have been and gone and  
nothing has changed here!! 
 
  Our thanks to so many of you for your lovely Christmas cards, kind words and wishes 
and your donations and the gifts for both the animals and ourselves.  They really set the 
festive season off to a good start for everyone here. 
 
   Our Christmas and New Year was a mixed one.  We did manage to put our feet up for a 
while, but on Christmas morning we found Elsa, our goat, collapsed and had to stable her 
for medical treatment.  Then we found the Bunny Barn flooded out and that took ages to 
dry out and replace bedding and food.  Sadly on Boxing Day one of our old cats died in 
his sleep.  He had seen our vet the previous week and we knew that time was against 
him. 
 
   The New Year didn’t start off well either as Elsa had to be put to sleep with respiratory 
failure and Pepsi, our little old poodle, passed away having been going downhill for some 
time. 
 
   But, despite our heartache at losing so many, we soldier on.  As with humans, Winter is 
always a bad time for losing our old friends, especially if they have heart or breathing 
problems.  It doesn’t make it any easier, but we know we have done our best for them. 
 
   Already Spring is showing itself.  The trees and bluebells in our woods are already 
showing that life is starting all over again.  All the animals have a zing in their step and we 
are ready to face another year of all the ups and downs that having a Sanctuary brings. 
 

 

BONNIE 
 

   As I write this, I have a black and white cat headbutting my elbow demanding that I 
make space for her on my lap – which already has 3 cats on it!  Nothing remarkable about 
that, you might think, but when we tell you that she came to us as an ‘attack cat’, you can 
realise the importance of such an ordinary action.  It has taken Bonnie over 18 months to 
reach this stage of wanting to be loved and feeling confident and safe with us. 
 
   Apparently her first owners threw her out of a 2nd floor flat window, and goodness knows 
what else she suffered, but fortunately a neighbour rescued her and placed her into a  
rescue centre for rehoming.  Bonnie was adopted by a lovely lady who tried for a year to 
cope with Bonnie’s problems, but continually having her ankles savaged as well as her 
hand slashed and scratched was a lot to cope with. 
 
   When Bonnie arrived we put her in a pen in our bathroom – our quietest room – where 
she could have peace and start to feel safe.  To start with we kept our contact to a  
minimum – easy as Bonnie issued death threats to any movement of anything near her – 
made cleaning and feeding awkward, but despite her best efforts we managed to stay  
unscratched – just!    
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    It took weeks before she’d extend her head to have a sniff of our hands – not that we 
were allowed to move towards her – she always made the rules of when she was ready to 
progress each little step of the way.  From this stage she started to raise her tail in greeting, 
inviting to be stroked – but only when her pen door was shut and she felt safe – as soon as 
we opened the door she’d sit in her bed and glower at us!  She wanted to be friends, to be 
loved and to be able to trust humans, but was so terrified of being hurt that it took a very 
long time, but once she’d decided we were trustworthy she progressed in leaps and bounds 
to become her true self at last – a very happy and relaxed member of our family.    
 
 

                                                     TILLY 
 
 
    So often we have said that the rewards we get from seeing a frightened or scared animal 
gradually overcome its fear is all that we need to make our lives so blessed, but a short time 
ago we were more than rewarded in a totally different way. 
 
    We have written before about our ancient, blind and deaf little Yorky called Tilly.  She  
decided to reside in the kitchen a long time ago and is Queen of her own little domain.  Her 
bed is installed next to a radiator from where she ventures out to rid the kitchen floor of any 
crumbs the cats may drop.  Her nose sniffs out a falling crumb before it almost hits the floor 
and she is very happy and diligent in her duties. 
 
    A few weeks back, Tilly was forced to extend her duties to saving the bungalow from  
being flooded out.  No mean feat for such a little soul, but save us she did. At 4 am one 
night, Jacky awoke to hear Tilly barking in the kitchen.  Tilly never barks unless she needs 
feeding, so Jacky wondered what on earth the matter was.  She struggled out of bed to find 
Tilly standing in the middle of the kitchen floor ankle deep in water, shouting her head off 
(quite naturally).  To add insult to injury her bed was saturated so she really had cause to 
shout. 
 
    The water by now had travelled beyond the kitchen and was lapping up against Liz’s  
bedroom and the bathroom which had only just had new flooring laid.  Jacky yelled to Liz to 
wake up, Tilly was rescued from her watery dilemma and then together we looked for the 
source of the leak – the dishwasher water inlet hose had split and was gaily spewing out 
water unchecked. 
 
    Had it not been for Tilly, we may not have found the leak until we got up at 7 am and we 
dread to think of the damage it could have done by then.  Fortunately, thanks to Tilly, the 
water was turned off and blankets quickly thrown down to mop up the flood, Tilly’s bed was 
replaced with a dry one and we all crawled back into our beds so grateful to our little  
heroine.   
 
    Like us, no doubt, you have often read of dogs or cats having saved the family in one 
way or another, but little did we know that we would have one of our very own.  Tilly was 
very modest about her ordeal but certainly enjoyed the fuss and, more importantly, the dog 
chews she had as a reward. 
 

                                        DAKOTA UPDATE 
 

     
    Some of you will remember us telling you in Spring two years ago about a colony of 6 
black feral cats that came to us, and we thought you’d like to know who they’ve been getting 
on. 
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    From the beginning we saw very little of Crocus and now we don’t see her at all as she 
chose to make her own way in the world.  The others soon settled, turning up at mealtimes 
served in their shed and sleeping there or in our hay barn. 
 
    Tulip had never been a robust cat and after 18 months with us we found her unwell in our 
hay barn and brought her indoors for treatment, to which she responded a bit but was far 
from strong enough to go outdoors again.  When she took another turn for the worse, our 
vet x-rayed her and found a serious heart problem for which she wouldn’t recover, so we let 
her be put to sleep and not wake from the anaesthetic. 
 
    Lily we brought indoors from the start as we thought she was pregnant, and by the time 
we found she wasn’t and she’d been spayed, Liz had made friends with her.  Come  
Summer, Lily would pop outdoors to sun herself, but be back indoors on Liz’s bed at 
bedtime! She doesn’t like to be cuddled, will accept being picked up and moved (i.e. when 
Liz wants to make her bed!) and loves to be stroked and fussed – even rolling over to show 
her tummy – not that Liz is daft enough to risk stroking that – yet! 
 
    Percy, the big tom (ex. tom!)  and head of the group quickly learnt about the cat flap and 
came into the kitchen overnight, gradually staying in bed longer each morning until he is 
now indoors more than out.  He will even go out for a spot of exercise (hunting) and bring 
his catch (voles) back indoors to sit and eat it in the warm!  He does suffer with bronchitis 
(weak chests seem to be a problem, probably through being inbred – Lily also has  
bronchitis but doesn’t go unwell with it) and needs an occasional injection for that. 
 
    Rose was next to be brought in as we found her poorly – also with bronchitis and  
because she’d taken a while before she’d let us catch her, she was quite thin and poorly, so 
we kept her indoors for a while to feed her up and get her strong again.  By the time Rose 
was well enough for her freedom it was too cold to leave the bedroom window open and 
she hasn’t bothered to use the cat flap but is quite happy to stay in. 
 
    This left Tommy, her brother, in the hay barn with no-one to cuddle up to, so he followed 
his Dad, Percy, indoors!  He appears to be the healthiest of them and is always first on their 
dinner table at mealtimes – within touching distance, but not yet wanting to be stroked. 
 
    Those of you who have had very scared or feral cats will know what we mean when we 
say what a penetrating gaze they have, and we have watched their eyes go from large  
angry saucers daring us to go near, to cautious and watchful ready to move away if  
necessary, to now just squinting their eyes open enough to watch us from their ( or Liz’s ) 
bed where they’ve been sleeping. 
 
    We are thrilled that they are all in, out of the Winter weather – as we write this there is 2 
inches of snow on the ground and, particularly for Lily, Rose and Percy with their bronchitis, 
we dread to think how long they would survive outdoors.  To be accepted as non-
threatening and the comforts of indoors to be welcomed is wonderful and gives us as much 
pleasure as they all get. 
 
    We wrote the above over 2 months ago, and now unfortunately we must add a P.S.   
We found Percy in problems one morning with his chest and he was so poorly we didn’t 
want to risk the stress of taking him to the vets and, as he was already on treatment, we 
were able to collect some more for him, but were also given a guarded prognosis.  He  
improved a bit during the day and wasn’t distressed, just content to lay in his bed by the  
radiator, but the following morning after a defiant hiss at Liz he slipped into a coma and 
went to sleep forever. 
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    For a cat we never stroked it’s amazing how much we miss him as we had to be aware of 
which bed he was sleeping in in the kitchen as he often slept in a bed under our wall units.  
This meant that if we wanted something out of them we let him know we were there and 
moved slowly and then he would stay where he was without flying off in a panic.   
 
    As we have lots of black cats, we have been caught out creeping carefully round a curled 
up, sleeping black bundle, only to have a friendly domestic wake up wondering what we’re 
up to and where’s a cuddle then! 
 
    Percy died peacefully in the warm, after having 2 happy years with us, and his memory 
lives on in his sister Lily, son Tommy and daughter Rose. 

 
 

                                      ME AND MY BRUVVER 
 
 
    ‘Taking time to stand and stare’ is not a time waster, but an important part of looking after 
the ‘family’.  On occasions, observing the animals has made us aware that one of them may 
be walking lame, or eating a lot of grass, or toileting more than is usual.  We can then watch 
that animal more closely to see if the problem continues and if help is needed.  Likewise, 
watching shows us who has a best friend, or if a pair of related animals stick together.  Also 
those who are loners but stay on the outskirts of any activity watching but not joining in. 
 
    Recently in a ‘stand and stare’ mode, Jacky fell about laughing.  In our field 
we have 2 goats, mother and daughter we believe, named Iceberg and Icicle 
( yes, they are white! ).  Also living with them are 2 Soay sheep named Chop 
and Kebab, who are brothers. 
 
    Soay sheep originated on an island off the Scottish coast.  They are much smaller than 
‘normal’ sheep and have lovely brown fleeces which moult rather than having to be sheared 
off.  When moulting they can look very tatty as bits of fleece fall out. 
 
    The scene that followed was caused by their tatty wool. 
 
    Iceberg was standing a short distance from Kebab obviously watching him.  She ambled 
over and plucked a tuft of his wool out, not that he seemed to notice.  Having had a little 
munch on the offending tatt, she spat it out and ambled over again to Kebab and grabbed 
another tuft.  With that, Chop leapt into action.  He bounded over to Iceberg and headbutted 
her until she moved away.  It was so apparent that he was defending his brother and was 
really indignant that such a liberty had been taken.  Isn’t it nice to hear of brothers being 
such friends? 
 

                                       IT TAKES ALL SORTS 
 
 
    Just how low can some people stoop?  Recently we were the victims of a robbery.  Some 
nice person ‘visited’ one of our food sheds and removed all the dog food from it.  About 8 
sacks of complete dog food went missing, leaving 1 of our dogs on a special diet with a 
tummy upset from the alternative we had to feed him.  Apart from the cost of replacing the 
food, we had to buy security latches and padlocks to prevent a repeat performance. 
 
We are still puzzling over the type of person who would steal from a Sanctuary. 
 

**************** 
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    Thanks to all of you who sent their Sponsored Walk money.  A fantastic £1,717.50 was 
raised and will be used to lay concrete in the entrance to the field from the animals’ house.  
It is just a mud bath in the wet weather ( nearly all year round!! ) so the beasties will be very 
grateful that their cloven hooves will stay clean.  Sarah who organised the Walk has asked 
us to thank you all for your support in making it such a huge success.  It makes her efforts 
so worthwhile. 

 
    Thanks also to those who bought ‘Sanctuary’ Christmas or blank cards.  A profit of nearly 
£300 certainly helped pay a large amount to our ever patient vet.  We long for the day when 
we can pay his bills on time, but until then we rely on your generosity.  Speaking of which 
we are so grateful to Viv Haigh who printed our lovely cards for free, so every pack you 
bought was clear profit – Royal Mail wouldn’t help with the postage!!   
 
    As ever our thanks to Fred who supports the Sanctuary in so many ways.  What we and 
the animals would do without him, we shudder to think. 
 
    Likewise Keith, for giving his time and muscles!!  Every week he comes over for 2 days 
and turns his hand to any job that is asked of him.  Well, at least it’s varied, so he never 
gets bored!! 
 
    Phil, as always we are grateful for your continued support.  He and his boss Peter came 
and fitted a semi-commercial washing machine for us that was going to be thrown out 
where they were working.  It’s absolutely wonderful as it actually works!! 
 
    We’d like to thank the members of the Maidstone and Medway Cat Club for remembering 
our cats when they hold their shows.  They collect food for us and raise money for our  
felines via raffles and donations. 
 
    We are grateful to all of you who sent in their used postage stamps after Christmas.  We 
received masses.  Elaine who sorts the stamps has sent yet another cheque for £110 and 
that doesn’t include the Christmas ones from you.  Thank you, Elaine, for giving your time 
and converting the stamps into money for the animals and thank you stamp senders.  As 
you can see, it is really worthwhile collecting them for us.  Keep up the good work.  If you 
are able to separate British and foreign, it makes Elaine’s job a little easier. 
 
    On the subject of stamps, we’d like to thank all of you who send new stamps.  It has 
made a considerable difference to our postage costs which means more goes to the  
animals. 
 
    Talking of costs, sadly Derek who printed the newsletters for us free has retired.  Whilst 
Janice is still able to type the newsletter for us ( ta ever so Janice – you’re more than  
welcome girls! ) we will now have to pay for the newsletter to be printed.  We have had a  
reasonable quote from a friend and supporter of the Sanctuary, but obviously we need to 
find more pennies to be able to keep you in touch with the Sanctuary news. 
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                                           July 2000 
 

HERE WE ARE AGAIN 
 
 
    Where does the time go to.  The weeks just fly by and here we are again writing to tell 
you all the latest about the Sanctuary.  Spring has nearly gone and Summer about to arrive 
and life here carries on despite it all.  We knew this year would be a sad one for us and as 
we feared we have lost several of our old friends, a couple very unexpectedly.  It certainly 
casts a shadow of gloom around us, but we continue for the sake of the others until the pain 
subsides and we can look back with happy thoughts at the little life we have lost.  Just  
because we have so many in the family doesn’t mean we grieve any less than those with 
one.  Each little friend here is an individual and missed so very much.  We know that the 
end is slowly coming for several others and watching them is agony for us.  But that is what 
our lives are about, although at times the pain is unbearable.  Our family is reducing in  
numbers and because finances are always a burden we will only accept an animal with 
sponsorship or if it is about to be put to sleep.  We have actually homed three dogs that we 
had taken in, in an emergency (see later article). 
 
    This year, Sarah Chapman is once again organising a sponsored walk ( see end of  
Newsletter ) and all money raised will go to our vet.  He is so patient and never complains 
but, as we have been unable to keep on top of the bill in the last year, we must ask you for 
your help.  We have even spoken of closing down because the worry of owing so much 
money, combined with all the heartache, is wearing us out.  The trouble is that for many of 
the animals it will be a one way trip to the vet and that is unthinkable too.  We don’t like  
having to ask you when you are such loyal supporters, but things really have become quite 
desperate.  So please help the animals; they deserve so much when you consider the sorry 
state they arrived here in. 
 
    We would love to close down through lack of being needed, but we would be heartbroken 
if we were forced to close down through lack of funds and not be able to answer the cries 
for help in the future. 
 

 

ONE OF THOSE DAYS !! 
 
    Although we always say we never know what our day will be like, there 
are certain jobs that have to be done ( feeding, cleaning, walking ), jobs 
that should be done but can wait a day or two ( paperwork, housework ) 
and jobs that never crossed your mind that you’d ever have to do – like 
sawing a tree down to release the goat stuck in it!  Yes, you did read that 
correctly – one of our goats got stuck in a tree. 
 
    We’d had one of those days already – you know the sort, where everything takes longer 
than usual or goes wrong, and generally it had been a long day, starting when a tin of cat 
food exploded when Liz opened it, covering her from head to toe in very smelly, rotten food.  
Yuk!  Liz threw her clothes straight into the washing machine, finished feeding the cats their 
breakfast, and then jumped under the shower putting the morning routine out right from the 
beginning of the day. 
 
    So the day continued – nothing major going wrong, but full of petty niggles – 
until at teatime we found Walnut ( goat ). 
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    Our goats ( sheep and cattle ) have a field for grazing which they keep very short and 
every so often, especially in Spring when it’s growing well, we let the herd into our woods to 
graze which they thoroughly enjoy, of course.  Well, Walnut has the nickname ‘Giraffe’ 
because even though there is grass under his feet, bushes and shrubs at his height, he 
loves to stand on his back legs to eat the leaves off the trees – typical goat behaviour, don’t 
do things the easy way, but look for trouble – goats always find it – or invent it! 
 
    We found Walnut laying on his side with a front leg wedged in the forked trunk of a tree – 
obviously he’d slipped when standing on his back legs, and now was laying there waiting for 
us to rescue him.  Between the weight of him and the fact that the foot had swollen, there 
was no way we could lift him up to release his leg, so we grabbed a saw and chopped (very 
carefully) through one fork to free him.  The next problem was moving him to hospital  
quarters as he obviously had pins and needles in the leg and wasn’t able to walk on it.  We 
had quite a job with the two of us trying to persuade him to use his other three legs, and 
ended up half carrying him.  He was actually very lucky as he hadn’t broken his leg, and a 
few days with it strapped up by the vet to support it, and painkillers helped him recover well.  
By the time we’d sorted Walnut out, we were now totally behind on our evening duties, but 
all got sorted eventually – what a day and were we glad when it was over! 
 

                                                      OLD FRIENDS 
  
    As mentioned in the beginning of this newsletter, we have continued to lose more of our 
old friends, but as they get older they become even more special in some ways, and every 
day is important when we see time running out for them.  One of our cats, ‘Thomasina’, is 
now 12 years – not ancient, but she suffers with bronchitis which was responding well to 
treatment until recently. 
 
    She had her usual check-up with Ian ( vet ) only to find she now had a heart murmur as 
well and needed additional drugs for that to boost her circulation.  When Thomasina fainted 
that afternoon we feared her future was short if she wasn’t going to respond to the  
treatment, but the next day she brightened up as the drugs kicked in doing their job.  We 
have since seen Thomasina visiting our pigs (never been there before), come sliding  
backwards down a tree she’d run up, and been chasing a piece of straw round the lounge 
(don’t ask how we had stray straw strands indoors, but it had to do with a goat – and that’s 
another story!).  As this is being written she is asleep on my lap dreaming of more fun to get 
up to, and we’re enjoying every extra day as a bonus.  She’s worth every added penny that 
her treatment costs, but this is why we continue to struggle with the veterinary bills. 
 

                                    WAFER & BEAU & TIM 
 

   
    Last August Bank Holiday in the evening a little dog was found straying and as there was 
nowhere for her to go we took her in as a temporary measure!  She stayed for one month 
while an owner was looked for, but no-one claimed her, despite the police and vets being 
told about her.  We felt that she had been thrown out for the holidays as happens with so 
many.  She quickly came into season and we waited three months to have her spayed and 
then felt she could be re-homed.  One of our supporters was visiting and was quite smitten 
by her, but had no intentions of having another dog.  However, Wafer (as we called her as 
she had been a waif and stray) had other ideas.  She suddenly started attacking one of our 
dogs quite viciously and really meant it.  Obviously we couldn’t let this continue, so ‘phoned 
our friend and explained the situation.  ‘Would she be able to foster her while we looked for 
a home for her’ was the question, the answer being thankfully yes.  Wafer moved in with her 
new Mum and hasn’t moved out!!  She used all her wiles to ensure that her new Mum 
‘needed’ her as much as she needed a new Mum!! 
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    Then Beau came to us because she was biting the family she lived with.  She’s a small 
terrier and quite nervous.  She had originally lived in a pub and when the landlord moved, 
didn’t go too.  But a year of living with a lively family was just too much for her, although she 
was loved.  By luck, Liz and her teenage daughter Georgie were here helping one day when 
Beau was introduced to them.  It was love all round but sensibly Liz and Georgie went home 
and thought about her.  They had lost a dog last year and felt that they were now ready for 
another and so, eventually, Beau travelled home with them and, like Wafer, hasn’t looked 
back.  A quieter home was what she needed. 
 
    Tim, the third happy homing, had been with us for about eighteen months after his Mum 
had died.  He had always lived with other dogs so a home on his own wasn’t really fair.  
Then two of our supporters told us they were looking for a second dog and we told them 
about Tim, who is a cocker spaniel.  The wife said since a child she had always wanted a 
cocker, and so came and met the ‘boy’.  He took to them and the two dogs hit it off as well, 
so it was another happy ending. 
 
    Although we don’t normally re-home, in these cases we felt it was fairer to the dogs, but 
we try to only re-home to people we know. 
 
    At the moment we have a beautiful eight year old Rough Collie, taken to the vets to be 
put down, who could be re-homed if the right person comes along.  If you are interested in 
knowing more, please ‘phone us.  STOP PRESS: A LOVING HOME HAS BEEN FOUND!!!! 
 
 

                                 LITTLE HAPPENINGS 
 

 
     A little while ago, just as Spring was truly showing it was arriving, one of our cats wasn’t 
his usual self.  Morse was spending his days sleeping ( usually he’d be out and about  
helping ) and suddenly lost weight, so off to our vet.  We were upset to be told he had a  
serious liver problem – possibly cancer and feared we only had a short time left with him.  
The following week we took him back for another check-up, with the news that he hadn’t 
deteriorated as we’d expected and in fact was more lively and almost back to normal, and 
were obviously delighted to be told that his liver had improved enormously; whatever had 
been the problem, it seemed it was a temporary illness – what a wonderful relief.  Over the 
next couple of weeks he became his usual self again, although he remains thinner than  
before his illness. 
 
    One of those wonderful warm moonlit nights, one of our dogs needed to go in the garden 
– as they sleep in our bedrooms it is easy for them to wake us and ask to be let out – and 
so at 2.30am Dickens trotted off to the woods to do what he wanted.  Dickens is totally blind 
and knows every inch of our land, but if he goes out overnight, he does tend to get  
distracted by fox scents and forget to come back indoors straight away, so Liz finds herself 
waiting for half an hour or more if she doesn’t go down the path and call him.  As Liz  
wandered down to the woods she saw a ghostly shape on a fallen tree trunk 
and who leapt off from his spot and came running to her chattering his little 
“miaow, miaow” but Morse, who thought it was perfectly normal to have a cud-
dle and go for a stroll around the woods in the middle of the night!  We col-
lected Dickens from his nocturnal ramble and pottered off back indoors – in-
cluding Morse who decided it was time for a cuddle in bed.  When we told Ian 
our vet, apart from being as pleased as us that Morse was better, he  
commented on how lucky Morse was that at least he could catch up on his 
sleep during the day – unlike him or us! 
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    Another little happening that made us smile involved Tommy, one of the feral black  
Dakota cats.  As you may recall from previous updates, they now all sleep and eat indoors, 
although only one – Lily – likes to be stroked and fussed.  Tommy was asleep in Liz’s  
bedroom in a cat bed on a shelf at face height, so when Liz went to the cupboard under-
neath, she was face to face with him – much to his disgust.  Once upon a time he would 
have just leapt up and out the open window nearby, but he calmly stood up and moved – all 
of six inches away, into another cat bed behind the one he’d been in!  Liz said “Didn’t you 
know you’re a wild cat that doesn’t like indoors and cosy beds!”  He ignored her and went 
back to sleep – a lovely sight – not like his latest party trick.  Some of you may remember us 
telling you how Percy ( Tommy’s Dad ) would go hunting and then bring his catch indoors in 
the dry and warm to eat it – well, now Tommy has decided to do the same thing!  At least he 
takes it on to the cats table and devours it off the newspaper, making it easier to clear up 
when we find what’s left! 
 

                                              THANKS 
 
    Once again, Viv and Angela Haigh are opening their gardens to the public on Saturday 
22nd July.  If you love to see pretty gardens or enjoy talking to other like-minded people, 
please support the event.  Proceeds will be divided between the local Church and the  
Sanctuary. 
 
    Betty Grover is arranging another music night in aid of the Sanctuary.  It will be held 
some time in October – please ring us for further details. 
 
    Thanks to Fred, Angela, Mary, Liz, Georgie and Keith for all your help.  We trust you 
know just how much we appreciate you. 
 
    Thanks to all our used stamp senders and a thank-you to the late Graeme Munro.  His 
long time friend, Norman Andrews, donated part of Graeme’s stamp collection of many 
years to the Sanctuary and raised extra money. 
 
    And finally, many of you, like us, were disgusted by having food stolen from the  
Sanctuary.  Our thanks to all those who sent money to replace it.  We were touched by your 
kindness. 
 

                                       SPONSORED WALK 
 

    As we mentioned earlier, Sarah Chapman is once again organising another sponsored 
walk.  It will take place on Sunday 3rd September at 10am ( meeting at 9.45am ), starting 
and finishing at Caterham Railway Station.  The route, about ten miles long, will go via 
Woldingham and Warlingham, and Sarah advises that you take a packed lunch as there 
possibly won’t be a pub stop. 
 
    This year, all the money raised will go to our vet bill – our constant headache.  We beg all 
of you who live nearby and enjoy walking to join the walk, and those who are unable to go 
on the walk to sponsor Sarah. 
 
    Please, please, please everyone badger all your friends, relatives and work colleagues to 
sponsor someone on the walk and make this an even bigger success than other years.  As 
you have read, we are really desperate to clear as much of the vet bill as possible.  So 
please help and make this Millennium walk at least a £2,000 success. 
 
Please send cheques, made payable to Chaldon Animal Sanctuary, to either Sarah or here 
at the Sanctuary.  We will tell you how the walk went in our next newsletter. 
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                                     November 2000 
 
 

                YOU SAVED THE DAY 
 
 
    Wow!!  It’s true to say you’ve taken our breath away.  After our last 

newsletter when things seemed so bad, your response has been fantastic.  As you know, 
the loss of so many of our dear ‘family’ plus the vet bill we struggle continuously to pay, had 
nearly been too much for us.  But thanks to you, our outstanding vet bill has virtually been 
paid off.  The sponsored walk raised £1,674.50.  Donations from you sent to our appeal  
totalled £3,237 – and thanks to one of our supporters who sent our newsletter to a local  
paper, which was then picked up by two others, and another £1,620 was send in by their 
readers.  Phew!!  The heat is off – well, at least temporarily.  The bills will still continue to 
come in and there’s no way to cut costs when caring properly for the animals, so please  
remember them when you have an extra few pennies.  We can’t continue without YOU.   
We can give all the love and care, but without the finance we are lost. 
 
The biggest, bestest thank you from all the ‘family’.   
 
    After such a wonderful response from you and a lovely dry summer, life seemed to take 
an upward turn – until the high winds and rains of October. Well, we were lucky compared 
to what some poor people suffered, but we still had a few problems.  Our bungalow  
remained dry thank goodness, but we had a lot of work to do for the outside animals – fresh 
bedding, baling out the bunny barn and putting up extra rain barriers, tacking plastic  
sheeting onto shed roofs to replace the torn roofing felt, etc – you get the general idea. 
 
    We had a stream running across our field and woods from one boundary fence to the 
other which our dogs greeted with a variety of reactions – a couple enjoyed splashing and 
playing in it, a few plodded stoically through it, and the others either tried to jump over it, or 
tip-toed through it looking as if they’d wet themselves! 
 
    Our cats have the choice of using the indoor facilities ( litter trays ) but some just don’t 
like using them, and every so often one would charge out the cat flap, be as quick as  
possible and fly back indoors thoroughly drenched.  Every window ledge seemed to have a 
cat staring sadly out the window waiting to be able to go out to play. 

 
    Our foxes have hutches and houses, but Cameron and Rebecca our three-legged foxes 
have dug themselves an earth in their pen – if the weather is nice they sit out on their 
house, otherwise they share their den underground.  The morning of the worst flooding 
when checking out animals, we found Cameron outside his pen frantically trying to get back 
in and no sign of Rebecca.  Their den had flooded and instead of coming back up inside 
they had broken through outside the fence and in spite of us opening the door Cameron 
couldn’t work out how to get back in and took off – we were devastated and feared we’d 
never see either of them again.  That night, after our dogs had gone to bed, ( and we 
wished we could too as we were exhausted ) we put the foxes dinner in their pen and kept 
watch from a bedroom window until Cameron came home hungry and walked straight in – 
Liz crept out the back door, round to the pen and shut his door – what a relief – one down, 
one to go.   
    Now, we had what we thought was a sensible idea – but Cameron disagreed.  We 
wanted to move him from his pen next door to the other pen so that we could reopen the 
door for Rebecca to get in, but Cameron refused to be caught; it was now midnight and by 
torchlight we were struggling, so we left it till morning – by which time he had re-dug his 
hole and way out and had vanished again. 
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    That day we filled the hole with rubble and cement, and tied string to the pen door  
running to the bedroom window so that we could close it from indoors – a very good idea as 
it turned out.  Repeat performance at bedtime – saw a fox go in, pulled string and shut door, 
crept outside to bolt the door – and met second 3-legged fox outside!  Shot back indoors, 
released string to open door praying that Rebecca who was already in would stay in.  No 
problem – she wasn’t moving and now that Cameron had his girlfriend back he went in and 
stayed in happily.  Pulled string, shut door and then went and bolted it on two very happy 
foxes – the call of the wild held no joy for them.  They slept and ate and have shown  
absolutely no sign of repeating their big adventure, but what touched us was Cameron’s 
obvious closeness to Rebecca, wanting her home safe and sound with him. 

 
                                                GRACE 
 
    We all know how exceptional animals’ sense of smell is, and take it for granted, probably, 
without giving it much thought, but a small incident highlighted it.  Usually we shower at the 
end of our smelly days, but on this occasion Liz got up early and had it the next morning – 
no problem, but let’s just set the scene a little.  Some cats always come to bed, some never 
do, but come for a cuddle in the kitchen, or in the lounge – and Grace is one of the latter.  If 
Liz is up with an early cup of coffee, Grace comes running down the lounge and leaps up 
for a cuddle – as she did this particular morning – only to freeze in mid-approach.  She 
thought it was Liz, it looked like Liz, but the soap smell was fresh and obviously confused 
her for a full ten seconds, as she stood and glared, nostrils flared to pick up Liz’s scent 
through the smell of wild fruit ( or whatever ) and then came and had a cuddle when she’d 
satisfied herself it was Liz and safe to do so. 
 

BEAGLE BITS 
 
    A few years ago a friend in another rescue group asked if we could take two young  
beagles that weren’t coping very well in kennels.  Their background was unknown, but we 
brought home two terrified pups, one about 4 months – a typical little square shaped girl, 
and the other about a month older, a heavy set, short legged, long backed sort of beagle, 
apparently we’ve found out since the shape of American bred beagles.  They are equally 
dissimilar in character – the little one – Tansy, very nervous and ingratiating, eager to 
please and easy to upset.  Daisy is the complete opposite – or so she’d have you believe, 
but she covers her fears with nonchalance pretending that she doesn’t want any attention 
and doesn’t care about being loved – but she still demands to climb on Liz’s lap for cuddles! 
 
    We’d not had a beagle before, but were well aware of their reputation – a wonderful,  
gentle and loving breed – but stubborn – a true hound when their nose is to the ground on a 
scent – deaf!  Tansy is relatively easy about coming in from the garden when called – if a 
titbit of food doesn’t work ( and it usually does as they love their grub ), then a high pitched 
silly voice does the trick and she comes running.  Meanwhile Daisy is perhaps just in sight, 
and coming – slowly!  One foot in front of the other and heading vaguely in our direction, but 
exerting her personality that she’ll do it in her own time – however, suddenly another time 
she’ll come in a direct line and at top speed, even overtaking her sister to be first in ( but not 
usually when we’re in a hurry! ).  She’d be a nightmare to walk in public parks as she’d  
always be distracted off in all directions – thank goodness we’re fully fenced here. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



114 

 

    Whatever they went through in their early weeks has made them highly dependent on 
each other for support and comfort, and they always sleep tucked up in each others arms – 
often head to tail like a 6 & 9.  When they need anything done, such as having their ears 
cleaned, nails trimmed, etc, again they are complete opposites.  Daisy’s tail drops and she 
freezes with fear – makes her very easy to do, but so horrible to see, and afterwards even 
cuddles and titbits don’t help – when finished she shoots over to her sister for comfort, and 
then a few minutes later goes back to Liz with her tail up and wagging again.  Tansy  
however goes into complete panic – she wriggles and fidgets, and in the early days even 
wet herself with fear, but when finished she bounces over Liz, her sister and round the room 
in celebration. 
 
    Recently Tansy visited our vet for treatment and had an injection with minimum fuss – a 
little squeak and that was all.  We came home and went straight out for our walk to cheer 
her up – but it didn’t.  We finished our afternoon rounds and sat down with a coffee, but 
Tansy was sitting in a corner shaking and shivering, not even wanting her sister with her.  
Liz invited her up for a cuddle and Tansy squashed herself as close as possible, then  
settled down to sleep and when she woke up for dinner she’d got over it all and was alright 
again, but what upset us was the possibility that these two sweet-natured souls could have 
been bred for laboratory use as thousands of beagles are. 
 
   It is easy nowadays to buy products not tested on animals – just read the labels as we do. 

 
 

A VARIATION OF THE THIEVING MAGPIE 
 
    One day last summer Jacky was sitting in the field with her dogs, just enjoying seeing 
them potter about or chewing a stick on a lovely sunny day – yes, they did exist!!  A magpie 
flew into the top half of the field where the goats and sheep graze and landed a few feet 
from Thistle, one of our goats.  In Mr Mags’ mouth was a lump of bread obviously taken 
from the chickens and rabbits, and presumably he thought he was in a safe place to enjoy 
his snack.  But Thistle had noticed and so the fun began.  Thistle was being a gentleman 
and trying very hard not to let Mr Mags know that what he wanted more than anything was 
this small lump of bread.  He very slowly moved two steps towards his goal and, so not to 
be outdone, our thieving magpie hopped away with the bread in his mouth but keeping the 
same distance between himself and Thistle.  Three times this routine was re-enacted until 
the magpie started to get cross and rattled at Thistle and moved 6ft away.  Thistle wasn’t 
deterred and ambled over towards his treasure.  Mr Mags, now furious, rattled and shrieked 
at Thistle and flew further away.  Thistle followed.  How long would this continue crossed 
Jacky’s mind when suddenly Mr Mags, livid with this upstart of a goat, flew up in the air and 
took off to a nearby tree. 
 
    Thistle couldn’t believe it and ambled over to where the magpie had been and checked 
the ground for signs of his treasure, but it was bare so he continued grazing as if nothing 
had happened.  ( That’s goats for you!! ). 

 

TILLY 
 
    Tilly is in the news again.  Do you remember sometime ago we told you how our little 
yorky Tilly, who is totally blind and deaf, saved our bungalow from flooding?  Well, one of 
our supporters sent the article in our newsletter to the magazine “Dogs Today!”.  Tilly’s story 
appeared on the ‘Golden Oldies’ page and, from the other stories on the page, Tilly was 
awarded the star prize of a Doggy Cake. 
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    The cake duly arrived and Tilly helped with her nose as the cake was unwrapped.  It was 
really pretty with a flower on top and a heart-shaped card with ‘for a special dog’ written on 
it.  Around the outside was a bright red tartan ribbon.  We had decided that all the dogs 
would share in Tilly’s good fortune, but not before Tilly had investigated her cake and had 
‘helped herself’ to some mouthfuls of it!!  She liked it. 
 
    We cut the cake up into pieces for everyone and Tilly shared in that too!!  She really is a 
little piggy.  When the cake was shared out, Tilly joined in that too!!  But it was her cake, 
and she deserved it. 
 
    A happy footnote to the sharing out of the cake was that our little Jack Russell Pickle had 
that day been diagnosed as having a very aggressive cancer.  She was quite poorly and we 
knew that we would have to say goodbye to her later in the day.  Pickle hadn’t eaten  
anything that day, but when offered the doggy cake, she ate it with gusto.  We felt that in 
her last hours she had had something to cheer her a little.  So thank you, Tilly, for Pickle 
and every one of our dogs who thought it delicious. 

 
                                SPONSORED WALK : UPDATE 
 
    The weather was kind to our brave walkers who all completed the ten mile walk.   
Although fewer actually turned out this year, the amount raised ( £1,674.50 ) was still  
magnificent and our thanks to Sarah and all those who made the day a success, both by 
participating or sponsorship. 
 

AND FINALLY2222. 
 
  
    Once again our grateful thanks to all of you who have helped us through this lean time 
and to those who fund-raise in many different ways.  To Fred, Angela and Mary for holding 
bric-a-brac stalls, Viv and Angela for opening their gardens to the public, Sarah for  
organising the sponsored walk, Betty for holding a music evening, not to mention those of 
you who visit us with food, bric-a-brac, blankets, towels, newspapers and donations. 
 
    Thanks, Vi, for writing to the local paper, and Patricia for writing to Dogs Today.  It all 
helps and is publicity to those who haven’t heard of us. 
    And stamp senders, keeping them coming – we don’t want Elaine saying she hasn’t any 
stamps to sort and sell for us!!  Thank you, Elaine, for your help.  Thank you to everyone 
who sends us new stamps or SAEs.  It all saves a few more pennies. 
 
    And please would the person who is responsible for cheques arriving from NSF let us 
know who they are as we are mystified as to how and why!! 
 
    Thanks Keith, Liz and Georgie for your manual help at the Sanctuary.  It’s needed so 
much as otherwise we might be working all night too!!  Thanks also to Brian for building a 
wonderful extension shelter to the goat, sheep and cattle house.  Now they can stay in the 
dry to have a drink and keep out of the mud. 
 
    You may have noticed that this year we have sent three instead of four newsletters.  
Some supporters did make this suggestion and it certainly helps reduce the cost now that 
we have to pay to have it printed, but thanks Janice for still continuing to beautifully type it 
for us.  ( You’re more than welcome!  I’m sure I speak for everyone when I say it’s our  
privilege to be able to help. Janice. ). 
And finally, our best wishes to you all for Christmas and the New Year.  Let’s hope that it’s a 
peaceful one for all of us. 
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                                     March 2001 
                                             PAID IN FULL!! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    Christmas may be long gone, but your generosity lives on.  After your marvellous  
response to our desperate appeal last year, your kindness continued into the holiday  
season.  In the weeks leading up to Christmas, our post was filled with donations from you 
that meant we now don’t owe our vet anything.  After 18 months of always being in debt to 
our vet, we can at last hold our heads up high.  We thank Ian so much for his support and 
patience and know that there are few vets who would have been so considerate and  
understanding. 
 
    Thanks to all of you who care about our ‘family’ and sent Christmas cards and  
messages of ‘wishing us well’.  Without you all the story could have been so different.  
Also we don’t forget our faithful stamp senders, or Elaine, our faithful stamp sorter and 
seller.  We have received cheques from her for £150, so together you do a grand job. 
 
    Our apologies to three of our supporters who sent us donations at Christmas but didn’t 
give their full names.  We like to send a personal thank-you to all who send a donation, so 
Sheila and Bill from Bradford who sent £100 and two others who sent £5 each, please  
accept this belated thank-you from us. 
 
 

                                                PARKER’S PROBLEMS 
 

    Recently Liz had a ten minute appointment with our vet – and got home nearly two 
hours later!  As we write this, sitting in our field, there is a new canine member running 
around with his new friends and frequently coming for a fuss and tickle.  Parker, a little 
terrier, had an appointment with death but, thanks to our vet and receptionist ( well done 
Sue 3 ) we were asked if we could help. 
 
    The situation had altered in Parker’s home and he was now biting the wife and children.  
They felt they couldn’t trust him, or rehabilitate him with time and training, so the owners 
had rung our vets.  We all knew the re-homing groups would be reluctant or unable to take 
him – after all, who wants to give a home to a dog with such a bad reputation. 
 
    So, when Liz was at the vets, Ian and Sue spoke to her about Parker and, as always, 
there is no pressure from them, but the unspoken knowledge is there that if we say no, 
there will soon be another body bag filled.  Liz rang Jacky to chat about our decision – it’s 
part of why we work so well together – we share our thoughts and decision making; after 
all, it affects both of us. 
 
    We didn’t just jump in with an obvious yes answer, but spoke realistically about the  
possible and, we believed from what little we knew, likely problems we would be  
committing ourselves to.  Due to your wonderful support, one aspect we were able not to 
be so concerned about was finance.  Instead of saying “we still owe our vet, so taking on 
another one isn’t sensible”, we said “we don’t owe anyone and he’s only little and won’t 
cost much to feed!” 
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   Just had to stop writing to ask Parker to be quiet – he’s barking at the postman driving 
past, and others are joining in!  This was part of our concern about taking him on because, 
as they live indoors with us and are not in kennels, a new member can ( and usually does ) 
affect the existing relationship between our dogs. 
 
    Anyway, the result of our chat was that Parker deserved another chance and so Liz then 
spoke to the owner ( still at home ) and waited for Parker to be delivered into the safety of 
her arms, instead of going through the vets’ front door ( they didn’t want him anyway! ). 
 
    We’ve now had him a week and are amazed at what a lovely little lad he is, who hasn’t 
once shown the slightest sign of aggression – and even loves having a cuddle on Liz’s lap, 
squeezed in between two or three cats!  Our other dogs have accepted him easily and 
Parker starts each day with such joy and excitement at what’s to come – cuddles, walks and 
company – that it reaffirms why we do what we do. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    The day after Parker arrived we had a letter from one of our supporters and, as many of 
you do, there were words of support for our work, and the comment that hopefully we would 
not have to close due to lack of funds.  It really brought it home to us again that without you 
and your financial help, in whatever way, however large or small, it’s what keeps us going 
so that we are here when needed.  So, from Parker especially, as well as all our other  
animals here, we must thank you for keeping us open last year when we were in desperate 
need, and you can all take pleasure in the knowledge that what you do in supporting us 
does make the difference where it matters – with animals’ lives. 
 
 

                                                FOOT AND MOUTH FEARS 
 
 
    As we write this newsletter, we are in the middle of the foot and mouth crisis.  Our goats, 
sheep, pigs and cattle are all at risk because the virus can be airborne as well as by  
contact.  We have closed the Sanctuary to all visitors as a precaution and have laid  
disinfected straw in our lane.  It doesn’t seem much to do, but at least we feel we are doing 
something. 
 
    The thought of losing all our friends at the same time fills us with absolute dread as we 
carefully monitor them for signs of the infection. 
 
    We’ve never listened to the news on TV as much as we do at the moment in case a new 
outbreak has been discovered near to us.  And whilst the newsreader witters on about  the 
public reaction to not having meat or the price they might have to pay, all we can think of is 
the possibility of a very empty field where Trubshaw, Chance, Chop and Kebab, Albi, Molly 
and Dylan, Trug, Walnut, Teasel, Icicle, Whispa and Becky, Sausage, Chipolata, Spam and 
Fritter once peacefully grazed, but may have to be slaughtered – not because they can’t 
survive the illness, but in an effort to prevent the infection from spreading to others. 
 
    The farmers whose lives have already been affected must be devastated, and the others, 
like us, just pray it won’t strike our animals.  We just hope and pray that by the time we write 
the next newsletter, we can say that our family survived this awful crisis. 
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                                                    FERRET FAMILY 
 
    In 1995 we were asked to help when someone found a stray ferret.  We’d not had a ferret 
before and a quick trip to the library and a chat to a friend in wildlife gave us the information 
we needed for our new ferret friend.  Well – perhaps friend is the wrong word as Marble’s 
behaviour typified the way many people think of ferrets – she bit!  Gradually she got used to 
us and gentle handling and is now very friendly and hasn’t bitten anyone – not even the vet! 
 
    We try to keep our animals in a way that mimics their natural groups – i.e. dogs in a pack, 
rabbits in a colony, and apparently ferrets also like their own sort for company, so we asked 
around our rescue friends and found an old, elderly female, ‘Quartz’, living on her own, so 
she came and joined Marble.  From the word go they became great friends, eating, playing 
and sleeping with each other which was lovely to see. 
 
    In 1999 our third ferret arrived – Gypsum – a big white boy who was soon put in his place 
by the girls and their bed was now a jumble of ferret feet, noses and tails all mixed up to-
gether in a pile of happy ferrets; however, it was understood that the girls ruled the roost (no 
sexist comments please!).  Last year another ferret, ‘Shingle’, was handed in to us, a 
starved young female who Gypsum fell in love with and, as Shingle 
put on weight, she was soon able to play rough and tumble with him, 
leaving the two older girls in peace.  This happened just as we were 
thinking we would have to separate Gypsum, as Quartz had been  
suffering from bronchitis for some time, and we were concerned that 
she shouldn’t be upset by Gypsum wanting to play, but with the  
arrival of Shingle everybody was happy again. 
 
    Unfortunately last November Quartz’s health worsened and one morning she was found 
dead in bed, with Marble still by her side.  Now, we all know some animals grieve noticeably  
and others don’t seem to, but we were surprised at just how upset Marble was.  The other 
two didn’t appear to notice that Quartz wasn’t there, but Marble went off her food,  
repeatedly searched all of their enclosure and leapt on Liz’s hands when they were fed and 
cleaned, looking to see if Quartz was being returned.  It was nearly two weeks before she 
gave up actually looking for Quartz, although she was still subdued and mourning the loss 
of her friend for some time after. 
 
    A few weeks later another arrival helped cheer her up.  Jacky went to have her car 
looked at and came home with a ferret ( nothing unusual in that – well, not with us any-
way! ).  The poor lad was all skin and bones and his hutch had two inches of filth and  
maggots in it!  This ferret was so aggressive  that while he was on his own being fed plenty 
and then recovering from castration, Liz wore her welly boots as protection when she went 
in to him!  After his operation ‘Mr Chalk’ was determined to chew his stitches out – and  
succeeded, so ended up wearing a plastic hood to stop him and during that time he learnt to 
trust being handled without biting.  Within days of joining the other ferrets, Mr Chalk was a 
reformed character – he ran off his excess energy playing with Gypsum, Shingle had a  
respite from playing with big brother and went and kept Marble company, so they’ve all  
settled down together. 
 
    It amazed us at just how upset Marble was at the loss of her friend – after all, she still had 
others with her for company – and it is wonderful to see her happy again now that Shingle is 
her new friend.  We also couldn’t have expected such a transformation in Mr Chalk when he 
joined the ferret family – he enjoys being stroked and handled now, and when he and  
Gypsum chase and romp around together it is a lovely sight. 
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                                              TV ADDICTS 
 
     No doubt many of you know of, or own, cats that like watching television, and until last 
year when we lost Thomasina, she was the only one of ours who regularly took an interest, 
although her taste is programmes wasn’t always the same as ours!  Like lots of cats – and 
dogs ( and us ) – she enjoyed nature documentaries, but also loved cartoons which we put 
on for her, but horror of horrors, also liked sport – which we do not!  If Thomasina caught 
sight of football or snooker when we changed channels, we’d mute the sound to let her 
watch it – fortunately she never stayed interested for more than five or ten minutes ( go on – 
admit you do the same for yours – and it’s not just us that change channels for ours – surely 
we’re not the only ones that mad! ).  Thomasina used to get right up close to the television 
screen and stand on her back legs to watch the action, as well as tapping the actors – or 
animals. 
 
    Since Thomasina died, the television has been ignored by our cats until recently.  We 
have a very pretty grey and white named Banjo ( in memory of BJ – another grey and white 
who died weeks before Banjo arrived ).  For Banjo’s eleven years with us she has barely 
even sat on Liz’s lap, preferring to keep herself to herself – that’s the sort of cat she is,  
although suddenly she decides she wants attention but demands it on her terms of when 
and where! 
 
    During the long January evenings, Banjo decided that sitting on Liz’s lap was what she 
wanted, and insisted on being fussed and stroked so much that we were becoming  
seriously concerned that she was trying to tell us that something was the matter with her, 
which proved not to be the case, fortunately.  Suddenly she caught sight of the television – 
had she really never noticed it before? – and became an absolute addict.  She scorned the 
light programmes of cartoons, ignored sport ( thank goodness ), enjoyed nature, and was 
hooked by dramas or whatever we were viewing – which was lucky for us as her attention 
level lasted between one and one-and-a-half hours.  Banjo was glued to the television, but 
liked to view from the comfort of Liz’s lap – providing Liz with an excuse for having to stay 
sitting with the television on!  This went on every evening as we settled down, with Banjo 
joining us for nearly two months and then, just as suddenly as she’d started, she stopped.  
She still sits on Liz’s lap most evenings, but with her back to the television and not even 
glancing at it – aren’t cats contrary – and isn’t that what we love about them! 
 

                                     A PLEDGE FOR POLKA 
 
 
    Can we tell you about Polka.  She is a tabby and white nine-year-old cat who was one of 
the animals featured on our Christmas card the year before last.  She came to us as a kitten 
with her brother from a home that, to put it mildly, was awful.  One of her litter mates had 
already been run over and killed on the road, and the brother she came here with died at 
ten months old.  They were never the healthiest of felines, but Polka survived and now is a 
puss to be proud of.  She has no teeth and only one eye, but thoroughly enjoys life. 
 
    Twelve months ago Polka was diagnosed with an overactive thyroid.  She was given the 
necessary medication but it wasn’t too effective, so with the vet’s advice, we decided it 
would be better for Polka if she had the gland removed.  The operation took place and  
despite trying to bleed to death on the operating table, she slowly recovered and gradually 
returned to her old self. 
 
    For a while all was well, but then we noticed that her old symptoms were returning.  A 
blood test revealed that our fears were justified – the other thyroid gland was now over-
working.   
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    Now, to operate again is not even a consideration after the first time when she could 
have died.  The tablets she is taking help, but vomiting and thinness are side-effects.  She 
will have to take the tablets for the rest of her life which, let’s face it, could be a number of 
years and, although she is very good about being given a tablet in food or down her throat, 
nevertheless she hates it. 
 
    Now there is an alternative, but 22. yes, there’s always a ‘but’.  She could have  
radiation therapy, one single injection at a specialised unit and where she would have to 
stay for four weeks until the radiation worked out of her.  The radiation kills the gland that 
causes her all her problems.  The treatment is 100% effective and produces no side-effects.  
The cost, with pre-treatment tests to make sure that other than her gland she is healthy, will 
be ( groan, groan ) £650. 
 
    Now we are wondering if any of you would pledge some money for her so that if she is fit 
enough to have the radiation therapy we can go ahead.  We don’t need the money now.  
What we ask is that you write to us now and make a pledge for Polka’s treatment.  In the 
hopeful event that all is well and Polka can be given the specialised treatment in May, we 
could then call on you to help pay the bill. 
 
    As always every penny will help her to have the treatment and we would just love to see 
the old, fit Polka again. 
 
                                                                ********* 
 
We guess it’s time to say goodbye222222 
 
2222but not without first saying thank you to everyone who keeps the Sanctuary afloat.   
 
To those who sponsor animals, send donations, bring food and newspapers, collect bric-a-
brac and send stamps to Elaine for sorting and selling.   
 
To Fred for his help in so many ways.   
 
To Keith, Liz, Georgie and Brian for their manpower and to Phil for sorting out the indoor 
plumbing and electrics.   
 
To Mary and Angela for fund-raising on the stalls.   
 
Thanks, Janice, for reading our scrawl and typing this newsletter and to Roger and Wendy 
for printing it for us.   
 
We must also mention Margery Jones who did a sponsored slim for the family!  She lost two 
stones in weight and raised £300.  WOW!! 
 
               Without all of you, we wouldn’t be here to help the animals. 
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                                                                                                            July 2001 
 
                                

                                        SUMMERTIME 
 
 

    We’re back and still don’t owe our vet anything.  It’s such a feeling of relief, although we 
know that finances are always a big concern. 
 
    After the wettest Winter we have ever known, Spring came and turned into a lovely dry 
season.  The animals all appreciated being able to lay outside and sunbathe or shade bathe 
as the heat dictated and everyone felt so much happier.  Dogs were bathed, sheep sheared 
and 101 outside jobs were done.  What a difference a bit of dry and sunny weather can 
make. 
 
    Fred Tinkler started his weekly bric-a-brac stalls with Mary and Angela; local fêtes also 
saw our stall and together raised much needed cash to keep us solvent. 
 
    The dreaded foot and mouth thankfully stayed away from this area, although it still  
rumbles on elsewhere in the country and, although some precautions are still necessary, 
the Sanctuary is once again open to visitors by appointment. 
 
    So we start the Summer in good fettle and just hope that this wonderful weather will  
continue until Christmas!! 
 

                                                      AMAZING ANIMALS 
 
 
    As many of you know, watching our pets is a fascinating – and important – part of having 
animals and they constantly keep us amused, amazed or bewildered at what they get up to. 
 
    During the Winter our herd ( goats, sheep, cattle ) are restricted to one end of our field 
which they turn into a mud bath, but it gives the other end a chance not to be churned up – 
after all, a half ton bullock ( Trubshaw ) soon leaves a mess behind after charging around in 
high spirits!  As soon as the weather improves, the ground dries out a bit and there is grass 
to graze, they have all the field every other day. 
 
    The first decent day this year Liz went to let them through and had to call their magic 
word of “GOATS” for them to realise the fence was open.  Two days later when Liz went to 
open the fence only Trubshaw was in the field – the rest of the herd were still in their house, 
but as Liz approached Trubshaw bellowed and immediately all the rest – goats, sheep and 
his lady friend Chance, the cow, all charged out and down the field.  They obviously  
recognised his call before Liz had chance to call them and knew exactly what he’d said – 
who says animals can’t talk!  It was lovely to see them all respond to Trubshaw and showed 
that animals don’t just talk to their own species, but to their friends as well. 
 
    In May we lost one of our dogs, ‘Kirsty’ who had been with us, along with ‘Betsy’, before 
we moved here ten years ago.  Kirsty was just four weeks short of her 13th birthday, and 
Betsy is only a year younger, so they had been together for a long time, but not together as 
a pair sleeping or playing with each other, but both around as individuals.  When Kirsty was 
put down ( severe arthritis and pain ) there wasn’t any noticeable mourning from Betsy in 
change of behaviour, but a week later we realised that her face had changed – almost  
overnight she lost her youthful expression and looked old, so she has, like us, grieved for 
her missing friend although in a very subtle way. 
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    We did have four pigs until recently – Spam and Fritter being Vietnamese Pot Bellied 
brothers that we’ve had since they were piglets.  Sadly Spam developed heart failure and in 
spite of trying heart powders in food ( apples, jam tarts, etc ) he worsened and we had to 
admit defeat and arrange for him to be put to sleep.  We separated Spam in one end of their 
pigsty and put a hurdle across so that Fritter could still get in the other end and also be able 
to see his brother.  The vet came that afternoon and sedated Spam first, as even an unwell 
pig is a large and potentially difficult animal to handle, although Spam was very good and 
didn’t try biting or being awkward.  Fortunately the vet was prepared to euthanase Spam by 
injection so we didn’t have to call the knacker man in to shoot him – thank you Sandra, it 
meant a lot to us.  Unfortunately it takes a lot longer for the drug to work so we stood and 
waited, and waited, and waited while Spam slipped into a deeper and deeper sleep in his 
straw bed – it was so very peaceful.   
 
    As we couldn’t arrange transport to move Spam until the next day, 
we left the hurdle across so that Fritter didn’t need to sleep next to his 
brother – but he had other ideas.  When Liz went back later in the 
evening to check that he’d bedded down ok, she found that Fritter had 
pushed the hurdle away and was laid next to his brother, but what 
really affected her was the sound he was making.  Pigs are vocal – 
they grunt and squeal – but we had never heard this sound before, 
best described as whimpering, and it’s hard not to call it crying, but  
undoubtedly it was grieving. 
 
 

                                           POLKA UPDATE 
 
 
    Well, Polka celebrated her 10th birthday in style.  During the evening she appeared at the 
french doors in the lounge, marched in through all the sleeping dogs, very, very pleased 
with herself, carrying a rodent ( ugh! ) still alive and kicking!!  She took it straight to Liz’s 
bedroom – a gift, of course!! – and left it for someone else to find.  Sadly we found the body 
later.  This was the 4th present in 2 weeks.  Nothing unusual in that you may think, but last 
year Polka didn’t hunt at all, she wasn’t feeling well enough.  So to all of you who helped to 
pay for Polka’s treatment, her grateful thanks as she is now 100% cured and feeling  
wonderful. 
 
    When we wrote the last newsletter in March asking for your help, we did wonder what 
your response would be, although past events should have told us just how wonderful you 
are.  As we were aware that, like the NHS!!, there was a waiting list for the radio-active  
iodine treatment, we booked Polka in for the first available date which was 7th May, in the 
hopes that we would have enough to pay her bill.  As luck would have it, there was a  
cancellation and Polka was admitted to hospital on 9th April.  We were both pleased and  
terrified for already we were nervous wrecks at the prospect of handing Polka over to 
strangers for 4-6 weeks. 
 
    The pre-treatment tests were carried out by Ian, our vet, and all was well to go ahead.  5 
days before her journey to Canterbury, we had to stop Polka’s tablets that had been helping 
the thyroid problem so, by the Monday, Polka was quite flat and not too well.  We knew it 
had to be like this as her body had to be rid of all medicines so that the radio-active iodine 
could do its job.  The day before our trek to Canterbury, we prepared a bag of everything we 
might need on the journey and also an even bigger bag for Polka – a bed, a jacket smelling 
of Liz, her favourite biscuits and titbits.  It was like an army operation!!   
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    The next morning we were up at 6am to start feeding and watering all the other animals 
as we planned to leave at 10.30am.  We can’t just walk away from the rest of the family 
without their needs being seen to, but by 10.15am we had finished everything so we left on 
the 1½ hour journey.  We had an appointment with the vet at the hospital at 12.30pm but 
our journey took less time than we thought and we arrived at 11:45am.  That’s us, we’re 
afraid!!   
    Fortunately the vet could see us at once and after checking Polka and telling us how the 
treatment was given ( just one injection ) and how long she might have to stay there, we 
reluctantly left. 
 
    The next weeks were sheer hell for both Polka and us.  Each day we ‘phoned the hospital 
for an update on her and tried to wait patiently for 2 weeks to pass after the injection was 
given.  The radio-activity in her body was then measured by a geiger counter being passed 
over her.  Before Polka could come home the level had to be 25 and we were told that she 
could read 1000!! – but someone was looking after her because the first reading was 40 – 
yippee!!  Only 15 points to go.  She was tested again 2 days later – and read 32 – but she 
was so close our hearts soared.  Surely on Monday when she was to be checked again she 
would be clear.  Once again on Sunday we prepared for the trip to Canterbury and rose 
early Monday morning to care for the rest of the family before ‘phoning for the latest results.  
Our prayers were answered – she could come home, and only 3 weeks from the day we 
took her in.  It must be said, we screamed with delight and just wished we could tell Polka 
that we were on our way, as the 3 weeks for her hadn’t been easy as she is a very nervous 
cat. 
 
    We jumped in the car and took off, desperately trying not to speed on the motorways, and 
in 1½ hours we arrived at the hospital again.  Polka was brought out in her travelling basket 
but was too terrified at first to recognise her Mums.  Gradually as we spoke to her, the fear 
subsided and she came out for a cuddle.  She purred, she kneaded and she head butted, it 
was all too much for her so we paid the bill and started on the trip home.  On the way to 
hospital, Polka had quite happily travelled behind our seats.  On the way home, she had no 
intention of being left again and meowed and created until she was in the front with us 
where she could be tickled and stroked through the door of her basket and she could  
continue head butting our fingers – they were quite bruised by the time we arrived home!!  
She settled down in a pen once indoors and got used to all the old sights and sounds and 
the next day she demanded to be let out.  She had a look outside although didn’t stay out 
for too long and gradually increased her time outside the bungalow doing what only cats 
can do.  10 days later she caught her first rodent since her treatment!! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    We can’t thank you enough for giving her her health back.  She looks so well and has put 
on weight and there’s no more vomiting or diarrhoea.  Despite the agony for all 3 of us, we 
really feel it was worth it, to see Polka back to her old self.  Bless all of you who gave her 
that chance.  When we first heard about the treatment, we couldn’t consider it as we owed 
our vet money.  However, as you helped us to clear that bill, we were able to get specialist 
treatment for Polka by your pledges. 
 
P.S.  Polka has just had a check-up with our vet Ian, 4 weeks after her treatment.  Ian was 
delighted with how well she was and, like us, felt that the treatment had been worthwhile.  
Polka had increased her weight by over ½.lb and she looked much better than she had for 
over a year. 
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                                                 KIT AND BERTHA. 
 
    We are still trying to find the right home for a spayed Lurcher bitch nearly 2 years old.  
She is very loving and intelligent but needs a special home that can cope with, and train Kit 
to cope with, her separation anxiety.  Also, because of her breed, exercise is an important 
point with wearing a muzzle a necessity in public walking areas, so someone with lots of 
land or stables would be a possibility.  She is good with cats and boy dogs, but she has 
taken a violent dislike to one of our bitches.  If you think you could be Mr, Mrs or Miss Right 
and would like to know more, please give us a ring and have a chat with us. 
 
    Six years ago we took in a Border Collie who was particularly scared with a bad history 
behind him, but with time Cowley has become a typical lively collie.  He rarely shows the 
nerves he came with as he feels secure here as he understands our routines and thrives on 
the lack of pressure on him – not having to meet strangers out walking as we walk on our 
own land.  Cowley has never been confident enough to stay home when Liz goes out, so 
like a few others he goes in the car with her – well, actually the car was a minibus! 
 
    Over time Bertha the minibus has carried dogs, goats, hay, straw, sheds, any number of 
cats, foxes, rabbits, chickens and even Trubshaw, our bullock!  Yes, Trubshaw was only 1 
year old when he came to us and small enough to go in – and very good he was too! 
 
    However, back to the point.  The minibus has been a marvellous workhorse, but Liz could 
no longer manage the size and weight of it as it doesn’t have power assisted steering.  
Thanks to a small legacy we were able to change vehicle to something a bit smaller, only 2 
years newer, but with power assisted steering and it’s great.  The first journey for the dogs 
was a short one, so that they could get used to it.  They all jumped in quite happily and sat 
themselves down and didn’t even mind when the sunroof opened to keep it cool for them.  
That evening, however, Cowley reverted to the anxious behaviour that he used to do and 
we haven’t seen for years – sucking his fur until he is literally dripping wet.  Fortunately it 
only took one more journey for him to accept the new vehicle and stop worrying, but they 
never cease to surprise us with their reactions and behaviour. 
 
P.S.  Anyone want to buy a battered Bertha?  Not pretty, but has been 100% reliable, a real 
workhorse and yours for only £500 – for the animals, of course!  Toyota Hiace ( minus 
seats ), E registration, MOT October, taxed to November. 
 
 

                                       SPONSORED EVENTS 
 
 
    You may remember that in our last newsletter we thanked Margery for doing a sponsored 
diet – she lost weight, we gained money!  Another of our supporters read that and thought 
 “I needed an incentive to start swimming again” and organised herself a sponsored swim.  
Her friends, family and workmates supported her and she raised £120 for our appeal for 
Polka – well done, and thank you Jenny. 
 
    Recently we received an unexpected ‘phone call from Terry, our local publican.  He had 
heard of our Sanctuary and had already arranged a fund-raising evening for us.  Terry is 
well-known for his fund-raising activities and his love of animals, so we were over the moon.  
He had somehow coerced three of his customers into having their hair dyed by a fourth  
customer who is, fortunately, a hairdresser!!  So, one Saturday evening at the pub Les, 
Brian and Lol underwent torture in the name of our Sanctuary and raised money by  
sponsorship.  They raised a massive £1,140.  Well done boys, that will pay next month’s vet 
bill – with all our thanks. 
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    This leads onto this year’s sponsored walk that Sarah arranges – but with a difference 
this time.  Sarah is travelling abroad for a year and is going to do a Grand Canyon trek for 
our animals – so this year we aren’t asking you to join the walk, but to sit back and support 
Sarah – you know what comes next – please ask family, friends and workmates to sponsor 
her.   
 
    Sarah plans to descend the Canyon at the beginning of October – the Bright Angel Trail 
is 9.3 miles long and she will camp at the bottom for 2 nights.  It will take about 8 hours to 
go down and 2.. wait for it 22 12 hours to come back up!!  Is she mad or just dedicated to 
our cause!!  There may be snow at the top and expected temperatures of over 90ºF at the 
bottom – sounds like hell to us!   
    We know you’ll want to join us in wishing Sarah a great trip ( from USA, she goes on to 
Australia, New Zealand and hopefully Thailand, Vietnam and India ) and will make her hard 
efforts in the Grand Canyon worthwhile by raising a great total – every bit counts! 
 
                                                                   ******** 
 
    And finally, our thanks to all of you who support our Sanctuary in so many different ways.  
Whether you sponsor an animal, send a donation, organise an ‘event’, send new and used 
stamps – or sort them, bring newspapers, blankets, towels or bric-a-brac, run stalls or help 
on them, or work at the Sanctuary, type the newsletter for us or print it, we need and  
appreciate you all.   
 
    Your letters of support and encouragement don’t go unnoticed either and on bad days we 
often remember your words to us.  So, many thanks for keeping our ‘family’ safe and giving 
them some peace in their lives. 
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                                                                                                                          November 2001 
                                           
                                             WINTER TIME 
 
 
    It’s late October and Winter seems to have arrived already, with rain and mud making 
extra demands on our energy levels.  Next weekend the clocks go back, just adding to the 
strain of getting all the jobs done in daylight hours, but we shall plod on regardless!! 
 
    It’s been a better year for all of us with fewer losses than last year and our permanent 
concern, the vet bill, has been in a much better position.  Most months we have been able 
to pay nearly all of it, but we still very much need your continued support, so please save 
any extra pennies for the ‘family’. 
 
    Next year it looks as if we may be faced with replacing our goat, sheep and cattle 
sleeping quarters.  The present ex. garage shelter is showing severe signs of wear and 
tear and is very difficult to keep dry and clean for the ‘herd’.  We dread to think how much 
a replacement might cost, so we’ll worry more about it in the new year. 
 
    In the meantime, our thanks to everyone of you who helps to keep the Sanctuary open.  
There are an awful lot of animals here who don’t know just how grateful they should be to 
you. 

    

HOUSING 
 
    Housing for our animals is a constant concern with replacing, repairing or adapting as 
needed.  Two or three years ago we wanted to improve our chipmunks accommodation 
and outside our back door between two garden sheds (one for food, one for tools, etc) we 
had a 5ft gap that is sheltered by the sheds and a large conifer that we thought was suited 
to the purpose.  So a wood and wire construction made up of bits and pieces was made – 
admittedly not a pretty construction but a secure and spacious home ideal for our  
chipmunks - Alpha and Beta approved when they were moved into it.  It was furnished 
with branches, nest boxes, etc and the brothers lived their days out there quite happily. 
 
    After they had died the house stood empty for a while until we suddenly had to separate 
one of our pygmy goats who had injured a leg and needed to be kept restricted – so out 
came the branches and in went straw with Whispa the goat.  She loved her little house 
and as she is a typical nosey goat thoroughly enjoyed being able to watch what we were 
up to, as well as the fuss she got from visitors.  As she improved she’d spend time out 
grazing but used to love to charge back at full gallop into her house at teatime. 
 
    When Mr Chalk, the starved, aggressive ferret arrived he went in (yes, Whispa was now 
out!) so a hutch and tunnels went in for him for the few weeks he needed before joining 
our other ferrets. 
 
    During this last Winter Bert our fox, who is definitely a simple chap having been left 
brain damaged after an illness, spent time in the house – after we’d bathed him!  Yes, 
bathing dogs – usual; cats – perhaps; but a fox!  Well, our daft Bert had forgotten to  
shelter during a storm and had sat in the wettest part of his pen and got covered in mud.  
Grooming himself is not a task he bothers with – so we did it for him !! 
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    He was surprisingly easy to do – better than some dogs we’ve done, as by the time he 
realized something was happening we’d finished and wrapped him up in a towel ( it was 
very cold outside ) and the next day our little house became a fox abode with a box full of 
straw where Bert slept the winter away until his pen dried out ( eventually ) in the Spring. 
 
    When Polka our cat has to be brought up to date with her vaccinations before going for 
the treatment of her overactive thyroid, we kept her separate from our other cats so that she 
was at less risk of catching anything (‘flu, etc).  However, four weeks is a long time to be 
stuck indoors so the house became Polka’s playpen, equipped with shelves, branches and 
bedding.  Polka stayed indoors when the weather was inclement, but otherwise at 8.30am 
she’d be at the door of her indoor pen miaowing to be taken outside.  Again, depending on 
her, she’d spend half or all day in the house before coming indoors for teatime. 
 
    Since then it has also housed various wildlife (birds or shrews) that needed to rest before 
being released well away from our cats.   
 
    Little did we imagine that our ramshackle building would house such a variety of needy 
animals and how indispensable it has become. 
 
P.S.  Latest residents – a Mum hen ( who hatched a surprise clutch of eggs she’d hidden ) 
with her brood of babies! 
 
P.P.S.  It is now standing empty, being used as storage of bits and pieces until another  
resident needs it. 
 

 
POLKA UPDATE 

 
    The wonder girl has asked us to write to say she’s fine.  Well, that’s an understatement 
really.  She is so fine that good health just oozes out of her.  Her coat is shinier than we 
have seen in so long and she has put on so much weight that she now has an ‘underhang’!!  
Vomiting and diarrhoea are a thing of the past and we laugh now to think that we  
considered so carefully whether to ‘put her through’ the radioactive treatment or not.  Would 
it be successful?  Would it be fair to Polka to have to stay away from us for so long?  Well, 6 
months later we have absolutely no doubts and we’d do it again.  So many, 
many thanks to all of you who paid her vet bill and gave her her health back. 
 
 
 
 

VARIETY 
 

 
    It must be said that life here is varied and no 2 days are ever the same.  We have our sad 
days, our happy days and moments when one of the family brings a smile to our face. 
 
    Sad days are obviously when we have to say goodbye to one of our friends.  We have 
probably watched them grow older and frailer until that day comes when they no longer find 
life a pleasure.  Sometimes too after a very short illness we must make that awful decision 
or very occasionally they pass away in their sleep.  Last year, one of our dogs collapsed 
and died in our field from a heart attack.  She had even chosen to be at Jacky’s feet when 
she passed on, but no matter how they go, the pain is still as great and time is the only help 
with our grief until the pain is bearable. 
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    Our happy times are when an animal comes up to us for the first time and asks for a fuss 
instead of cowering away.  It may have taken weeks or months, but it is always a time of 
great celebration.  They may begin to show signs of being happy and not frightened any 
longer because of their previous treatment.  To watch a cat ‘scat’ up a tree in sheer joy for 
the first time and then wonder why they did it, or to see that once terrified dog who for the 
first 2 days with us just curled up in a corner, didn’t eat for 10 days unless hand fed,  
suddenly realize that she hadn’t been hit or kicked and is now safe to be ‘a dog’ and run 
and bark and play with a friend, those are sheer magic moments. 
 
    We smile when a family member does something unusual.  Our sheep, goats and cattle 
all know that every other day they graze the top half of the field.  They wait until the dogs 
have had their exercise and then the gate is opened and they all canter through.  Should we 
be late, they tell us ( very vocally ) to get out!!  After Liz has walked her dogs, she is the one 
who opens the gate and lets them through, but on one occasion we reversed our walk times 
so that Jacky was last.  The ‘herd’ was very uneasy about this and for a while said nothing, 
but gradually their voices became very loud.  Shortly after, Liz drove off in her new 
‘dogmobile’ and within minutes they were all silent.  They obviously knew the sound of her 
vehicle so the ‘protest’ was called off.  Clever eh!! 
 
    On dry days in the summer months ( yes, they do occur!! ), last thing at night we amble 
up to our field with our dogs.  They all love it so much and charge around in the dusk.  The 
light coloured dogs all show up in the dark, but the black coats are just silhouettes, so try to 
imaging a fluorescent yellow ball flying around the field in the mouth of a vaguely visible 
black cocker spaniel!!! 
 
    We have 2 bantam chickens who nightly roost on our fluorescent light fitting in the Bunny 
Barn and to date have ignored all efforts at being moved on.  They’re quite happy perched 
up there and they do make us smile to see them. 
 
    The wildlife even cause us to laugh.  When we feed the pigs, several magpies descend to 
eat any crumbs, quite happily hopping about between Sausage, Chipolata and Fritter.   
However, should the ground be wet or muddy they perch on a fence post looking for their 
prize, then fly over and settle on the backs of the pigs and cadge a ride.  At the opportune 
moment they swoop down, pick up their crumb and fly off – no wet feet for them!! 
 
Yes, it  must be said, we are so grateful for such a varied life. 
 
 

THE WAY WE SEE IT 
 
 

    We had been more than usually hectic for a couple of days and by lunchtime on the 3rd 
day we said “that’s it – we’re not doing anything else!”  In fairness, we then had a 3 hour 
break drinking coffee and watching a film on television, with a lapful of dogs and cats, but in 
reality ‘doing nothing’ doesn’t account for how our cats, goats, pigs, rabbits and foxes were 
fed, dogs were walked, water bowls filled, litter trays emptied and the dogs fed before we 
finished at 7.30pm to get our dinner!  We love our animals and our lifestyle, but instead of 
taking holidays we have learnt to take a few hours off when we can. 
 
    All this is to us routine and we don’t count it as ‘being busy’ even though it is the very  
essential necessities of life here, but to us being busy is all the extra jobs we try to do  
between the morning and afternoon rounds – the DIY, vet visits, visitors, paperwork, writing 
an article for the next newsletter, etc etc. 
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    On another morning Liz sat down with her first cup of coffee and thought “I’ve not done 
much”.  She’d got up at 6.30am ( half an hour earlier than usual ) and started on the usual 
jobs, and when Jacky rose at 7am with a bad migraine Liz went straight on to following her 
routine the same as Jacky does when Liz is out of action.  Just over an hour after getting up 
( 7.45am ) Liz thought about what was done and this is what constituted “not done much”: 

 
    12 water bowls emptied and filled, 6 litter trays emptied and cleaned, 6 cats biscuit bowls 
filled and cats breakfast given, dogs up and been in garden – and had breakfast, rabbits, 
chickens fed and watered, and goats, sheep etc all been checked and said good morning 
to. 
    
    Of course, that wasn’t the end of the day’s jobs, but a couple of 
cups of coffee were needed before doing anything else! 
 
 

 
 

SARAH’S SPONSORED WALK 
 

 
    She’s done it!!  Sarah has trekked down the Grand Canyon to the river and then back up 
again (nearly 20 miles) carrying a full backpack and with temperatures around 100°, but she 
did it to help the ‘family’ here by your sponsorship.  Sarah sent a postcard of the Canyon 
and said the trek was the most physically strenuous thing she has ever done, but it was  
totally worth it.  We think she deserves a medal and send her our thanks. 
 
    Since Sarah took off on her world tour, we have received emails from her.  She arrived in 
New York early September and left only 5 days before the awful tragedy there and, with 
transport difficulties because of no air flights, has nevertheless visited Virginia, New  
Orleans, Texas, Las Vegas and San Francisco and, as we write, is on her way to Fiji.  She 
is obviously enjoying herself, but despite a hectic schedule still made the time to do as she 
promised, a somewhat different sponsored walk!! 
 
    We do really think that Sarah has earned a huge round of applause, so please show your 
appreciation by sending lots of sponsor money to either her Mum: or here to the Sanctuary.  
When all the money has been received, we will email Sarah with the total and, in the next 
newsletter, tell you.  Thanks everyone. 
 
 

********* 
 
Phew!!  We’ve come to the end of our ramblings.  We wish you all a Merry Christmas and 
Peaceful New Year.  As always, our immense gratitude for your support. 
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  February 2002 
 

WELCOME TO THE NEW YEAR 
 

      It’s already mid-February and Christmas almost a memory, but because of you, our 
faithful supporters, the festive season remains much in our minds. 
 
    As usual, we had 2 quiet days when we did the basic jobs and then spent the rest of the 
time with a lapful of dogs or cats watching television or a video or reading a book.  It had 
been very hectic in the lead up to Christmas and the amount of post was enormous, but our 
grateful thanks to all of you who sent letters, cards, parcels and donations.  Your kind 
words, pretty cards and cash made everyone here’s Christmas the best ever. 
 
    One day, we found an envelope popped through our letterbox with an anonymous note,  
together with a donation ‘in memory of her best friend Bonnie’.  On opening the envelope 
we were amazed to find £200 in cash. 
 
    Later that day, our anonymous donor ‘phoned to explain that last year she had sadly lost 
Bonnie and had just received the renewal of Bonnie’s pet insurance, but knew we would be 
able to put the premium she would have paid to good use.  So kind of her and so  
appreciated by all the family. 
 
    Thanks to so many, we were able to visit a pet shop and buy treats and toys for all the  
family.  We don’t know who got the most enjoyment – them or us!!!! – as we rarely are able 
to buy such luxuries for them.  Squeaky toys and rope tugs for the dogs, tinkling balls and 
swinging toys for the cats and edible treats of all types for everyone.  Besides all the toys, 
we were also able to buy new collars and medallions for the dogs and all the cats and dogs 
were wormed (not a treat but necessary and expensive). 
 
    So our thanks to you all for making our Christmas such a happy one.  Where would we 
be without you all? 
 

SARAH’S GRAND CANYON WALK. 
 

    In the last newsletter we told you that Sarah had completed her Grand Canyon walk for 
the Sanctuary.  We are grateful to all of you who sponsored her and are really pleased to 
say that almost £1,000 was raised.  We don’t have to tell you how much we appreciate 
Sarah’s dedication and your help to swell the always needed funds. 
 
    Sarah is now in Australia, having stopped off en route from America at Fiji.  She had a  
wonderful time in Fiji laying around on the beaches and spending 4 days on a desert island.  
She deserves the break after climbing the Grand Canyon!! Sarah then flew to Sydney which 
she loved and enjoyed some of the sights.  She completed a 10 mile hike which wound 
round coves, bays and through a national park; she said it was so beautiful. 
 
    She then moved to the Blue Mountains outside Sydney and went on the steepest railway 
in the world, an old mining train that used to haul the coal up the mountainside, and also did 
some trekking.  She fixed up a job cherry picking in Orange where she stayed over  
Christmas, although she felt Christmas in the heat wasn’t right.  After Orange she visited 
Broken Hill, an old mining camp and then moved on to Newcastle where she found a  
temporary job in an office.  She’s staying with friends and still thinks Australia is wonderful. 
 
    She’s going to do more travelling, but is now looking forward to her parents flying over to 
see her in April. 
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                                                                   MAGPIES. 
 
       One day Liz was sitting in our woods while the dogs were charging around during 
walkies, and she noticed a flurry of activity around the fox pen.  Three magpies were flying 
over it, swooping back and forth in agitation – the reason being that another magpie was 
inside.  The roof of the pen is only chicken mesh and obviously there was a bird-sized gap 
that meant the birds were going in to take the foxes dinner – a very risky thing to do!  As Liz 
charged over to help find the way out for the magpie, Fanta fox woke up and started  
stalking it – at which point the magpie proved its intelligence and flew up and out of the roof.  
You could almost hear its mates laughing as they flew into the distance! 
 

 

COMPUTER CHAT, ETC. 
 

 

        Friends of ours last year gave us a laptop computer – thank you Dina and Peter.  It has 
given us many hours (if we get spare time!) of fun – and frustration, but we are at last pretty 
much able to use it, and so felt we would give out our email address for any of you that 
would like to contact us that way.  We’ll answer as and when we can as the letter writing 
( like the newsletter ) is down to the 2 of us when we get time.  The address is:  
 jacnliz@chaldonanimalsanctuary.co.uk  
We may have been pushed into the 21st century, but still expect and enjoy the ‘proper’ old-
fashioned pen to paper letters through the post.  We do not yet have a website, although it 
is something we are interested in having, but due to lack of knowledge, time and money it’s 
not something we feel able to do just yet22. However, is there a budding computer expert 
who’d like to set us one up?!!!!!!!  We’d love to hear from you!! 
 
        Staying with the subject of the internet and web pages, we recently had a friend of ours 
ring us wondering if we could help.  Someone had found their website as they are a  
re-homing group and contacted them.  Unfortunately because of the dog’s problem (he 
bites) the possibility of normal re‑homing didn’t exist – he bit the last potential owner quite 
badly.  The kennel staff had got to know the dog and he had settled down with them, and 
they believed in his potential to be placed somewhere and weren’t prepared to give up on 
him. 
 
        The money for his kennel fees had run out and things had become urgent to save him 
from a one way trip to the vet.  Also, we had sadly just lost one of our dear old girls with 
bone cancer, and so our numbers stayed the same, rather than increasing.  So, a new dog 
was delivered to us wearing a muzzle and, in truth, we were a little wary of how we’d all get 
on in the early stages of introduction.  We observed the usual sensible rules – don’t  
approach him but let him come to us – and by the following day he was sitting on Liz’s lap 
and hadn’t (and still hasn’t) shown us any aggression.  He is a handsome chap – a Collie X 
Retriever type and when he came he was called Brandy but, as you know, we usually give a 
new name for their new start and he is now Webster – from World Wide Web – and the 
website that was how he found his way to us! 
 

GIFTS. 
 

    If you are stuck for a gift for anyone at anytime of the year, please think of the Sanctuary 
and solve your problems while helping us. For a donation of £10 minimum, your friend or 
family member can be Aunty or Uncle to one of our family for a year.  We will send an ap-
propriate card (i.e. Christmas, birthday etc) together with a certificate, photo and history of 
the chosen family member, plus our newsletter for 12 months.  Just ‘phone or write a month 
in advance of the date you  would like the gift sent, saying what sort of animal you would 
prefer. 
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                                         POLKA  AND FRIENDS. 
 
        Polka is still very, very, very well thanks to you and last year’s treatment.  We still can’t 
believe the amazing change in her since her over-active thyroid received the radiation  
treatment.  She really is on top of the world and enjoying the odd sunny day hunting.  She 
comes in and tells us all about it and on rare occasions we have spotted her sitting at the 
bottom of a tree just watching(!) the birds.  We have told her that we don’t approve but she 
says “What could a cat with only one eye do?”  The trouble is, we do know from her rodent 
friends she has brought in as gifts but in fairness we have never known her catch a bird. 
It seems incredible that it’s nearly a year since she had her treatment.  How time does fly. 
 

                                                       MOTHER TERESA. 
 
       We found a quote from Mother Teresa that we liked: 
 
                     “We can do no great things – only small things with great love.” 
 
How very true; we always say that we can only help the tip of the iceberg, but that’s better 
than none. 
 

                                        OH WHAT A BEAUTIFUL MORNING! 
 
 
        What a setting to take notepaper and pen and sit and write an article for the newsletter.  
I am in our field on one of the first decent Spring-like days in February – the sun is brightly 
shining, the sky is blue, the birds are singing, the dogs are playing and it’s the sort of day 
that makes us smile.  The mud is drying out, but rain is due back in a couple of days, so 
we’ll make the most of this. 
 
        Yes, there are lots of jobs to be done – but no vet visit ( hopefully)  and nothing that 
can’t wait while we have an hour off enjoying the day.  It is only 8 days after Webster arrived 
and to see him among the pack as if he’s been here weeks or even months is marvelous. 
 
        We had some damage in the high winds a few weeks ago when a large piece of the 
top of a dead willow tree came down and speared the roof of our bunny barn.  Fortunately 
Keith was able to answer our ‘phone call for help and removed the tree off the roof, patched 
it up to waterproof it, and chain sawed the rest of the willow down before it caused more 
damage.  Luckily our boundary fences remained intact – always a worry in bad weather as 
we have so many trees near them. 
 
       So now nothing I’d meant to write about has been written about – but so what!   
Webster’s got bored and has just helped himself to a toy out of my coat pocket so time to 
put this away and go play with him and the rest of the gang. 
 
 

 TIME TO SAY GOODBYE. 
 
        It’s time to say goodbye, but not before we have thanked all of you for everything you 
give to the family.  From your hard-earned pennies, to food, to used postage stamps, to 
blankets and towels or unwanted gifts, each helps to keep the Sanctuary afloat.  Then 
there’s the other physical help, for which we thank Keith, Liz and Georgie, Brian and Phil 
and Fred for his fundraising stalls, Elaine for sorting and selling the used postage stamps 
(we’ve had £85 from her since the last newsletter). 
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       Thanks to those who send donations or stamps anonymously (every penny counts) and 
to Mrs. C St Louis and Sheila and Bill Norman – thanks for your Christmas donations; sorry 
we haven’t your address to write a personal thank-you. 
 
P.S.   Several people have asked us to include a direct debit/standing order form so that 
they can make regular payments to our Sanctuary building society account.  For them or 
anyone else who would like to use it, please, please feel free!!  The form / details goes to 
your bank / building society, but please tell us too. ( This form  does have current details on, 
just in case !!! ) 
 

 

Chaldon Animal 
Sanctuary 

Standing Order Authority 
 

Name of your Bank ......................................  
Branch Title ................................................ 
Address of your 
Bank ............................................................................................................................. 
.........................................................................................................  
Post Code ................................... 
  
Your Account No. ................................................ 
Sort Code ................................ 

  
Please pay the sum of £.......... from the above account on the .......... day of each 
month / quarter / year 
commencing ......................................... to: BARCLAYS BANK, 10 The Square,  
Caterham, Surrey CR3 6XH  
for the credit of CHALDON ANIMAL SANCTUARY. 
ACCOUNT NO. 30497797 / SORT CODE NO. 20-24-64. 
 
Name 
...................................................................................................................................... 
 
Address. 
......................................................................................................................................
...................................................................................................................................... 
..................................................................................................... 
Post Code ..................................... 
  
Signature(s) ...................................................... / ................................................... 
Date .............................................. 
 
(Please send this form to your Bank/Building Society and let us know that you have 
set this up - Thank you!) 
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    July 2002 
 

MIDSUMMER NEWS. 
 

        Hello again, it just doesn’t seem like 4 months since we last wrote to you with news 
from the Sanctuary.  Doesn’t time fly when you’re having fun!!!  Life is always busy here and 
filled with the ups and downs of everyday living, alongside 150 animals to care for.  At least 
we are never bored.  Sadly, as always, we have lost some of our family, but new members 
are never far away needing help.  It is always so rewarding to see a new member become 
part of the family and gradually lose whatever fear it came with.  Occasionally they must 
have a flashback and the fear is in their face again, but so quickly the fear is replaced by 
acceptance that their past life is past.  On occasions we have been to blame for that 
flashback as perhaps an innocent hand movement has reduced a dog or cat to cower away.  
It makes us want to weep but of course our reaction is to immediately reassure with words 
and give lots of cuddles. What some of these animals have endured doesn’t bear thinking 
about. 
 
     Polka, our radioactive treatment cat, is full of life 1 year on from those awful 3 weeks of 
being away from us.  We are so very glad that we had the courage to let her have the  
treatment for her thyroid gland when you made it financially possible with your ‘Polka  
donations’.  Her life has been truly transformed. 
 
      Recently, we have been lucky enough to have received 2 legacies from our supporters.  
As you can imagine, the news is greeted with mixed reactions, gratitude at being able to 
use the money on things other than the usual running costs such as new fencing or a new 
wheelbarrow, but sadness at the loss of one of our friends and supporters who we can no 
longer thank.  So may we take this opportunity to give our heartfelt thanks to any of you who 
have remembered the Sanctuary in their will.  We hope it is a long time before we know 
about it, but those unexpected, large or small, legacies are such a blessing. 

 
 

ANNIVERSARY 
 
      Well – we’ll admit it to you – we took another day off!  As you know, we don’t have  
holidays and count Christmas and Boxing Day as our days off, when we do only the basic 
essentials (feeding, cleaning, walking) and have the rest of the time to do what we fancy.  
As we get older(!) we do grab an odd hour here and there to ourselves if we get the chance, 
but when there are urgent/important jobs to be done, we keep going no matter how tired we 
are.  Well, just as you were receiving your last newsletter in March, we were celebrating our 
21st anniversary together.  Our apologies to those of you who know our story of how we got 
started, but now seemed like the right time to mention it for those who don’t. 
 
     When Liz left home and moved in with Jacky, neither of us had any idea of how lucky we 
were at that point.  Yes, we got on well, chatted non-stop, enjoyed the same television  
programmes but most of all adored animals.  Liz had one guinea-pig, one budgie and one 
dog, Jacky had two cats and five dogs – but it took precisely three weeks for the first animal 
jointly rescued to join us – Sam, a beautiful black cat. 
 
     Jacky had been involved in rescue work for many years already, and Liz worked as a 
veterinary nurse, so it was logical that we progressed to helping animals from the surgery 
when desperate people had run out of options – we gave owners an alternative.  At that 
stage we were obviously very limited in who ended up staying and many of our rescue 
friends would help us out and take on the job of re-homing. 
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           Eleven years ago we moved here – more space, no neighbours and the growing  
realisation that there were many ‘no-hope’ animals that were refused help because of their 
age or temperament/behaviour problems – and so the sanctuary, as it is now, was born. We 
don’t accept animals that can be re-homed but pass the owners on to rescue and  
re-homing groups. 
 
     So, yes, we have more animals than we would every have thought ( currently  
approximately 150 including rabbits, chickens, etc ) but we will never grow big as ultimately 
the sanctuary is also our home – not a 9 - 5 place of work with paid staff.  We would never 
say no to an animal on death row if they have no other options left.  Some of our animals 
are difficult to live with and they make our life awkward, but they are happy and that is what 
we are about – quality of life for them – doing the absolute best that we can for them, be it in 
terms of housing, veterinary care of just good old fashioned TLC.  There is no point doing 
what we do for any other reason, and as it makes us happy as well – we all win! 
 
    So, on our anniversary which was another wet, miserable day, we smiled our way 
through the mud and our jobs, and then sat and chatted and reflected on the past 21 years 
– and all the animals helped – and look forward to many more adventures to come. 

 

ALTERNATIVES. 
 

    There are times when conventional medicines or treatment only partially helps one of the 
family and so then we are more than happy to try one of the alternative therapies.  We have 
had success with homeopathic remedies and at the moment two of our dogs with pain from 
bad backs are finding relief with a session at a chiropractors.   
       
       Last November Skittle, a 10 year-old Labrador X, was in extreme pain with spondalitis 
in her spine.  She was crying out with the discomfort and we feared that we would lose her 
as her painkillers were no longer working effectively.  We spoke to Ian, our vet, who said we 
had nothing to lose by trying another kind of treatment.  So Skittle was booked in for a  
session with Marisa, a local chiropractor.  Two days later there was a remarkable  
improvement and five days from her first session with Marisa, Skittle returned for another 
treatment.  Skittle still needs painkillers, but with regular help from Marisa’s magic hands, 
she is back to nearer her old self again.  Amy, our Labrador from a Welsh puppy farm, is a 
similar case.  She has a bad back and a regular ‘fix’ from Marisa keeps her more mobile 
and able to enjoy life more. We know that neither dog can be cured, but with the right help 
the quality of their lives has been improved as their discomfort is alleviated. 
 

IN MEMORIAM. 
 
      Dickens loved life.  It was probably that fact that saved his life.  It was certainly that fact 
that made us try as hard as possible to help Dickens with his problems2..not that Dickens 
thought he had a problem! 
 
When he gave us a headache with his barking – it wasn’t his problem. 
 
When he herded the other dogs on a walk – it wasn’t his problem, he was just obeying his 
collie instinct. 
 
And when he bit Liz ( many times ) it wasn’t his problem, he was just doing what he’d learnt 
to do with previous owners. 
 
       When he was 10 months old we were asked by a friend in re-homing kennels if we 
could assess him as he had twice been returned to the kennels as ‘unmanageable’.  That 
was probably the politest word ever used for his behaviour – apart from general disobedi-
ence, naughtiness, awkwardness, etc, etc, he also bit and it looked as if he had no future. 
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           Well, you must know by now that we like a challenge and thought he was young 
enough to sort out – nearly 9 years later he was still difficult to live with, but now because he 
was blind and in failing health – still not his problem! 
 
     Dickens charged through life with enthusiasm and it was largely that that made him  
difficult to live with, because he didn’t stop and listen long enough to be shown right from 
wrong.  The first year with him was pure hard work every step of the way and he certainly 
tested our knowledge – and stamina!  We changed his diet, we tried tit bits, squeaky toys – 
anything to get his attention.  We asked advice from Border Collie experts as, although we 
had had other Border Collies, they had been older and quieter when they arrived – certainly 
nothing like this hyperactive hound! 
 
      Eventually we had to resort to a muzzle at times of high excitement – i.e. walkies, which 
meant he could run freely but the other dogs (and Liz) were protected.  If Dickens had not 
been happy we would have had to consider his future and was that fair on him, but he 
couldn’t care less about it – he was too busy enjoying himself. 
 
      The second year with us, when he was 3 years old, we had a minor breakthrough as he 
was put onto hormone tablets (obviously already having been castrated) and these calmed 
him down just a fraction for him to start listening and learning – progress at last, and off with 
the muzzle as he wasn’t an aggressive dog – but he couldn’t help biting sometimes.  Liz 
couldn’t avoid it as he bit from behind – on her behind – at one stage it seemed every pair 
of jeans had a patch on the backside! 
 
     He didn’t bite other people he met – he basically ignored them as he had only eyes for 
his Mum.  He didn’t attack the other dogs but he certainly grabbed a mouthful of fur and 
even when blind if a tail was wagged in front of him he would try, often successfully, to nip it 
and pull some feathering out.  His blindness was fairly gradual but he was already having 
some health problems and we weren’t sure if he was going to cope and we thought it would 
at least help calm him down a bit more – no way!  It really wasn’t until the last couple of 
months of his life that he really slowed down although the last year had seen him calmer. 
 
    He finally stopped enjoying life just before his 10th birthday and went peacefully to sleep 
in Liz’s arms.  The hole he left is enormous – both because he was a great dog and  
because he had always needed so much attention and work over and above the norm. 
 
    For 9 years he was Liz’s shadow – almost glued to her side when she moved and asleep 
on her feet when she sat down – it felt like a physical amputation when he went, but fate 
smiled on us and left it only four days before sending a new canine friend in desperate need 
our way. We don’t go looking for new animals – enough come our way as it is, but there is 
no doubt that for us we find a new friend helps keep us busy, settling it into our routine, and 
it eases the pain of loss. 
 
   So, while watching Dickens in what we realised were his last few days of life, we had no 
idea of the existence of another dog and the miserable life he had, and how soon we’d get 
to know and help each other. 
 
    Now, 3 weeks after Dickens’ death, I still miss him dreadfully; I still look for him and find 
his name springs to my lips to let him know where I am and where I’m going, but my mind 
and energy have also been diverted into the attention our new lad needs to help him. 
 
    This is written in memory of a wonderful ‘awkward’, ‘problem’ Dickens who made the 
most of every moment of life with us, and who is painfully missed. 
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SCHOOL. 

    

     One of our supporters sponsors one of our cats and when the cat died last year wanted 
to continue sponsoring a new friend. 

    At the time we had just been approached about taking in a young cat with behavioural 
problems, and so we offered her to our friend as her new sponsored pet.  This meant that 
we were both learning about our new cat together and made it easy to write all about her 
settling in and her problems. 

   One comment that initially surprised us was when our friend wrote that our new cat, apart 
from the obvious love and care, needed education!  As we thought about it we realised how 
accurate a description of what we do that is – we just think of our roles as supplying love 
and security, while showing then they can trust some humans.   

   However, in the process we teach them it’s safe to be stroked and cuddled, we encourage 
them to play, we have others of their own kind to communicate with, and watch them learn 
to enjoy life. 

 

AND FINALLY. 

 

      As always so many thanks to so many people.  The army of used stamp senders, and 
those who send new stamps as well; selling the used stamps has raised £100 (well done, 
Elaine, for sorting them all) and every booklet of new ones means we don’t have to buy 
them. 

      The many of your who send donations, sponsor an animal or have set up a standing 
order/direct debit – a thousand thanks for every penny. Our thanks to all the people who 
have set up regular payments – it makes a world of difference. 

      Our thanks to C Harris, Mr & Mrs Bull and an anonymous donor, all of whom we don’t 
have an address to write to – we hope you read this, and let us have your addresses if you 
want us to – or if our filing system has slipped up and we’ve lost you somehow! 

      A brief aside – if we have anyone’s details incorrect (address, etc) please let us know.  
We try to keep up with the paperwork but it isn’t high on our list of jobs and so mistakes are 
easily made. 

      Our volunteers who help run and man fund-raising events – you know who you are – 
and know we appreciate it; our volunteers who do heavy work and cleaning out for us – as 
usual our thanks for every pile of manure, or rabbit droppings cleaned out. 

      To those who buy an extra tin of food with your weekly shop and turn up with enough 
tins to feed quite a few meals to our eager recipients, or organise a collection at your local 
show, or donate special offers to us instead of using them yourselves – all putting food in 
the mouths of many – thank you. 

      To the staff at our vets, and most especially to Ian Dibble for all the support and help he 
gives – whether we turn up with a cat with flu – or a turkey with a cold (yes, we did!), with 
minor problems – or major panic, with one animal or with several – they are all given the 
best treatment and care that they need, even though payment is always delayed! 

      We hope we haven’t missed anyone – you are all an important part of what we are able 
to achieve.  You may be fed up with hearing it, but as it’s true we’ll say it again – without 
your help we wouldn’t be here to help the animals, so heartfelt thanks from our rabbits, 
chickens, turkeys, pigs, goats, sheep, cows, ferrets, foxes, dogs, cats – and, of course – us. 



138 

 

October 2002 
  

A BETTER YEAR 
 

       Yes, it’s that time of year again when we wish you a happy Christmas and thank you all 
so much for your support.  We don’t know where the year has gone to, it seems to have 
slipped by at an alarming pace.  Overall, it has been a good year for us.  Our losses have 
been fewer than in other years and that’s such a relief.  When we lose one of the family it 
affects us so much and we feel physically and mentally depleted.  It’s good to see the new 
members of the family settling in and enjoying their new lifestyle with so many new friends.   
 
       Financially too it’s not been such a strain.  Thanks to some very kind people who have 
left the Sanctuary some money in their wills and a couple of large donations, we have been 
able to have some necessary work done to the bungalow, new fences in our field and new 
fox pens.  We can even afford to have our trees looked at for possible dangers.  It’s the first 
time in many years that we have been able to ‘splash out’ instead of being financially 
strapped for cash.  Please don’t think that we don’t still need your help.  It costs an awful lot 
of money to keep the Sanctuary running, but we are taking advantage of the good fortune 
that has come this way and improving living conditions for all. 

 
 

CHANGES 
 
       Like the changing of the seasons, we watch the constant changing of our animals’  
behaviours.  We realise that something the animals do we wouldn’t have dreamt of seeing 
when they first came, and yet now we accept it as ‘usual’. 
 
      The sort of things we mean are when Poppy purrs and head butts Liz when she’s wiping 
the kitchen surfaces – this sweet little cat was a ball of fear when she came, having been 
seen by the neighbours at all times of day and night sheltering under a dustbin lid. 
 
       When Lillian ( Persian ) strolls up and weaves round legs, because she arrived so 
scared of feet that she refused to get on the floor for any purpose – bed, food, litter tray all 
had to be provided three feet up! – and the window ledge was her usual spot, now she 
sleeps on Liz’s bed.   
 
      When Lizzie ( Cocker Spaniel ) with great inelegance rolls over on to her back, wagging 
her tail furiously waiting for a tummy tickle from visitors – she didn’t wag her tail or approach 
strangers when she arrived. 
 
     Oh – “hello Poppy, yes we’ve just written about you.  Will you stop nudging the pen, I’m 
trying to write!  Yes, I know you’re beautiful, but Janice won’t be able to decipher our  
handwriting with your squiggles added”.  (Janice’s Note:  “What do you mean - I understand 
cats much better than humans!”). 
 
     Drummer, a young German Shepherd dog whose tail is so long that when he came it just 
hung and was in danger of being shut in doorways as he came through, now carries it 
cheerfully and waggily ( if there is such a word ). 
 
    The little terrier who arrived expecting other dogs to attack, now asking for a game with 
his new friends. 
 
    The dogs that now respond to us talking to them by wagging their tail in answer when 
they just used to look blankly at us. 
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    The dogs, nearly all of them when they arrive flinch or cower from our hands, but who 
now come for a stroke quite happily. 
 
    The cats that used to run away and hide, who now come running towards us with tails up 
in greeting. 
 
    The cats – many of them who are digging a toilet hole outside, or using one of the litter 
trays, when they were going to be put down for ‘being dirty’, when they were just  
desperately unhappy with the life they had. 
 
    All of these little ‘normal’ things, and so many more, are our reward and joy for what we 
do. 
 

IT’S ALL THE SAME TO US – USUALLY!! 
 
 

     Whether a turkey has a cold, a cat has the flu, or a rabbit has the snuffles, it’s all the 
same to us.  A diagnosis by our vet and treatment. 
 
     We have dogs and cats with thyroid problems – no hassle, diagnosis and treatment.  But 
one illness we have always dreaded is diabetes.  Now, in cats, an injection of insulin daily 
with usually stabilise the patient, but in dogs it is more involved.  So when Scout, our little 
Poodle X Yorky, was diagnosed as diabetic we were filled with horror.  We knew little about 
the illness and it’s treatment other than insulin was essential.  Yes, we knew people who 
controlled their diabetes, but this was our little Scout and we had to do the controlling for 
him. 
  
    Firstly, Ian ( our vet ), lent us a video to watch and leaflets to read which explained  
everything about diabetes and the importance of correct feeding, amount of insulin given 
and the timing of the two.  It all seemed very frightening, heightened by the very busy 
household we live in – would we collect urine samples successfully, would we give the cor-
rect amount of insulin – ad infinitum.  Yes, we panicked!! 
 
   The next morning Scout obliged with a urine sample, the first of only a few as Scout 
quickly refused to ‘oblige’ when Mum was standing close by holding a pot!!  Oh lor, first 
problem – but to return to the plot2 
 
   Scout visited Ian the following morning and from the urine and blood test results was 
given his first shot of insulin.  No problem there, he didn’t even notice it as the needle is so 
fine.  He then had to have a little high fibre food from his daily quantity.  Fortunately we 
weigh all our dogs’ dinners, so an exact amount was no problem – but would Scout’s main 
mealtime fit in with our usual feed time or not.  Of course it did, but as we said earlier, we 
panicked. 
 

   Now, a few months down the line, we laugh at our fears.  We did have a couple of slight 
hiccups and we watch Scout more closely in case of a drop in sugar levels, but overall he is 
very well.  If we are even one minute late with his insulin jab and breakfast, Scout tells us!!  
He really doesn’t know what all the panic was about. 
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RAINBOW BRIDGE. 
 
   One of our supporters sent us this lovely piece and we thought we’d like to share it with 
you. We did wonder if the bridge would remain standing with all our special friends  
waiting, and if we’d survive the onslaught of so many hugs and kisses!! 
 
 
   Just this side of Heaven is a place called Rainbow Bridge. 
 
   When an animal dies that has been especially close to someone here, that pet goes to 
Rainbow Bridge.  There are meadows and hills for all of our special friends so they can run 
and play together.  There is plenty of food, water and sunshine, and our friends are warm 
and comfortable. 
 
   All the animals who had been ill and old are restored to health and vigour.  Those who 
were hurt or maimed are made whole and strong again, just as we remember them in our 
dreams of days and times gone by.  The animals are happy and content, expect for one 
small thing; they each miss someone very special to them, who had to be left behind. 
 
   They all run and play together, but the day comes when one suddenly stops and looks 
into the distance.  His bright eyes are intent.  His eager body quivers.  Suddenly he begins 
to run from the group, flying over the green grass, his legs carrying him faster and faster. 
 
   You have been spotted, and when you and your special friend finally meet, you cling to-
gether in joyous reunion, never to be parted again.  The happy kisses rain upon your face; 
your hands again caress the beloved head, and you look once more into the trusting eyes of 
your pet, so long gone from your life but never absent from your heart. 
 
    Then you cross Rainbow Bridge together222 
 
 

VISITING. 

 

    We are always pleased to see our supporters at the Sanctuary, but may we ask that you 
telephone first.  As there are only the two of us to care for everyone, it’s not always  
convenient to stop and show you around.  Occasionally we do go out together and it upsets 
our dogs if we are not here and someone calls.  Also, there are three dead-ends in our lane 
and directions to find us certainly help.  As we are not open daily to visitors, there are no 
signposts to the Sanctuary. 

FIZZ. 
 
    The Summer before last someone moved house, took their dog, but left their cat on the 
streets. For the next three months concerned local neighbours kept an eye on him, fed him 
and tried to catch him – being badly bitten and scratched in the process.  Eventually our 
friend Fred (who many of you know from the fundraising stalls he does) managed to capture 
this ferocious feline and delivered him to us. 
 
    We followed our usual routine of putting a new cat in our bathroom in a pen while they 
settle down, get to know us and have any health problems/vaccinations dealt with. This  
ginger bombshell refused a cosy cat bed, sat on the newspaper and glared at us for days.  
Feeding and cleaning were a problem as, although he was at the opposite end, as soon as 
the door was opened – even with a plate of tasty food – he attacked furiously and fast.  He 
even managed to catch Liz a couple of times – and she’s not slow to move! 
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    His temporary name was easy – Psycho – but we soon changed it to Fizz, lively but not 
derogatory.  As he realised he was safe here, he stopped defending himself from perceived 
dangers and cuddled up in his bed, and ignored us until he felt ready to make friends. 
I wish we could report he is a totally reformed character, but his fear was too great for him 
to forget.  He still will not be held and cuddled, but he likes to be stroked and will jump on 
our – or even sometimes a visitor’s – lap and we can pick him up briefly as well.   
   So now, a happy relaxed puss as people are on his terms and he feels safe at last. 
 
 

SPANIEL STORIES. 

 

   At the beginning of October we were asked to help two Cocker Spaniels.  Their Mum was 
suffering with Alzheimer’s and now needed permanent help herself.  The dogs, Cleo aged 7 
and Max aged 9, had one little problem as far as rehoming was concerned, Cleo is totally 
blind and Max has only a little sight left.  We were quite honest with the daughter who 
‘phoned us, we had no idea if they would settle into such a busy household, but we were 
quite willing to give it a try. 
 
    As is normal with Cocker Spaniels they were, right from the start, very interested in their 
new surroundings.  We watched as they found their way about indoors and mapped out 
where they were.  The other dogs didn’t concern them at all, they just bumbled through 
them!!  Outside was more daunting as they had two acres of land to map out.  At first they 
were walked on leads to show them it’s extent, but it soon became clear that they were  
happier finding their own way about. 
 
   A fortnight later, as we write this, we really cannot believe the strides they have made.  
They know exactly where they are, outside or indoors, push past anyone at feeding times 
and have both managed to roll in the pungent smell of foxes poo – Cleo went back three 
times! 
   It makes us so glad that we are here to help ones like this and to see them so happy and 
contented, even in this mad house!! 
 

TILL NEXT YEAR. 

 

   The time has come to say goodbye and wish you all a very Happy Christmas and a 
 peaceful New Year. 

 

   No matter how you help us, be it sponsorship, donations, sending stamps, giving bric-a-brac 
or towels and blankets, or physically lending a hand here, for having a stall, we appreciate  

everyone of you – thank you for allowing us to continue the 
work we love to do.  We know our ‘family’ can’t understand 
just how many of you give them that chance of life and a 
home forever, but we do – and for that you have our eternal 
thanks. 

 

 
P.S.  Have any of you got old tennis balls 
over from the summer that you could let us  
have for our dogs – they get through them at  
such an alarming rate!  Many thanks. 
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March 2003  
 

ANOTHER NEW YEAR. 
 
 

      What a wonderful Christmas and New Year we have had and, with Spring just around 
the corner, life has been good to us. Thanks to so many of you who sent donations, gifts, 
lovely cards and kind words; we spent a wonderful festive season and beyond. Everyone of 
the family had treats of some description and we managed to put our feet up for a couple of 
extra hours after doing our normal rounds. The dogs and cats love it when we sit down in 
the evenings, but to have our laps all afternoon and evening is something really special - for 
them and us. 
 
     The Sanctuary is looking very smart with most of our old fences replaced, new fox pens, 
new guttering around the bungalow and newly decorated kitchen and lounge. Each has 
needed to be done for so long and to see inside and outside looking posh is great. We even 
have new gates to the field and pens that actually open and shut without having to be lifted, 
sworn at or kicked!! It has given us such a morale boost to have the work done and we 
thank all of you, past and present, who have contributed to our wonderful 'new look'. 
 
     Mind you, some of our animals weren't very impressed by the upheaval.  Trubshaw the 
bull and his friends had to be shut in their house while the tractor with 5ft high wheels 
trundled by - the shouts of disgust were probably heard for miles around. Then, the foresaid 
tractor with 5ft high wheels gaily churned the land up around the areas where the new  
fencing and gates were being erected. As this all happened in the wettest weather, the mud 
it caused can only be imagined and naturally it was just where the dogs go for their walks, 
so that indoors became a mud bath as well!! Oh well, it will look nice when it's finished we 
said. The fox pens didn't cause too much upset, apart from Fanta, our very friendly and 
naughty fox, who decided to dig out from her old pen before the new ones were finished. 
Fortunately, she only stayed around the bungalow and demanded to be let back in after she 
had a look about. 
 
      Now it was the turn of the bungalow to be 'attacked'. We can't describe the looks on the 
faces of the dogs and cats as men started to walk on the roof of the bungalow so that the 
tiles could be checked prior to the fascias and guttering being replaced. Had the  
heavens really started to drop in on them? 
 
     Next came the decorators, Gideon and Duncan. Fortunately they are both 'animal'  
people and so the kitchen was painted around sleeping cats in baskets. A few beds would 
be moved, with incumbent cats, so that a wall could be painted and then moved back as 
soon as it was finished. We're sure not many decorators would be that caring. The lounge 
was a little more difficult as the dogs were put to bed in our bedrooms while the men were 
here and then let out as work finished for the day. In between times, we worked out a plan 
to get the dogs in and out to spend a penny and go for their walks. Oh joy!! Considering all 
though, very little wet paint was marked by waggy tails and we are so delighted, albeit  
exhausted! 
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WEBSTER. 
 

     In a previous newsletter we told you about Webster, Collie X Retriever, our then newest 
canine arrival, who had run out of time and money - and chances - in kennels. Well, he has 
settled down very well and with typical Collie intelligence quickly learnt that cat  
chasing is not allowed, and with Retriever delight discovered plenty of tennis balls - he can 
fit 2½ in his mouth all at the same time! (Thank you for the spare tennis balls you sent). 
Then he had to learn not to guard them from the other dogs - and also to give them back to 
Liz on request - which he'd do when he came but was very head shy turning and twisting to 
avoid the ball being taken - now he drops it at her feet. 
         Another little problem that needed ironing out was more guarding, of his most  
treasured possession - Liz! Webster had found the Mum of his dreams (ahhhhh - sweet!) 
and didn't want to share her - fortunately he's a fast learner and soon realised that he had 
to, so another problem sorted. 
         From what little we know of his background before the kennels took him and started 
helping him, he was possessive with his previous owner, but aggressively. He slept on the 
bed, the owner slept on the sofa! Our dogs do sleep on our beds/sofas/chairs, but do get off 
when asked. The first evening here Webster got on Liz's chair and we both groaned,  
expecting trouble trying to reclaim it, but to our surprise he had already decided to co-
operate (perhaps he knew we were his last chance) and jumped straight down when asked 
- and now rarely bothers to get up there. He does, however, like Liz's bed - but not when 
she's in it, fortunately, as a single bed, half a dozen cats and a medium/large hairy dog and 
Liz don't all fit! 
       Webster had a large lump that was growing on his elbow and our vets advice was that 
he removed it before it grew any more - we saw it grow in only 4 weeks, so surgery it was. 
All during his visits to Ian, including several post-op checks to have it drained, Webster was 
perfectly behaved - no sign of bad temper or nastiness, just acceptance that what we did 
had to be done - he had his leg bandaged, his wound drained daily (i.e. a needle stuck in) 
and not once misbehaved himself - incredible for any dog, but certainly for one with his  
history. 
     For a dog who had earned the nickname 'Devil Dog' before he even arrived, he certainly 
showed that give a dog a bad name and reputation doesn't mean the dog will not change in 
the right environment, where they feel safe, understand what's allowed - and know they are 
loved. 
      How easily this life could have been snuffed out and all the pleasures he has that we 
share with him. We know he is only the tip of the iceberg - one among many - but for him 
(and us) he is glad that we were here to help - and that's because of you, our supporters. 
 

GIVING. 
 
 

        We recently had a 'phone call from our vets with the question "can you help?" This is 
usually followed by the tale of some poor dog or cat that is due to be euthanased due to 
being a 'problem' - most commonly a dog that bites (but if it's hit on the head every day as 
one was...).  
      However this time it was "we have a collapsed cat that needs a blood transfusion - do 
you have a suitable donor cat?" After an immediate answer of "yes" we then had to choose 
someone youngish, healthy and easy to handle - not many of our cats fit that description! 
We took a couple to the surgery and used Poppin who came to us from  
living rough on the street with her feral kittens 9 years ago. She is a loving 
cat who happily accepted a quick blood test before donating 60mls of blood 
while under anaesthetic - cats don't like to sit still that long.  
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     The transfusion was quickly set up to the needy puss who had a blood disorder that was 
curable if he could recover from this crisis and just over an hour later he started eating and 
drinking - what a joy! Three days later he was well on the road to recovery and back home 
with his owners, and Poppin was completely back to normal as well. 
     How lovely that we were able to give something back - to the vet practice that gives us 
so much help and support; to another cat that needed help; and that Poppin, who came to 
us needing help, was able to help another ( even though we were the ones who 
'volunteered' her ). 

 
SNIPPETS. 

 
 

          It's nearly 2 years since Polka, our one-eyed cat, went to Canterbury for her  
radioactive treatment for her over-active thyroid. You wouldn't think she was the same cat 
prior to her treatment. She is fit and well and almost fat, not the skinny little creature she 
once was and, as she approaches her 12th birthday, she certainly has a new lease of life. 
 
          Trubshaw, our bull, is still full of himself and enjoying life with Chance, the cow. When 
Chance had a funny five minutes one day and started charging around the field making the 
sheep and goat find a new sun spot, he looked on aghast, mooing loudly, but he was seen 
laying in the sun with her later gently nuzzling her. 
 
         Cleo, our blind Cocker Spaniel, still continues to amaze us. She manoeuvres inside 
and out with complete confidence. One day she was seen to be running up the middle of 
the field. We could see ahead of her was a large fallen branch. She raced up to within an 
inch of it, turned on a sixpence and continued along the length of it. At the end, again with 
an inch to spare, she went round the branch and continued as if she could see the obstacle. 
We swear she must have radar or something, as she also runs around our woods missing 
the trees en route to wherever she is going and her tail never stops wagging. 
 
        Parsley and Thyme, our turkeys, spent another happy Christmas here 
and not on someone's plate. It's amazing how many visitors have never 
seen a live turkey before, only ones hung up in the butchers shop or 
wrapped in plastic in a supermarket, so we are very pleased to be able to 
show them the 'real thing'. 
 
 
 
 

PUSSY BED. 
 
 

        As anyone who has visited will know, our kitchen is full of cat beds scattered around. 
We have large ones for those who like to cuddle up and share, and smaller single size ones 
for cats that don't share. Obviously there are quite a few blankets to keep washed and 
changed. Usually at mealtimes the beds empty and Liz shoots round changing the bedding 
before they refill with bodies. 
 
      One morning all beds bar one emptied, so Liz left the sleeping occupant and kept an 
eye on the bed for it to be empty (yes - of course we could move the puss, but when you're 
cuddled up and comfy you don't want to be moved). All that day the occupants changed but 
never when Liz saw it and could grab the bedding. The next day (another of those lovely 
cold days we had when it was -5º overnight and the heating stayed on 24 hours) was the 
same - always occupied. 
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      Now you could say it was a favourite bed, but it was only a cardboard box; it wasn't on a 
hot spot or next to a radiator, but it was never empty. Finally at bedtime of the second day 
Ruffle (current puss in it) stirred, stood and stepped out and, just as Liz was about to whip 
round to it, she saw in the nick of time one of our feral cats sitting in front of it staring at her 
and daring her to approach and scare him off from his tea! So, the bed still wasn't done 
then, but later when Norman was sitting in it but not asleep, Liz at last gave up, moved him 
and changed the bedding. Such a performance for such a little job! 

 
MUNGO. 

 
 

          As mentioned elsewhere in this letter  we have recently been redecorated with a fresh 
coat of paint indoors. 
 
        We have a wonderful portrait of one of our foxes Rebecca that a young art student did 
5 years ago, after spending a couple of days here sitting on an upturned milk crate in our 
fox pen. It is stunningly accurate and beautiful, but we had not managed to frame and hang 
it before - but at last we have. We hung it when all our dogs were in our bedrooms, as the 
lads were still in the lounge working, so it wasn't seen immediately when the dogs came 
back into the lounge. Most of our dogs never noticed it, but a couple spotted it and froze, 
staring hard for 30 seconds until they were satisfied what it was, i.e. only a picture of a fox, 
but there's always one who likes to be different - it happened to be Mungo, our Retriever.  
 
      He suddenly saw Rebecca and sat in front of it for over 10 minutes gently growling at it. 
The growl was just a low mutter, not a normal guarding or aggressive sound; all the other 
dogs ignored him completely. Mungo was convinced we had a real fox sitting in the lounge. 
While we certainly have had a real fox indoors (in the hospital wing, i.e. our bathroom!) we 
wouldn't have one near the dogs. It was obvious he recognised it as something he knew - 
after all, he ignored our elephant picture, not having met one of them! Eventually we had to 
tap the picture and the glass and then put his paws up to it so he could have a sniff and  
satisfy himself about it - funny fellow! 
 

 
AND FINALLY. 

 
 

          As we come to the end of another newsletter our thanks to all of you who support us 
must be made. No matter how you help, be it donations, stamps, tins, coins, towels and 
blankets or physical help, we wouldn't be here without you and 150 lives would be lost.  
 
          The 'family' means so much to us and all deserve that chance to be understood and 
loved despite what some humans have done to them. Often when visitors come, they look 
at our happy bunch and ask why they can't be re-homed. The answer is simple - they have 
given their trust to us and it would be only too easy for them to revert back to their old  
behaviour. We've seen it happen even here - when they've been stressed out for some  
reason. 
 
          So thanks everyone for your help. We're only a small sanctuary but all your pennies 
are desperately needed. Help from Fred running stalls for us, Janice for typing the  
newsletters, Wendy and Roger for printing them, Keith for his muscle power and Ian our vet 
all contribute to keeping us open. 
  
                                                  A Happy Easter to everyone! 
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                                                                                                                            June 2003 
 

OKLAHOMA. 
 
 

        The song from Oklahoma said it all really - "Oh, what a beautiful morning, Oh what a  
beautiful day". 
        April was simply wonderful weather wise. Gone were the coats, wellies and mud as 
most days remained, dry, sunny and warm. The dogs and cats all took advantage of the 
weather and spent much time outdoors sunning themselves. Even the chickens, pigs and 
foxes joined in the fun. It made our hearts sing just to see them enjoying this fluke weather. 
 
        By the end of April we knew we needed, but didn't want - some rain. Our poor grazing  
animals were very short of grass and so their winter feeding rations were being continued. 
As May appeared so did the rain. The grass grew and so did the nettles - very rapidly. All 
was back to normal. 
 
        Sadly we lost two of our old friends, not from old age, but from conditions that seem 
more prevalent these days. Scout, our little diabetic dog, who had been doing so well,  
suddenly had a tummy upset and we were unable to stabilise his sugar and insulin levels. It 
came as a great shock when he went into a coma and then slipped away. A few days later, 
Sheba, a German Shepherd, who we had been watching as her back legs grew weaker and 
weaker, one day couldn't get up and so we knew the time had come to say goodbye. It was 
so heartbreaking to lose two so quickly. But, as sometimes happens, two new faces  
appeared - Finn, a little Terrier with a few problems and then Midnight, a cat, that growled 
all the time. Both are settling in and finding friends here. 
 
       With "June is busting out all over", who knows what will happen. We just know that we 
are very glad to be here to help those that need us. A drop in the ocean maybe, but a  
life-raft to those who need help. 
 

POLKA. 
 
 

        Usually at the end of the day we sit down for a couple odd hours and watch tv, or a 
taped programme before the bedtime rounds. One evening we were happily viewing a  
programme about the cleverest animals in Britain, nothing too brain challenging, just fun to 
see. As we laughed at the antics of a couple of very clever crows raiding dustbins for food, 
Polka, our one eyed no teeth feline entered the room. One look at the tv made her leap into 
action. She charged across the floor, leapt up at the tv and splattered herself against the 
screen! 
 
        As she slowly slid down the screen, one of the crows flew off with her in hot pursuit 
round the side of the tv. When she couldn't find it, she returned to the front and sat in 
'hunting' pose and watched the remaining crow continue to scavenge. He was replaced by 
squirrels doing their act after nuts had been put at the end of an assault course to try and 
fool them. Well, squirrels jump and sort of fly and run really fast and poor Polka was having 
trouble keeping up with them, but that apparently was part of the fun. She hopped around 
the tv, and even sat on top of it in an effort to catch these pesky intruders in her lounge, 
when they disappeared from the screen. 
 
       Isn't it wonderful that today's tv's are so real so as to fool a well seasoned huntress. 
What an easy way to exercise your cat, keep the real wildlife safe and give the owners a 
laugh or two at the antics and frustrations of a home bred lioness!! 
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SHEPHERDS. 
 
 

       Last May we received a 'phone call saying "the dog's got to go - he's bitten the child". In 
cases like that we find out what actually happened and then get the dog out as quickly as 
possible - not only for the child's safety, but also to prevent a one way trip to the vet for the 
dog. The dog in question was only 8 months old, the people had only had him 24 hours and 
he hadn't broken the skin of the child, but snapped out of fear. Before that he was alone in a 
flat while the owner was at work - hardly ideal for any dog but particularly bad for a large 
puppy. So we collected one very jumpy, neurotic German shepherd who wet himself out of 
fear - and barked at anything that scared him - and that was everything - the television, the 
cats etc. 
 
       The first night was a long one - he had a bed beside Liz's bed, but opposite the cat flap. 
Remember he is already scared of cats - so when he sees them disappear out through what 
he thinks is a solid wall - he barked - and when they push the flap open and slide back in - 
he barked even more! 
 
       As the weather was nice there were lots of excursions and outings - at 1am, 2am, 3am 
- you get the idea! By the next morning Drummer had accepted cats - but we were shat-
tered from our disturbed sleep. In some ways it could be seen as an omen of things to 
come. It was soon obvious he had diarrhoea - he was all skin and bones so it seemed likely 
he had been having tummy troubles for some time. Several changes of diet and vet visits 
later he was diagnosed with colitis and prescribed tablets that certainly improved things. 
However, he was still having problem, so more vet visits and various samples which still 
came back with no answers, so an allergy blood test was done which showed us which 
foods to eliminate from his diet. This prescription diet plus adding Aloe Vera has finally 
sorted him out - we still have the occasional night when he needs to go out in a hurry, but 
he has finally put on weight and condition. 
        
      He has become a much happier calmer lad although he is wary of strangers, but he now 
has a waggy tail and a bright cheerful face - especially when a new brother arrived 6 days 
before Christmas - a 6 month German Shepherd! 
 
       The 'phone call was the same " he's bitten the child - the dog's got to go". When we 
found out more about this youngster, we discovered that he lived in the garden and had his 
bed in the garden shed! When he was allowed indoors he got overexcited by the child and 
ended up grabbing at her - again not breaking the skin, but was holding hard and wouldn't 
let go - within another few weeks he would have been put down for sure. 
 
        When he arrived he was terrified of having his collar touched as he expected to be 
pushed back out in the garden - so he ' bit'. I use the word loosely as although some would 
call it a bite, in reality it was a very hard hold that was as close to bite without quite being 
one as it could be! It took a tremendous amount of care and hard work to train Brogan out of 
that behaviour and he will probably always retain a wariness about his collar being taken 
when he is worried. 
 
 
 
This is a more recent ‘photo,.. 
not how they looked when 
they arrived. 
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         Naturally he also didn't like going out, so to see him now trotting round the field with 
his Big Brother "Drummer" is wonderful. Sadly, Brogan also has health problems in the form 
of a genetic disorder that affects his elbows - he already has arthritis because of it, but pain-
killers keep him out of pain and able to enjoy life. 
 
         To round up the story of our 2 lads, we're asking for your help. Brogan already has a 
sponsor - but Drummer hasn't - and he costs a lot. We don't even dare think about how 
many hundreds it cost to get him sorted out, but now his running costs of colitis tablets, aloe 
vera and specialist diet add up to £59.80 a week...yes, it frightened us when we worked it 
out, especially when you compare it to the normal costs. i. e; Brogan who costs £2 daily. 
So we never know what a 'phone call will bring. We have 2 wonderful lads who through no 
fault of theirs had a rough start, but are draining our resources, so if anyone would like to 
help towards Drummers Dinners we would be delighted. Thank You. 
 
 

PHOTOGRAPHY. 
 
 

          We enjoy taking 'photos of our animals and have literally dozens of albums full of 
family snaps. However, trying to take a 'photo of a single animal without any one else in the 
shot is fraught with difficulties. Apart from the usual things to consider of distance - the dogs 
are good at looking cute half way down the field; or the direction of the sun, there are the 
other animals that get in the way! 
 
        They lean against us just as we take a shot, so the picture is blurred, or even better, 
they knock your arm and you miss the shot altogether and get the sky! Then there are the 
ones that walk in front of the pet whose pic we were just going to take with a "will I do?"  
expression on their face, or the game of chase that goes crashing through the middle of the 
shot! You get the idea2it's amazing we don't have hundreds of heads or tails only shot, but 
we certainly don't have many that haven't a friend or two lurking somewhere in view! 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

TRA LA LA & DANDELIONS. 
 
  

      Yes, she's in the news again. Our blind Cocker Spaniel Cleo still manages to amaze us 
and come up with new feats. She is such a happy dog, and when out for a walk in our field 
or our woods, her tail (thankfully undocked) wags non-stop as she bustles around. 
We're sure she tra la las as she goes - no particular tune you understand, just happy notes. 
We've nicknamed her Miss Marples as she joyously goes from A to B investigating every-
thing on her travels. Her lack of vision doesn't impede her one iota. 
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         The dandelions just suddenly happened. At first it was only a suspicion, but then  
confirmed. Cleo loves - and eats dandelions!! As she trots briskly around the field she  
suddenly stops, sniffs and plucks a dandelion flower. And studiously eats it!! Only the flower 
head is taken and it has to be a fully opened one and of the right variety namely those with 
a juicy stem, despite the stem being left behind. So far buttercups and daisies don't interest 
her, but who knows given time. 
 
        Never in over 50 years of sharing my life with dogs have I ever had one who eats dan-
delions. I had one who picked ripe loganberries from the bush, who ate raw brussel sprouts 
and loved tomatoes, but dandelions - not even he had that weird taste. 
 
STOP PRESS. She started on the daisies. Buttercups beware!!! And then of course, there 
is the clover!!! 

 
 

CAT TALES FOR SALE. 
 
 

      We apologise for saying this but.....Christmas is coming! 
 
      A friend and supporter of ours is an artist, and is bringing a book out just in time for 
Christmas presents. For every book sold through our newsletter, we receive £5 - so sort out 
your gift list now and do your Christmas shopping the easy way. While you're at it, don't  
forget to treat yourself to a copy as well!!! 
 
Details of the book and how to order will be on the website in late September. In the  
meantime you can contact us directly for more information. 
 
 

WWW.DOT. 
 
 

       We now have a website - thanks to our friends Blair and Leo, who have set it up and 
have registered a domain name for us, which is: www.chaldonanimalsanctuary.co.uk. 
 
       Basically it is our fact sheet, latest newsletter, and some articles from previous  
newsletters that we thought would be interesting or informative to new supporters that find 
us. Oh and 'photos of some of our family and how to donate or sponsor obviously!! 
It is now up and running, so if you have internet access, please pop in and have a look. 
 
 

* * * 
 

      We started this newsletter with thoughts of Oklahoma and now we've come to the end, 
the strains of The Sound of Music strike up "So long, farewell" ( for now )  says it for us. 
 
       Our grateful thanks to all of you who support us in whatever way. It's much appreciated 
for without it our family would not be here to enjoy life as they do. Your help keeps them 
alive and well and safe and really we suppose, that says it all. 
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                                                                                                     November 2003 
 

WINTER RAMBLINGS 
 
 

           It has been a wonderful year weather-wise from spring to summer and now to  
autumn. We know the farmers and gardeners are desperate for rain, but the dry weather 
suits everyone here fine. No welly boots, no macs, no mud outdoors and in - just good old 
dry earth. Naturally all the animals have taken advantage of this phenomenon and, apart 
from the 2-3 weeks of excessively hot days and nights, have enjoyed pottering around  
doing their own thing. It can't last, we know, but at least we have a head start on winter and 
that's a wonderful feeling. 
 
          Naturally, we've had our sad times when losing one of the family, but we can only do 
all we can for them while they are alive and give them all the love and care they so deserve. 
It doesn't make it any easier when we have to say goodbye, but we know that they have all 
known love and to feel wanted. 
 

BIG BOY. 
 
 

         We have a beautiful tabby cat that arrived earlier this year when his owner's health 
meant that she could no longer keep him. This rather overweight mog went on a diet and 
now has a respectable waistline, but is still a huge lad and so he now goes by the name 
"Big Boy". As he is 16 years old we rather expected him to settle for a retirement bed by a 
radiator but he didn't reckon that idea - far too much to see and do. 
 
      When he decides it's time for a cuddle on a lap there is only 
room for him - usually 2 or 3 pussies can quite easily play sar-
dines (head to tail) and settle down together (2 on my lap as I 
write this). Big Boy used to live with the 2 Cocker Spaniels who 
came to us last year (Max and blind Cleo), so he is perfectly 
happy to march through our dogs or curl up with them. He dis-
covered the catflap in our kitchen which is a tunnel type through 
the brick wall - and to see this huge bulk squeeze his way in and 
out is quite a sight - he really could do with a dog sized flap! 
 
      We often rename new animals when they join us, perhaps because the name has al-
ready belonged to a previous family member, perhaps simply because we don't like it, but 
also to give them a clean slate to start with. So many - particularly the dogs - have  
unpleasant associations with their old name, from being shouted at to ignoring any  
commands given them, and of general unhappiness that goes with being in the wrong 
home. When we rename them we like to try and choose something we feel is suitable to 
their character - a pretty name perhaps, or a fun, comical name, or even one with a link to a 
previous pet - an anagram, or some other association of group - i.e. flowers, musical terms, 
etc. 
 
    It always amazes us how quickly the dogs in particular take to their new name - usually 
responding to it within a few days of being re-christened. Occasionally we have one arrive 
who completely ignores their old name and shows absolutely no flicker of recognition when 
it's used, but the first time we use their new name, they turn and instantly respond to it - it's 
almost as if they were waiting for it - and the new start it represents. 
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WITH A LITTLE HELP FROM MY FRIENDS 
 
 

        Watching the animals always gives us a lot of pleasure whether it be the chickens, the 
pigs, the dogs and cats or the animals in the field. They all have friends, those that they like 
to be with most of the time. If a group of chickens arrive together, you can bet that they will 
peck around as a group for the rest of their lives. Likewise the dogs have special friends 
that they like to lay with or play with. A really touching friendship was when one of the cats 
lost his brother and was obviously grieving and looking for him, and so a friend took it upon 
himself to escort the sad one everywhere until he felt able to cope alone. 
 
       A friend can also be useful as a pillow when curled up asleep, a back support or even a 
hot water bottle but we saw the best use of a friend in our field recently. Goats really prefer 
to browse than graze unlike the sheep and cattle, and any low hanging tree branches are 
quickly devoured by them. However, if the branches are just out of reach then the goats will 
go to any lengths to get them, including standing upright on their back legs. Icicle, one of 
our goats, had tried this but to her dismay the ground underneath the tree was on a slope 
and so she just kept losing her balance. 
 
      She stood there thinking about the problem when Chance, our cow, ambled over to her 
and stood beneath the offending branches. Quick as a flash Icicle reared up. placed one 
front leg over Chance's back as support, deftly hooked the branches with her other front 
leg.......and munched the leaves with pure delight. 
Now that's what real friends are for! 
 
 

                           MR CHALK.  
 
 
 

       It is important to us to try and keep our animals in a way approximating their natural 
needs - a hamster is a solitary creature in the wild, so on it's own in captivity, but animals in 
a wild group are kept as such in captivity. So when many years ago our first ferret arrived, 
we found out that they live in company, and rang around our rescue friends and found a f 
ferret needing a home and she came here and they became firm friends. Over the years our 
ferret numbers rose and dropped, but earlier this year we were down to only one on his 
own. 
 
      Mr.Chalk was not happy - he lost weight, didn't play and became quite grumpy.........and 
then we had a 'phone call. Someone had two ferrets, but one was not well and she didn't 
want one left on his own...exactly the situation that we had been in when Chalk arrived to 
us. So, introductions were made all round, and you could almost see the smile on Chalk's 
face when he met the other two. He has blossomed living in his new home, is very happy, 
and has put on weight, especially as his favourite titbit for elevenses is fruit cake 
 

BALLS! 
 

        When we go for our morning walk some of our dogs like to have toys to play with and 
carry. Ellie has a solid rubber ball, the determined chewers have a Kong or nylabone,  
several have tennis balls and for the soft mouthed Cocker Spaniel "Homer" - a small stuffed 
teddy bear! 
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     Some keep hold of the toy for a short while, some play tag with each other, while others 
swap toys and balls, but Ellie's ball is hers - and hers alone. From time to time Ellie puts her 
ball down and potters off to follow a trail, but if another dog comes across her ball they give 
it a quick look - and then ignore it - for some reason they all know, without anyone telling 
them, that it is not theirs to touch. Well, yes, logically we could reason that as it is the only 
rubber ball they understand that it is never given to them to play with - or that they don't like 
it, but that doesn't account for what happens on afternoon walks. 
  
      The afternoon walk is shorter - 15-30 minutes, and we don't take toys, but collect up any 
left out from the morning - before the foxes find them and spirit them away never to  
reappear. Ellie has to have a ball in her mouth to be happy - otherwise she gets stressed 
and chases her tail, so within minutes of getting in the field she will have found a stray ten-
nis ball and pounced on it with glee. 
 
    Obviously, the same as in the morning, she puts it down from time to time, and another 
dog will go to pick it up - give it a quick sniff, recognise Ellie's saliva and scent on it - and 
leave it alone! 
    Don't ask us to explain it because we can't - Ellie never guards her balls, we've never told 
them not to touch it, but an understanding between the dogs obviously exists. 
As we've said so often before - aren't they wonderful and fascinating. 
 
 

BITS AND PIECES 
 

      Our website is up and running, with gallery pages full of 'photos with some of our family. 
 
     The beautiful cat book by Ditz is NOT available to buy in time for Christmas........NO 
LONGER AVAILABLE. Don't forget to mention Chaldon Cats as Ditz has kindly donated £5 
to our animals for every book bought. Our thanks to those of you who have already bought 
it, and we will let you know the total raised in the next newsletter. 
 
     It's time to say goodbye and thank you all for your support over the past year. Those of 
you who send donations, sponsor a family member, send stamps, bring towels, blankets or 
bric-a-brac we appreciate your kindness. 
 
     To Fred, Phil, Keith, Janice, Elaine, Wendy and Roger who all help the family in other 
ways, we send them our grateful thanks. There are so many little faces here who depend on 
you. 
 
    To all our friends, we all wish you a happy and peaceful Christmas and New Year. 
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                                                                                                        March 2004 
 
 

FROM CHRISTMAS TO EASTER 
 
 

          It's been and gone in most people's minds, but thanks to you, our loyal supporters 
Christmas and New Year were again special for the family here. Every one of the animals 
had treats, spread out over several days to prevent tummy upsets, and our thanks to those 
of you who included human treats for us in the festive seasons extras. 
As usual we enjoyed a couple of quiet days just doing the basic jobs and then putting our 
feet up. Dogs and cats all love that as it means extra cuddles, which we were more than 
happy to give. 
 
       Boxing Day was marred by the death of one of our sweet little cats, Crumble. She was 
diabetic and sadly her diabetes hadn't been successfully controlled in the short time she 
was with us, and then the added complication of kidney failure meant she suddenly faded 
away. January 2nd started the New Year badly when Cleo, our dear little blind Cocker 
Spaniel who loved to eat dandelions, suddenly developed terrible breathing problems and 
had to be given the final injection. As always we miss Crumble and Cleo so very much as 
they had their niche within the family. Max, Cleo's dad, has certainly pined for her as well. 
The first night after her death he sat upright in the bed they shared (next to Jacky's bed) for 
half the night. He is slowly accepting her loss, but as his sight and hearing are very bad and 
she mothered him, he is finding life empty without her. 
 
      In February we lost out little three legged dog Ginny, who had been with us since she 
was 8 weeks old, having been born with a deformed leg and been labelled a cripple and 
unhomeable!!! She had the leg amputated on our vets advice and for eleven years missing 
a leg didn't enter her life, but sadly the auto - immune as well as the arthritis in her only front 
leg caught up with her and she slowly deteriorated until we had to take the decision that 
was right for her. We also lost two cats that month as well, who had been poorly for a little 
while but managing their problems, but when Bodger and Briar started to struggle, it was 
time for their decision to be taken as well. 
 
A few words that were sent to us2 
 
 
Some animals come into our lives and quickly go, 
Some stay for a while and leave paw prints on our hearts, 
And we are never the same. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      
     On a more practical side, turmoil has reigned in the bungalow as wooden floors and 
walls have had to be replaced by concrete due to damp and dry rot. We're sure you can all 
appreciate the nightmare of trying to keep the dogs and cats off of wet concrete as four 
rooms were affected. 
 
     Still, it's a new year and our hopes are for another good one thanks to you all. 
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AND THEY SAY ANIMALS CAN'T TALK!!!!! 
 
 

       When starting the afternoon feed round, Trubshaw the bull and friends are first on the 
list. He always listens to the back door being shut and moos in response to our imminent 
arrival. He likes to have his say and is usually joined by Chance the cow and a goat (Icicle) 
and a sheep (Molly) in a chorus of "we're starving". Their hay nets are hung up whilst having 
a chat with these poor thin creatures!!!! silence follows as they start eating. 
 
      However one afternoon Trubshaw kept talking and despite asking "if he was feeling 
well, and telling him how handsome he is" (which he knows anyway!!), he wouldn't shut up. 
He then started licking his lips, which made us wonder if something in the food rations was 
not right. And lo and behold, old clever clogs was telling us that their winter-feed block  
rations had been eaten and he wanted more!!! The feed blocks are only fed when there isn't 
any grass during the winter months and no doubt, Trubshaw was feeling quite shocked as 
he espied an empty space for them. Strangely we know some were there in the morning, so 
feel his protestations were a little premature, but like good Mum's we stocked up the larder 
for him and silence was immediate. 
 
      On another occasion Trubshaw told us in no uncertain terms he was not amused. Some 
paving slabs were being delivered into his field to build a patio outside their house and no 
one had asked him if he minded!! He stood with Chance at his side, silently watching as the 
crane on the lorry delivered the said paving slabs. As the crane swung into the air Trubshaw 
lifted his head and watched it slowly descend with a palate of slabs. Having deposited them 
the crane gently rose into the air again and repeated the procedure. Poor Trubshaw, his 
head going up and down with the crane, could not believe his eyes an alien body had  
entered his territory 
 
    After the lorry had driven off, Trubshaw sauntered over to the "invaders" and sniffed them 
all over, and then just to let them know that he was in charge, rubbed his head and  
shoulders all over the slabs. Now that his mark had been left, he ambled off and didn't 
bother with them again. Clever though isn't he!!!! 
 
 
 
This was when the fencing was delivered in 2008, but repeats 
his attitude to anything delivered that shouldn’t be in his field !! 
 

 
* * * * * 
 

 
          Used postage stamps may not be the first thought that comes to your minds for rais-
ing funds, but as many of you know, we are always grateful to receive them. We give them 
to Elaine who sorts them into categories and then sells them to a stamp dealer (if you can 
separate them into British or foreign that is a help). She recently sent us a cheque for £65 
and before that £45, so you can see they really are a help in raising funds. 
 
       Could we though please ask that you seal both the top and bottom of the envelope with 
sellotape, and even down the sides as they often get split in the post, and also that you 
check that the postage costs are correct as we have several envelopes full of stamps sitting 
in the sorting office. We have to pay the postage plus an excess of 68 pence, which is  
usually more than they are worth, but please continue to send us your stamps, and we 
thank you all, and Elaine for the extra funds they raise. 
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FINN 
 
 
       He arrived intent on doing "some damage" to any other dog he saw and "come" was 
only in his vocabulary if he chose it to be!! A cute little cairn cross border terrier that had had 
two years in which to make his own rules up. As he jumped out of the car he saw four of our 
dogs and his eyes lit up...a battle forming in his mind. A horrified "what do you think you are 
doing" caused him to hesitate and think about it, but not to stop... so the question was  
repeated. After four attempts he decided he didn't want to continue this silly game, so we 
proceeded to take him into our field, on a lead - so that he could meet everyone. 
 
     At first he must have thought he'd won the lottery with more dogs to do battle with, but as 
the numbers grew he lost interest and started to sniff around - at least there was hope. His 
lead was slipped off so that he could do his own thing and he seemed amazed that he could 
run free, as up until then he'd had to be walked on a lead. Fortunately our land is fully 
fenced so that if he didn't come it didn't matter, but lo and behold, as we've found so many 
times before, when we came indoors, he followed to .The first big challenge had been won. 
He occasionally forgot himself in the weeks to come, but he wasn't any longer frightened of 
at least our dogs, and now is learning how to play with them. 
 
      The "come" took much longer...terriers are renowned for having minds of their own, and 
Finn (named from Fingals Cave in Scotland) was no exception! Titbits, squeaky toys and 
bribery were just ignored and he came when he was ready. He was very head-shy so this 
didn't help either and even if he came very close he wouldn't allow his collar to be touched - 
he ducked, dived out of the way or rolled over, so if he came close by he was praised and 
gradually a titbit was accepted, and now he turns on a sixpence to get to Mum if he is 
called. 
 
      The other evening when he was laid out on the settee next to Jacky, after a year of  
persuasion, she felt that at last he fully trusted her. She put her hand out to give him a 
stroke2.and he didn't flinch or duck away, and more and more he comes and asks for a 
fuss...what a reward!! 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

        Most of our jobs are interchangeable - either of us can do them, but one or the other 
usually does them. While Jacky gives Trubshaw and friends their teatime hay, Liz feeds the 
foxes, but recently Jacky fed the foxes two days running instead of Liz. She chatted to them 
and fussed Fanta as normal - all seemed fine. The next day Liz went out to them again and 
before she was anywhere near them was greeted with excited high pitches squealing from 
Fanta - you could almost hear her saying "look who has come to see us!!" 
 
       When Liz went in Fanta was completely beside herself and demanded the biggest fuss 
possible. She laid upside down having her tummy tickled, gently waving her tail and  
murmuring contented little squeaks. It was very touching to see and a lot more enthusiastic 
than the greeting Jacky got after Liz had fed Trubshaw a couple of days running. 
When Jacky went back to feeding him, Trubshaw showed his pleasure by bellowing loudly 
that he wanted his hay - mind you, tickling his tummy wasn't really an option!!! 
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WHAT'S IN A NAME? 
 
 

        You know we often rename animals when they come to us to give them a fresh start. 
We thought we'd tell you about a few of them and the reason we chose it for them. 
 
Buzby - a comical fun name for a comical fun dog who buzzes around. 
Amy - because she was born in May. 
Charmer - a handsome charming cat. 
Forsyth - beautiful yellow eyes (forsythia plant) has this cat. 
Humbug - err - it suits him!! 
Widget - a fun dog, a fun name. 
Kara - variety of clementine for a ginger cat. 
Midnight - easy for a black cat. 
Icicle - white goat, was a baby that arrived with her Mum - 
Iceberg - bigger than an icicle!! 
Quill - semi -longhaired cat whose tail is like a quill feather pen. 
Webster - came to us via a friend's web site. 
Chutney - a mixture of many ingredients in this dogs breeding. 
Poppy - a puss that arrived a few days before November 11th. 
Jiffy - fast collie. 
Flight - jumpy collie. 
Fanta - orange fox, brother of 
Rio - another fizzy drink. 
Dice - cat with black spots on his white tummy. 
Chiffon - whose coat is like gossamer silk. 
Sausage and Chipolata - pigs who would have been these. 
Psycho - our ballistic rabbit who now doesn't live up to her name. 
Fizz - explosive temperament with this cat. 

 
 

CHEERIO 
 
 

       We are having one of those glorious spring days when we look forward to whatever the 
year holds for us and are ready to meet the ongoing challenges that our lifestyle brings....be  
different when we have the return of the rain that is forecast. 
As always, so many of you to thank for your support in all the ways that you do...the 
stamps, newspapers, bric-a-brac, towels, donations etc...all much appreciated and  
necessary to us continuing with our animal family. 
 
       We are still here because of your help that means we are able to continue, so many 
sincere thanks from all of us.                                                  
 
                     Happy Easter to you all! 
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June 2004 
 

AND SO TO SUMMER 
 
 

           The last time we wrote to you Easter had just passed by and now here we are into 
Summer; where do the days and weeks go to? Spring was good as there was little rain and 
so all the animals (and us) took advantage of it. 
 
         Sadly during this time we lost one of our pigs, Chipolata. Her legs became weak and 
she could barely stand up, so we had to say goodbye. Her brother Sausage didn't appear to 
pine and in fact he and his mate Fritter, now just boys together, live in harmony now that 
Chipolata isn't about to boss them around. It was a very sad day as in the evening we also 
lost Jitzu our 17 year old terrier who finally succumbed to old age. She was a feisty little girl 
who didn't give in until right at the end. It was the right thing for both of them but  
nevertheless our hearts were heavy that day. Then in May, Webster another of our dogs 
lost the battle with cancer, so all in all a sad time for both of us.  
On a brighter note you will read later of our new arrivals, at least they put a smile on our 
faces. 
 
       Many of you will remember Polka who had radiation treatment for her thyroid. She is 
now 13 years old and so very well, we are sure she wouldn't have survived so long without 
those awful 3 weeks away from us being cured. So our thanks to all of you who paid for her 
treatment and have given her 3 happy - and healthy - years so far. 
 
       The work inside the bungalow is virtually complete and just a few small jobs remain to 
be done. We are waiting to cover our concrete floors in our bedrooms, which is the last big 
job to be finished. 
       Our beautiful new bathroom - FOR OUR USE ONLY - didn't last long as first one fox 
needed to come indoors and then another! (see following article)...followed by a poorly 
puss. We have a heated light in the bathroom and all were in need of it. At the moment 
OUR room is empty of beasties, but we're sure we'll have to share it again. Oh well, that's 
life here. 
 

                   FOX FUN 
 
 

       We have four resident foxes that can't survive in the wild for 
various reasons, and of course they are all different in their responses towards us. A little 
while ago we took Fanta to our vet after noticing that what had appeared to be a wound was 
now showing itself as a couple of lumps with a third one found when tickling her tummy. As 
she had been hand-reared (before she came to us) she is easy to handle and was taken in 
a cat basket (a large one) and picked up and examined easily, much like a cat - in fact we 
have worse behaved cats! Surgery to remove and biopsy the lumps was advised and that 
was done - again with no problems handling her for the anaesthetic. 
  
     As the wounds could have pulled open with too much movement Fanta was confined to 
a small pen for a few days (in our bathroom for post-op recovery), and we were relieved 
when the biopsy results showed there was nothing to worry about. 
 
     We then found Cameron needed investigating as he seemed to have a nasty tail wound, 
so out with the catcher. As you may know this is a pole with a noose for restraining animals 
that don't take kindly to being handled and bite - we only have two animals who need it - 
Cameron and Rebecca his mate. 
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         In our fox pens they have a variety of housing to chose from, all except one are  
accessible to us - so which one was Cameron in - silly question!!!  It is a wooden dog kennel 
with just the one hole in the front - and Cameron saw us coming. First he grabbed the 
noose and chewed it - we're supposed to be in control of the noose and grab him - hah!  
Being restricted by space we could not get the noose - when he gave it back to us - over his 
head, so we tried tipping the kennel and when that didn't work we tried to use a towel to lure 
him forward enough to use the noose. He obligingly grabbed hold of the towel and pulled - 
Jacky tried to ease him forward and out - Cameron pulled harder - and the towel ripped. 
 
     We tried again, with Liz poised with the noose - Jacky offered the towel and Cameron 
played the game again - we had now been trying for 10 minutes to catch him, and the sight 
of this tug-of-war between fox and human reduced Liz to a fit of giggles - you have to see 
the funny side of things with animals. 
 
     Eventually we succeeded in outfoxing the wily lad, with perseverance and patience, and 
when caught were able to get him antibiotic treatment..and finally put the kettle on for us. 
What fun and games we have!. 

 

NEW RESIDENTS 
 
 

        Now, what a surprise...we have a confession to make - our numbers have increased 
by 30... yes, that's right...30, but what can you do when you hear of distressed animals  
living in squalid conditions and needing a home in the country. 
We reacted as we hope you would want us to by saying "there's a home for you here". 
 
      That's how our family welcomed 30 poor, ex-battery 
chickens. They smelt, were terrified, were very thin and 
all of them had bare backs, bald bums and no tail  
feathers, the result of living in totally unnatural  
conditions and pecking one another. At first we agreed 
to take 12 little souls, but 15 arrived and when they 
made themselves at home, the chicken run still looked 
empty, so another 15 were given shelter here. 
 
     After their initial introduction to their night-time sleeping quarters the door was opened 
and cautiously the hens found what was waiting for them - freedom, but in a safe enclosure. 
They pecked at the ground, scratched at the earth, sunbathed and then had a good old dust 
bath, just what all chickens should be able to do. We found ourselves watching them with a 
huge grin on our faces as there was no doubt that they were more than happy - and we 
were too. At the moment they have been nicknamed "the vultures" as any sign of food being 
given makes them charge across to us and descend on the tit-bits as if they haven't been 
fed in ages. 
 
     As they are now being given proper food regularly - goodness only knows what they 
were fed before from the state of their droppings - we know that the name will be dropped. 
Our resident chickens made us laugh too as a definite "them" and "us" situation developed. 
The residents took up their position on one side of the chicken enclosure and the "thems" 
on the other side. If one side went too close a little pecking battle broke out and then both 
retired to their chosen side. Hostilities have now ceased and all is well with "them" and "us" 
as they have become "one". 
 
     The new girls are now very much at home and all of them are starting to grow new feath-
ers in their bald places. Soon we won't be able to tell the difference between the "them" and 
"us" as they all become "one". 
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MEMORIES 
 

 
         You may remember us telling you about Webster - a dog who arrived with a bad  
reputation and the nickname "Devil Dog". We didn't know his age, certainly not a youngster, 
but was probably about 10 years. He settled in extremely well with us and never tried to bite 
us or our vet. 
 
      Just before Christmas a small lump appeared in his mouth on the gum line so it was  
removed and we hoped it was non-cancerous and wouldn't return - sadly it did. A further  
difficulty for Webster was his back legs which were getting progressively weaker with  
muscle wastage - no pain, but limited control over him knowing where his legs were. As his 
legs worsened and the cancer in his mouth re-grew, he remained cheerful, enjoying his 
walks and his meals, but spending more time sleeping until he started to show signs of it 
being an effort managing life - time to say goodbye and let him rest in peace. 
 
      He had two and a half years with us - every day a bonus that he made the most of, after 
so nearly having it snatched away from him when he faced euthanasia as he was labelled 
unhomeable. He was quite a vocal chap on walks but once his obsession with tennis balls 
was discovered, they kept him happy and quiet. One of our German Shepherds "Drummer" 
became great friends with him on our walks as he is also fanatical about playing with balls. 
The pair developed their own game of swapping balls - they used to watch each other, 
chase each other and tease each other about who had the best one - great fun to watch 
them together. 
 
      If Drummer had a stick in his mouth Webster would grab it for a tug of war and although 
he was the smaller dog he would invariably end up the winner with Drummer cheerfully  
letting him have it. The best stick games were when the stick broke and they both had a 
piece and both thought they'd won! Webster would collect balls and place them in a pile, 
going back to check on them or add another one, while Drummer would just fit two balls in 
his mouth at the same time - or one ball and a stick - the only dog I've seen do that. 
 
     The first walk without Webster had Drummer totally confused "where is my mate?". He  
trotted around searching for him. As this is written just over a week since losing Webster, 
Drummer has yet to really enjoy a walk without his friend. Today was the first time he could 
be encouraged to play with his ball. He has been so lost without his playmate and been 
showing his grief at losing him - in time he'll regain his pleasure at playing, but it is sad to 
see him at the moment. So many of our animal family not only touch our hearts, but those of 
other animals who became their special friends. 
 
      P.S. It is now a month later and Drummer has stopped looking for Webster and is  
playing again, although he has yet to find another friend who is such good fun to play with. 
  
     As we come to the end of another newsletter we thank all of you who support our family 
financially, donating bric-a-brac, stamps, newspapers, towels and blankets. All are much 
needed and help us to continue. 
 
Our thanks to Keith for giving us his time and helping out, to Fred for his fundraising, to 
Janice for typing the newsletter and to Roger for printing it. 
 
We don't forget Ian Dibble our vet for his patience and caring, no matter what the problem 
or sort of animal. 

Until next time, happy holidays, 
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December 2004 
 
 
 

                    CHRISTMAS SPECIAL 
 

 
       It's that time of year again. Yes, Christmas is nearly here. Where the last twelve months 
have gone to is a mystery, the days just seem to fly by. As always we've had the usual ups 
and downs which go hand in hand with our lifestyle. 
 
     The "girls" are now fully at home and integrated with the original chickens. The 
newcomers look so well now that they have grown their feathers in nearly all their bald 
spots and appear very happy pecking around in the earth. The change is simply amazing to 
see but yesterday when it rained all morning they sat around in their houses with decidedly 
the "hump" until the weather improved.  
 
     Generally chickens are thought of as thick, but ours certainly are not. Our kitchen sink 
looks out over their run and they only have to hear the tap water running and they charge 
over to their gate to see if we are coming. Likewise if our back door is opened they have 
discovered it might herald a visit from us and so a reception committee is quickly formed. 
Sadly four of the girls died which wasn't unexpected but even those four plus the remaining 
26 have enjoyed a natural life - a far cry from the horrendous days they spent in battery 
cages. 
 
     Since last writing to you our family has diminished some more, the last loss being  
Gulliver a wonderful Sussex spaniel who had been with us for twelve years. He came from 
a rescue centre where he had been for over a year. Not a friendly dog to the staff and in 
fact, still had his castration stitches from twelve months previously as he refused to let the 
staff near him. He fell in love with Liz (the feeling was mutual) and on his first evening here, 
rolled over on his back and let her remove the stitches. A wonderful memory of an animal 
who gave his trust wholeheartedly to the right person. Buck is our latest arrival and you can 
read about him later on with our other news. 
 
 

PLAYTIME 
 
 

      In the last newsletter you may remember we mentioned how Drummer was missing his 
playmate Webster who had died. You'll be pleased to know that Drummer has found new 
playmates and it has been absolutely fascinating watching him learn to play a different 
game with different dogs. With Webster the game was of swapping balls and sticks - very 
little contact between them.  
 
     Now Drummer plays with Mungo and the game is completely different - they grab each 
other, roll around on the ground and charge after each other  
playing tag - all accompanied by play growls and much noise and waggy tails. 
  
     Drummer also decided to take a bit more notice of our other German Shepherd who is a 
year younger - but the game is again completely changed. No rough and tumble but sharing 
a stick (a four foot branch is popular) with them trotting about with it between them, or if  
Brogan wants to go and play with his girlfriend Purdey, Drummer shows his shepherding 
instinct and cuts in between them before joining as the three take off across the field. 
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It's great to see how they play in various ways depending who the 
game is with - and wonderful to see Drummer no longer looking for his 
old playmate. As we write this, the three dogs ( Drummer, Brogan and 
Mungo ) are rolling around on the floor together while Purdey is wash-
ing another mate Chutney. 

 
       We also have a Cocker Spaniel called Homer who decided he wanted a game with Liz  
recently and he plays by placing his mouth around her hand as she pretends to grab him - 
he bounces back and then forward to do it all again. He is so gentle and it makes us grin to 
see him - particularly as we never dreamt such play with him would ever be possible. 
 
        Unfortunately he never learnt bite inhibition as a pup and he came to us because he 
had learnt to bite - and he meant it. So to see him now understand not to do it, but also to 
go further and be able to control himself so that he can play, shows the most amazing  
transformation into a happy chappie. 
 
 

             THINGS THAT MAKE US SMILE 
 
 
 

 
       Three cats waiting to go out of the cat flap in the kitchen as one wanted to come  
indoors. No-one seemed to notice that the back door was wide open. 
 
Fanta our friendly fox having her tummy tickled and squealing in ecstasy like a puppy. 
 
Our chickens running - they really are so ungainly. 
 
The little dogs going underneath the tummies of the big dogs to get somewhere first. 
 
And asking one dog to do something, but having the dog next to it complying while the first 
dog plays deaf. 
 
When going to feed Trubshaw and friends, and having a number of cats suddenly appear 
from the undergrowth to come and say hello and watch us. 
 
Icicle our goat standing on her hind legs and catching a juicy branch of a tree between her 
front legs, only to have it blown away by a strong wind. She remained for several minutes 
trying to work it out. 
 
Two brave magpies cackling as they walked behind a fox who had dared to come into the 
field in broad daylight. The fox had come back to the site of a magpie kill of the previous day 
and the magpies obviously wanted her off the premises. 
 
A thirsty cat ( Polka ) went and had a drink at one of the many water bowls around. There 
are two bowls side by side - a huge one for big dogs and a little one for little dogs - and cats 
There were two thirsty dogs who sat, one behind the other, behind the cat, in a queue  
waiting for her to finish! They could easily have gone to the second bowl - they could have 
shared with Polka - or even pushed her out of the way (not that we approve of such  
behaviour), but no - the boys (Janty and Spock) sat and patiently waited until she'd finished, 
which we thought was very gentlemanly, and lovely to see. 
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                                BUCK. 
 
 
 

        This summer we took in a feral black cat who needed a home where he 
could roam freely to do his own thing with food and shelter provided. We kept him in our 
little green house that is near the back door between our storage sheds and kept him in for 
2 weeks for him to get use to when feeding times were.  
     During that time we barely saw him as he stayed hidden and if we peered in at him in his 
hidey hole the ferocious look and foul language made it quite clear that we were not wel-
come - he did not intend to make friends with us and would quite happily take a finger off if 
we approached any nearer! No problem, we were happy to keep our distance and just keep 
an eye on him and provide meals and shelter. 
      
      When his 2 week adjustment period was up we left his door open early one evening and 
he disappeared into the night when we weren't looking. We kept our eyes open and kept 
food down for him but didn't see any signs of him - the food was going but we were sure 
that was a combination of our other cats and the foxes. 
 
      Just over 2 weeks later he suddenly appeared by the back door and wailed at us that he 
wanted food. He had lost a lot of weight and he ate a huge meal before vanishing again - 
but the next morning at the same time he reappeared. We were delighted that he had de-
cided to accept our hospitality and each day would move his dinner bowl closer to the back 
door. It took only 7 days for him to come into the kitchen to eat his meals (now also arriving 
at teatime) so that if it was raining he was coming into the dry to eat. Then he'd turn up  
during the day for a nibble of biscuits and as we have a stable door for our back door, he 
was soon jumping up and into the kitchen to help himself from the biscuits near the back 
door. 

 
 
 
 

 
     At this stage if we went into the kitchen we made a point of looking for him and would 
either stand still and wait while he finished or reverse quietly out of the kitchen and wait until 
he'd left. As he gained confidence we were able to go out but wouldn't approach him  
naturally. Imagine our amazement when only one short month after his initial reappearance 
he came towards us wanting to be stroked - wonderful progress which leads us to think that 
instead of being a true feral he was an abandoned ex-pet that had been living on his wits 
and nerves for a long time. 
 
  During these few weeks we had been using the nickname of Black Cat - accurate but  
boring but as he was now used to the sound of it, we christened him Buck (using the B and 
C letter to keep the same sound), which he now knows. He sits on the shed roof just outside 
the back door watching us coming and going doing our jobs. It is wonderful to see him  
respond to being called and to come trotting in for meals and only this last couple of weeks 
(Sept) he's started turning up at bedtime when we put food out for the foxes.  
 
      We would leave him in the kitchen with a bowl of food and wondered how long it would 
take for him to stay overnight - on the third morning he was still in the kitchen tucked up in a 
furry hooded cat bed! Once he has decided something is safe he comes on in such massive 
leaps and bounds.      
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     We had tied the cat flap open during his early days so that when the weather was bad he 
could still get in - and out. He quickly learnt to use the cat flap properly to go out and took 
just a few more days to learn how to come in as well. It is lovely to know that as we turn 
from blustery autumn into winter he can come indoors to enjoy the home comforts cats love 
so much. 
 
      P.S. Update...October and Buck didn't turn up for 3 days much to our concern. When he 
finally returned it was with a cold and he was feeling very sorry for himself, so into the 
hospital quarters (our bathroom) he went! He made the most of being poorly with lots of  
extra fuss and tickles as well as a vet visit needed as he wasn't eating. He has gradually 
improved but at the time of writing this (10 days into his illness) he shows no sign of wanting 
to leave the bathroom...he could be a proper indoor cat for the winter at this rate! 
 
      P.P.S.latest...now November and fully recovered, Buck has moved into Liz's bedroom 
and as this is written is asleep on her bed, and so far has ignored the cat flap! 

 
 

AND FINALLY. 
 
 

     As we said at the beginning of our newsletter another year has passed by and our 
thanks go to all of you who support our "family" in whatever way. 
 
    From cash to used stamps, newspapers, towels and blankets, bric-a-brac, dog and cat 
food and your words of encouragement, we couldn't continue without you. 
 
    Fred, Phil, Keith, Janice and Ian have all played their part, and to all our supporters our 
grateful thanks and best wishes for a Happy Christmas and New Year. 
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March 2005 
 
 

     YIPPEE....SPRING IS HERE 
 

 
 

        As we write Christmas was a few weeks ago but will not be forgotten in a hurry here. 
Every year you overwhelm us with your wonderful cards full of good wishes to our animals 
and us. They do mean a lot so we would like to say thank you. 
 
    We must also thank everyone for their generosity as money and gifts arrived for our  
animal family ( and chocolate and biscuits for us as well! ) especially as some were  
anonymous or not on our mailing list with an address to reply to. You made that the lovely 
part of Christmas, but unfortunately the rest of it didn't go smoothly - between the animals 
and us we were dogged by health problems. 
 
    We had Brogan still poorly after major surgery (read about him further on); also Cowley 
recovering from surgery. We lost Kylie (burmese 17 years) with kidney failure a week before 
Christmas and several others with ongoing health problems were deteriorating, with us un-
sure if they would even make it to Christmas Day. Both of us went down with one of these 
wretched stomach bugs that were around, which knocked the stuffing out of us. No  
Christmas dinner for us, but our animals still had their treats with our dogs and cats having 
chicken for dinner which they thoroughly enjoyed. 
 
    With Christmas over we looked forward to the New Year; we shouldn't have......... 
 
    On New Years Day we lost another of our elderly cats ( Holly ), then our lone turkey 
( Parsley ) - at least she had lived through another Christmas. Oxo our Pomeranian was 
next, followed by Pipkin puss - a long time resident here, and then Tazz, one of our Welsh 
puppy farm Labradors had a sudden heart attack. 
 
    It really was a very sad time when we felt we couldn't take any more pain of losing  
anyone. Yes, we know it's part of life, but oh, it hurts so much to lose so many. One is bad 
enough but grief on top of grief is unbearable; still we soldiered on, and then the snow  
arrived! We do love it when it snows and the ground and trees are covered, but here it  
continued for nearly two weeks. Areas around us had little or no snow, but as we are on top 
of the North Downs we had very heavy frosts at night which kept the existing snow frozen 
and then snowed on again and again. 
 
    The dogs loved it and would charge out and thrust their noses under the snow making a 
furrow in it. Snow balls also were a great favourite. The cats, however, were more discern-
ing and would venture out for a short while and check outside, and then return to the 
warmth of the bungalow quite quickly. The outside animals took it all in their stride but did 
enjoy their Mums arriving with a pail of warm drinking water. Life has now returned to 
"normal" - well, for us - and we're looking forward to Spring which seems to just about have 
arrived with longer days, and trees and plants showing their colours once again. 
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BROGAN 
 
 

       As we've already mentioned Brogan had surgery just before Christmas - in fact on the 
anniversary of his coming to us. Little did we know on the 20th of December 2002 that this 
scared stroppy youngster would be having major surgery two years later - just as well we 
can't see ahead isn't it! 
 
      Brogan has occasional tummy troubles with bouts of diarrhoea that soon settle down 
with a brief fast and then a few days of smaller rations than usual. However this time he  
decided he was hungry so he would add to his diet - let me explain. 
 
     We went to bed as usual Sunday the 19th but only had a couple of hours sleep as  
Brogan kept going in the garden trying to be sick. First thing in the morning and straight to 
the vets to be seen. An x-ray of his intestines soon confirmed everyone's suspicion - part of 
at least one tennis ball clearly visible and obviously causing problems so onto the operating 
table to open him up and remove the foreign body; however, he hadn't just swallowed one 
piece - 11 half balls in all were inside the daft dog!!!!!!!!! 
 
     Surgery went well and, while he was recuperating and out of action, we cleared our 
fields and woods of all balls - not easy finding muddy balls in wet leaves - well, Brogan 
could obviously find them easier than us as the evidence showed!! 
 
   Recovery for him was slow as he has some infection and a high temperature afterwards 
which finally settled down. It was nine days after surgery before he was back to himself 
again and now we just have to feed him up to get the weight that he's lost back on. So for 
the time being we do not need tennis balls as we can't risk this happening again - perhaps 
in a year or two when he's grown up a bit - but perhaps not, we'll see. For the moment we 
are using the large kongs (dog toy) as a replacement toy - hopefully much safer for him. 
 
 

BIRD BRAIN 
 
 

      Living as we do in the country we have many birds who visit us briefly, or stay all year 
round. The crows, pigeons and magpies are permanent residents. They all know when and 
where food is fed to the pigs, sheep and cattle and keep a close watch to avail themselves 
of any spare crumbs. However two of the magpies have brains beyond belief. 
 
     We have told you before how they will ride on the pigs' backs if the ground is wet and 
muddy, then swoop to pick up a crumb and fly off to enjoy it in a branch of a tree. 
It would seem two magpies in particular had noticed that in the winter high winds had blown 
a huge branch off a tree. It left a flat platform about two feet from the trunk of the tree. 
So these clever little souls "relieve" the pigs of an entire pig nut (about 2 inches in length) fly 
up to the platform where they pound it into little pieces with their beaks and enjoy every last 
crumb. It's now a daily occurrence so obviously not a fluke, but two birds with extra  
intelligence showing us just how bright they can be. Whilst they have no fear of the pigs, a 
visit to our chickens to help with the mixed corn is a different story. 
 
     As the crows and magpies strut around trying to help themselves to a titbit or two, the 
chickens have none of it and gang up to "see them off". These are our ex-battery hens who 
before coming here had so little in life and now protect their home and food at all cost...it's a 
funny world. 
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POLKA & BUCK 
 

 
        Many of you will remember Polka - our cat with an overactive thyroid 
who with your financial help went away four years ago for radioactive 
treatment, which was 100 % successful. Recently she had a few bouts of 
being a bit "off colour" and our vet has found that she has heart trouble. 
Fortunately the tablets we give her twice a day have helped buck her up. 
Polka now sleeps quite a lot but she is otherwise well and happy, but it is 
worrying to realise that she is now an old lady. 
 
 
 
    An update on Buck, our ex-feral cat we told you about in the last  
newsletter. He has had a wonderful winter - indoors. Occasionally he uses 
the cat flap to go out for a while, but he happily goes days without venturing 
out at all, preferring to use the indoor toilet facilities (litter tray) and spend-
ing his time eating and sleeping. With the weather improving he is now 
spending more time outside but is still indoors at bedtime, after a little  
supper to keep him from getting hungry! On Christmas Day when this fat 
and friendly cat miaowed "hello", had a cuddle and a chicken dinner, we 
couldn't help but wonder at what his last few Christmas' were like - but we 

know how he'll spend them for the rest of his life - safely here. 
 
                                                              ****** 
 
      Do you know anyone, anywhere who has won anything in the Readers Digest prize 
draw ? Well, you can boast now and say that you do as Liz has just been a winner!!!!  
 
      Now, don't get over-excited, she wasn't exactly the big winner, but a winner she was. 
When the envelope arrived with Readers Digest prize draw cheque enclosed, we just 
scoffed at the idea. We expected a mock cheque with "specimen" stamped all over it. 
     
       But no, with trembling hands Liz read the amount - big drum roll- £25. Not exactly a  
fortune, but at least something in return for the twenty-five years continuous subscription. 
As a trip to Barbados seems out of the question, she's wondering if a weekend on the Isle 
of Wight is possible!! 
 

******** 
 

      As we sign off, our thanks to everybody who help the family in so many different ways. 
Every one of the animals is here because of you supporting us, so there's a 150 thank you's 
from grateful feathered, furry and human residents of the Sanctuary. 
 
 
                                                                                                                                                                             
 
                            
Here’s a ‘photo of Finn, Ben & Julie. 
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July 2005 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
               After a cold but dry spring, we're now sizzling, but it's still dry and that makes us 
very happy. The family members all appreciate it too as they head for a shady spot to  
contemplate life or simply lay out in the sun until they are forced to find a spot that is cooler. 
We think they are mad but everyone to their own! Thankfully our losses have not been so 
bad as they were at the beginning of the year when we last wrote to you and a few new-
comers to the family have needed help to readjust from their old lives 
 
      In an effort to raise more funds we have turned to modern technology i.e. the computer 
and in particular the Internet. For some time we have had a web site for anyone to look at 
with info about our family, the latest newsletter and lots of 'photos. There has been great 
interest and so we thought to raise some extra pennies we would start selling goods on  
E-bay, a site dedicated to people who want to buy just about anything at the right price. 
Lately, boot sales have not been so popular and although Fred our fundraiser still continues 
to go to local fetes and fairs, any better items may sell for more on the Internet. Browsers 
can stay at home and click on anything that may take their interest instead of attending an 
outside function where the weather can be off putting. Also E-bay has millions of customers, 
which we don't. 
 
     We are asking if any of our supporters who live locally can look around their homes for 
anything that they really will not use and either 'phone or e-mail us for us to collect it or you 
to deliver it. Conversely if you live further away and have a computer could you sell some-
thing on E-bay for us and send us the proceeds. Our site is 
www.chaldonanimalsanctuary.co.uk and for selling things www.e-bay.co.uk 
 
     On our site we have a donations page which now has a Paypal button (thanks Tracey & 
Jean) making it really easy for you to send donations or any money raised. We have all no-
ticed the sharp rise in everyday expenses and our animal food and veterinary bills are no 
different, so please look out your unwanted items and let E-bay turn them into cash. 
To our old friends who prefer to post us a letter, send used postage stamps or collect bric-a-
brac; we still need you. We are just trying a new avenue to bridge the gap between income 
and expenditure. 
 

GRIFF 
 
 

      It was just an ordinary day for us but for one little chap sitting in our vet's waiting room, 
life wasn't so kind. He was there to be given the final injection because his owners couldn't 
cope with him anymore. Fortunately Sue the receptionist on duty listened to the very upset 
owners and then 'phoned us to see if we could help this 5 year old terrier. We listened too 
and said we would try to help him and so a grateful owner duly arrived with Griff in tow. 
Basically it was the old problem that happens so often; Griff had taken over as boss in-
doors. He wouldn't let his owners go out in the car without him, he over-reacted if the 'phone 
rang or when the postman paid a visit. He had, in fact become a pain to live with. Two ani-
mal behaviourists had tried to help, but Griff was well in control of his owners and so the 
training methods only partly helped. And yes, he had bitten too. 
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      We certainly couldn't guarantee a success but between us we have a lot of knowledge 
and experience and back one another up in any tricky situations, so we started to assess 
him and for the first 2 days he sat in a pen in our lounge apart from exercise time. He 
watched us and the other family members and we quickly found that apart from being  
extremely dominant he was also very nervous. As he slowly merged into the family we 
found he would do anything for a tit bit. We started worth high value rewards i.e. a digestive 
biscuit so he would obey us without any qualms and then gradually the rewards were made 
smaller and finally just lumps of complete dog food, but he always had a reward. If he got 
over-excited or disobeyed he went back in his pen - with a reward. Titbit thrown in pen - he  
followed - door shut. Oh yes, we can be clever too!!! We decided we would not confront him 
as this would only bring his dominant character out but used bribery, i.e.: tit bits. 
 
     After a few months here, for most of the time he accepts that we're the boss not him. Of 
course he mumbles about the change of leadership and he still on occasions gets over-
excited and so the pen is used again2. BUT he is making progress very slowly and his 
transition will probably take a couple of years, but at least he is alive. He is very happy  
accepting his new role in life and at least he doesn't have all the worries of running a 
home!!!! 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FOXY FUN 
 
 

      As Liz was preparing her dog's dinner one evening, she noticed something not quite 
right. Midnight ( cat ) was sitting outside the back door but with an odd expression on her 
face, which made Liz go and see what on earth she was looking at, that had caught her  
attention so strangely. And there, sitting on the lane, staring intently at the back door waiting 
to be noticed - and more importantly fed - was Mrs. Wells, one of our regular wild fox  
visitors. Mrs. Wells was obviously feeding cubs and very hungry and didn't intend waiting 
until their usual feeding time at our bedtime. 
 
   So thanks to Midnight, Mrs. Wells had an early meal (and still arrived back at bedtime for 
a second helping) and now turns up most days for a first sitting as well which is lovely as we 
get to see her properly in broad daylight. (P.S. She now brings her cubs too!!) Another time 
standing at the kitchen sink doing washing-up, we saw a squirrel arrive at teatime to have 
some of the chicken's corn, which the chickens don't mind. Magpies no, squirrels yes  
apparently! ( Update and now the baby squirrels also come! ) 
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       Then Echo one of our cats spotted the squirrel in the chicken run and decided to go for 
a spot of "hunt the squirrel". He jumped over the fence and before he had the chance to 
misbehave, one of our bantam hens chased him out - it really was such a funny sight to see 
this big, longhaired ginger puss fleeing at top speed from this tiny bird a fraction of his size! 
 
 
 
 
 
   
 
 
 
     We went out to feed the fox family one afternoon and Snowdon ( cat ) was lying down 
and chirruped and called to us. Obviously we replied and said "hello" but to our surprise he 
didn't get up and come trotting over for a stroke like he usually does. As we went over to 
him, we saw the reason why; he had a dead mouse between his front paws, so we thanked 
him for it so that we could remove it before it was brought indoors to be eaten. Now, silly 
maybe, but we're not keen on handling deceased rodents so we picked up a small stick 
nearby, broke it in half and used it like chopsticks to pick the body up. What then to do with 
it - well, in the spirit of recycling and waste not, want not, we saw Mrs. Fox nearby so threw 
it towards her. She swooped and picked up her little mouthful, but what really astonished us 
was that she'd seen us throw the pieces of broken stick away and went over to the exact 2 
pieces, ( checked them in case it was more food ) but just like our dogs, she sniffed the 
pieces we'd handled and ignored the rest. 
 
     And still on the subject of foxes, we have no problem with cats and foxes together - the 
foxes respect the cats and keep their distance. One day when we were watching, 2 adult 
foxes were eating with a cat joining in, followed by a magpie flying down to grab a beakful 
and being ignored by foxes and cats alike who preferred to eat the easy pickings in front of 
them. To complete this wonderful sight - 2 foxes, numerous cats around plus magpie, we 
then saw a deer wandering past in the field - magical. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

THE MORE THE MERRIER. 
 
 

      Last year a very good friend of ours had a problem but one that we were able to help 
solve. Our friend Daphne was going into hospital but had nowhere for her 17 cats to go. Her 
little family consisted of waifs and strays, old and young who had found their way to her 
when they desperately needed a Mum and a home. Now they needed temporary lodgings 
until their Mum was home again and able to cope with them. 



170 

 

     As luck would have it another good friend Fred our fundraiser had only recently paid for 
a large and new shed to be erected here 2what better place for a temporary holiday. The 
Fred Shed as it had been called was supposed to house all our extra items such as spare 
beds, bedding etc but its space was needed for much greater things. Quickly the shed walls 
were insulated and beds and litter trays placed around inside. A fan heater, radio and 
heated lamp were installed as well. We have to thank another good friend Phil for quickly 
installing the power supply that enabled Daphne's felines to lay around in comfort while  
listening to the radio!! 
 
     The plan to pick up the cats and bring them here went off without a hitch and soon all 17 
settled down to life in the Fred Shed. As space indoors was limited, Gideon who is expert at 
such things quickly erected a cat run made of old wire panels. Installing a cat flap from the 
shed to the run completed the job. Now our second family could stay indoors or take the air 
outside on the various shelves and branches at their disposal. All were happy with life and 
when Daphne came out of hospital, she was able to visit her family. A little while later the 
Fred Shed occupants went back home to their Mum and all was well with the world. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     Sadly, earlier this year Daphne's health deteriorated and she was admitted to hospital 
again. No problem though, the family moved back here (after we emptied it of the bits and 
pieces stored in there) and continued as if they hadn't been away. It soon became apparent 
though that Daphne would not be able to manage looking after her little flock anymore, so 
they became permanent residents here ( Daphne has one puss at home to keep her  
company ). Daphne is still their Mum and she visits them often but now that they have been 
micro chipped, they have their freedom to investigate all around them. They are certainly 
enjoying their country life and can be seen chasing all sorts of "things", sitting on shed roofs 
or watching the days events pass by but funniest of all is the day they met our pigs. The 
looks, the twitching noses and the frozen postures said it all2. but then we don't expect too 
many cats have met a pig!!! The cats are now being encouraged into the bungalow so that 
they can enjoy a proper home life and the Fred Shed can be closed up. Who knows the 
shed may even return to being used for storage but thank goodness to Fred, Phil and 
Gideon making a temporary home almost paradise. 
 
 
    Daphne is delighted to be able to add her own postscript below. 
 
 
    "What would my cats and I have done - it doesn't bear thinking about, but I do think that 
the spontaneity and willingness with which this urgently needed help was given is just one 
of the many heartening aspects of some splendid teamwork. 'The furry friends can't show 
how lucky they are except by the way they're enjoying themselves, but I know there is no 
need to worry about them. On the low days this is a tremendous relief. 
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      A fascinating development of the move to Chaldon has been the opportunity to watch 
how the two families of cats have integrated and settled down together. We all know that 
cats have completely independent personalities and are extremely intelligent. Some of mine 
have learned one thing more quickly, some have been more daring than the others - for  
instance in the first encounter with a pig. Jacky & Liz have kept me informed and much  
entertained with each step. I have quite a circle of pen pals and so the news of the  
sanctuary and its wonderful owners has spread around the world." 
                                                                                                                        By Daphne. 
 
 
 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    It's time to sign off once again, but as always our grateful thanks to all of you who help 
our animal family in whatever way. Your efforts don't go unappreciated because no matter 
how small or large your contributions are important.. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  Lillian hiding in the long grass2..we can see you !!!! 
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December 2005 
                
 
               IT’S CHRISTMAS. 

 
 

 
 
      It's that time of year again when our thoughts are turned to writing to you all with our  
latest news. As always we wonder where the last year has gone to as Christmas raises it's 
head - it surely can't be twelve months since the last one! Overall the last year has been no 
different to others with the losses which we find so hard to bear to the pleasure of  
introducing a new baby into the fold and giving it the love and confidence that has been 
sadly lacking in it's life until the time it arrives here. What greater reward can there be than 
watching the animal find that life can be fun and worth living. 
 
    To you, our band of loyal supporters, that is what we are eternally grateful for, your help 
that makes the sanctuary able to help these poor and lost little souls find happiness. 
 
 

A FEW DOGGY TAILS. 
 
 

     Earlier in the year we told you about Griff, a little terrier who at 6 years of age was boss 
in his previous home. He was waiting to be put to sleep at the vets when the receptionist 
'phoned us to see if we could help. Griff now is much improved; he knows his place and that 
we are boss and not him. In the beginning when he threatened us if we asked him to do 
anything, he now obeys - not always immediately and sometimes muttering under his 
breath, but usually without an argument, and of course if a titbit is on offer he is an angel! 
 
STOP PRESS.. Yesterday Griff went to a new home to one of our friends, who not only  
understands dogs, but Griff and her fell in love with each other at the first meeting. It's early 
days but we hope they will be happy together and that he will continue to improve with his 
retraining. 
 
      Humbug now 12 years old, was having back and hip pain  
and an x-ray showed extra bone growth in part of his spine and 
mild hip dysplysia. Painkillers helped but weren't 100% successful 
so Humbug is now receiving help from a chiropractor. He is  
definitely improved but what do you do with a 12 yr Bearded collie 
x who sometimes forgets his age and acts like a 2 yr old - bad 
back or not!! 
 
   
  When the 'phone rings we never know if we can help the caller or need to pass them on to 
someone who can. Normally if the animal hasn't a problem or is of an age that can be re-
homed the caller is redirected to one of the local rehoming centres. Occasionally though our 
antennae picks up that this animal needs immediate help and we take it in until we can find 
a place for it in a new home or rescue centre. This was the case with Granville a 5 month 
Basset Hound who was howling the place down while the owner was at work. Not a  
problem we thought, a pup like that should easily be found a new home where he wouldn't 
be left. It sounds so easy doesn't it, but when Granville arrived here he was limping badly 
on a front and back leg.  
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The first vet bill was so our vet could ascertain what the problem might 
be and prescribe painkillers. The second vet bill will be in a few weeks 
when Granville is x-rayed to find out exactly what is wrong, and the 
third vet bill, should it be necessary, could be for a very expensive op-
eration to rectify the fault that some Bassets inherit. What started of as 
a short stay for the little fella now looks to be a long one as we await 
the outcome of his x-ray. 

 
                            Money can buy a dog - but not the wag of its tail.  
 
 

AUTUMN LEAVES. 
 
 

      This year we've not had good autumn weather and the trees are still quite green even 
though it's November as we write. Last year however we had some lovely autumn weather 
for a change - not just rain and more rain which turns the fallen leaves into a slippery 
sludge. Even after the rain the leaves would usually be dried quite quickly by a brisk wind so 
that we had those wonderful crisp, rustling leaves underfoot. 
 
    The dogs and cats enjoyed it as much as we did and we would often catch a glimpse, 
through the kitchen window as we were working, of a flying feline pretending to be a young 
kitten or fearless hunter as they chased leaves fluttering around. Standing in the field under 
a tree with our dogs one morning when the leaves were particularly deep and dry, our dogs 
just kicked their heels up leaping and running through them just like children do. It was  
fascinating listening to them as well as watching them, because you could hear the variation 
in their footsteps. Even dogs of the same size or breed sounded different depending on how 
fast they ran. 
 
                                                                    **** 
 
    May we say thank you to those of you who have left the sanctuary a legacy in their will. 
Some folk have already told us of their arrangement and although we don't like the thought 
of "losing you", your legacy could make the difference between being able to replace animal 
housing, laying hard standing or paths to buying a new storage shed or even a new  
wheelbarrow. 
  
      So please, remember the Sanctuary in your will, it would make such a difference. 

 
 

INTERNET & SO ON. 
 
 

       Well, that was one, seemingly good idea that didn't work quite as intended! 
In our last newsletter we spoke of a local shop that sells items at the online auction site  
E-bay. We sold a few bits & pieces, and also had some nice things donated to us for it.  
During August we stopped taking items to be sold as so many people are on holiday,  
therefore it's usually a quiet time to sell. Early September we turn up at the shop and it's 
gone - closed - empty! 
 
     This left us a bit stuck as we really do not have the time to take on selling ourselves, with 
all the associated work involved (listing, posting & packing etc) but we have items to sell 
and need the money they will raise.  
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     Shortly after one of our supporters rang and offered us some items to sell, so we  
explained our dilemma about accepting them and - she knew about another place that does 
the same thing. After making some enquiries on our behalf (thank you Pam) we visited but 
found they mainly sold more expensive items which doesn't suit us. 
 
    However, we now look likely to be able to use someone local again, so with Christmas on 
it's way, when you receive those lovely gifts that you don't want to give houseroom to, say 
your thanks, knowing that you can send them our way and our animal family can benefit by 
us selling them. 
 
    Now onto another consequence of the internet that came our way - more accurately 2 
consequences now known by the names .... 
 

SPRITE & SPIRIT. 
 
 

     For those of you who don't know much about the internet, it can be like a large meeting 
place - whatever your interests there will be groups of people getting together - if it's  
tiddlywinks or animals, you're able to chat about your favourite topic. So Liz joined a cat 
group just for fun and to chat to other likeminded "catty" people. There are times when you 
just know it's right to get involved and not look the other way, especially when you know you 
can give the care and opportunities to an animal that it needs. We do not believe in rescue 
covering just our area, if no one else is prepared to help for that reason that's up to them, 
but it is not our way. Like the "postcode lottery" of the N.H.S. - it's wrong to say "yes, you 
get help" but "no, you live in the wrong place and don't". 
 
    Anyway, someone (Julie) had become involved in rescuing two feral (wild) kittens and in 
spite of contacting every rescue in her area (Stockton) no one would touch them as they 
were considered "too old" being round 8 - 9 weeks !!! The advice she was given was to  
a) put them to sleep, or b) get them neutered at 10 weeks and let them go in the local area. 
 
    What kind of dreadful decision Julie faced - neither nice options but with no one to take 
them on, she persevered herself for a few weeks with them. Unfortunately she didn't have 
the time to spend with them, but they were safe, warm, fed and well cared for. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   We ( Jacky & Liz ) had a long chat about the length of journey (300miles) for the kittens 
before we made our offer to take them to Julie, but all three of us agreed that a long day 
versus the rest of their lives was a decision worth taking. The carrier was chosen with care - 
large enough to move around, but not too large for them to hurt themselves if they  
panicked. Julie's husband travelled half- way down the country with them (thanks Stu) and 
our Fred travelled half- way up to meet them and bring them to us. Fred's car is air-
conditioned which undoubtedly was a blessing on a warm day. When they arrived we 
whisked them straight into the bathroom - quiet, dark and safe and left them to themselves. 
In fact, they did remarkably well, had a little to eat and settled down. The next morning they 
were definitely fighting fit and ready to attack !! 
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   Now three months have elapsed and when we go in, two little girls come to be stroked, 
purring furiously and head butting our hands for attention. They still startle at new things 
and can't yet be picked up and cuddled, but they are no longer terrified little bundles with no 
future. Sprite and Spirit are two happy and playful kittens enjoying a life they nearly didn't 
have. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
     If you would like to contribute to their costs ( vaccinations, spaying on top of feeding 
etc ) we would, as always, be grateful. 
 
     Latest update is that they have now progressed to the pen in Liz's bedroom that has 
access to an outside run to go and play in. They will be spayed soon (now done) and then 
have their freedom to come and go as they chose....or like other ex- ferals we've had, be-
come lovers of the indoor comforts. 
 
                                                   ****** 
 
      Being cheeky but also trying to help, don’t forget if you’re struggling for gift ideas that 
we do a years sponsorship of one of our family for £10  …. sorts out your present list and 
helps our animals !!!! 
 
 
The time has come to say goodbye, 
When you're having fun, the time doth fly, 
Our thanks to one and all of you 
In whatever way, for all you do. 
You keep our little flock safe from harm 
We suppose we're like a mini farm, 
The cows, the sheep, the pigs and goats 
The foxes in their pens who gloat 
At dogs and cats who pass them by 
With freedom to stop and just say Hi. 
Christmas wishes from one and all 
And a New Year that's just a ball, 
They send their love, our little band 
To folk who care and understand. 

 

 
Janty, Spock & Jiffy  in the  

snow last year. 
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March 2006 
  
                 

              SPRING IS SPRUNG. 
 

     
 

 
     Since we last wrote to you in November, life here has just been one long roller coaster of 
ups and downs. Yes of course we expect that with our way of life, but this has been like no 
other.  
 
     We started in December with the first 3 weeks being a huge up2. your letters, cards, 
gifts and donations just took our breath away and we thank all of you for your marvellous 
generosity, as once again our bank balance took on a much healthier look. Even our post-
man noticed our increased mail and on more than one occasion, left a sack with letters and 
parcels inside, instead of by the usual elastic band. 
 
     The first call for help came mid- December, “my dog has bitten my foot and he has to go 
before Christmas”. And so Chips joined us. The following week passed very quickly as we 
were really busy and before we knew it, Christmas Eve had arrived, and we sighed a breath 
of relief as now we could have a few quiet days and put our feet up a little. But no, it wasn’t 
to be. Our vet ‘phoned to ask if we could take a cocker spaniel, of course we said “yes” and 
so Jess joined our numbers. 
 
    Christmas Day arrived and a shadow fell immediately as one of our little cats R-J, only 5 
years old passed away. We had known for some time that his kidneys were failing but he 
happily pottered around until that day when he slipped into a coma and left us. 
 
    Two days passed without any more upsets and we tentatively hoped that the tide had 
turned when another phone call from our vets asked if we could take in an 8 month puppy, 
so Fiddler moved in. They were all settling in to their new life when a huge bombshell was 
dropped. 
 
    Daphne, our dear friend whose cats had come to live here last year, suddenly passed 
away. We were dumbstruck as we had only been with her in the morning when she had 
fallen over and couldn’t get up. Although cold and shaken she nevertheless remained 
bright, and when the ambulance arrived, she was checked over and thought to be okay and 
not needing to go to hospital.  While her brother and sister-in-law travelled to be with her, 
we waited and chatted about Christmas, the programmes we had seen on tv and naturally 
her cats.   We will always be grateful that this lovely lady was able to often come and visit 
her feline family last year and see just how happy and settled they were. 
 

      As the New Year approached, we naively hoped that the bad days had gone and that the 
New Year would bring happier times2. silly us!!!!!! 
 
    Daisy our ex-laboratory beagle became very ill, to the point when we thought we would 
lose her. Ian our vet pulled out all the stops and Daisy slowly improved, but not for long.  
Another crisis in her illness made us fear the worse again, but once more with our vets help, 
she recovered. She is now out of the woods and slowly returning to her old self. 
 
    Next on the list came Granville our basset hound puppy. We had been waiting for him to 
grow a little before x-rays on his joints could be taken to see if his limping was due to an 
inherited bone problem.  
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   As each x-ray was developed all appeared to be well until the last one when our hearts 
sank as we realised that his left front elbow needed surgery. 
 
   Not only is this operation expensive but it is crucial to the healing process that no strain be 
put on the joint for several weeks. The op went well and Granville was put in a pen to  
recover and recuperate. For a  9 month puppy he has been remarkable and taken his  
confinement without too much fuss, the only time he’d protest very loudly is when his friends 
went out for their walk and he was left behind which is more than natural. After 3 weeks he 
is now allowed a little freedom and this will increase gradually. 
 
     During all this, Liz’s vehicle failed the M.O.T and although it could be repaired would 
have cost quite a lot, as welding was needed amongst other things. So the decision to 
change vehicles was made and fortunately we were able to buy something much more  
suitable to our needs and in better condition. The old one would you believe, we sold on the 
Internet auction site E-bay for spares. 
 
    So for us it was a very stressful time one way and another, and as January passed by life 
quietened down until the end when Trug our 15 yr goat could stand no longer and we had to 
say goodbye to him. 
 
   Some of our friends have told us that they have been through a rough patch too, so we 
have decided that the moon or the planets are in the wrong place and the sooner they  
return to normal the better, so that life can resume a more normal path. 
 

GRIFF 
 
    When we wrote to you last we told you about Griff the little terrier who was big on biting 
and how after several months of retraining with us, he had moved on to live with friends of 
ours who have experience with difficult dogs. 
 
    A few of you expressed surprise that we had re-homed him as that is not our usual policy. 
In rare cases like Griffs we will re-home but only if we think it is better for the animal and 
only to someone we know. 
 
    Griff had done so well and his improvement made us pleased that a dog with little hope 
could be persuaded to follow a few rules and become liveable with2. however Griff is back 
with us. He took advantage of his new Mum & Dad and had bitten them both so it was 
agreed that it was better for him to return here.  

 
With so much activity he doesn’t have time to think about being bossy because he could 
miss out on something far more exciting. We thought a quieter existence would be better for 
him, but it seems we were wrong. His new Mum & Dad tried so hard but it wasn’t to be. It 
would seem that Griff likes being part of a big family so will now stay here for the rest of his 
days. 

 

SPIRIT AND SPRITE 
 
    Spirit & Sprite, our two little ex-ferals we told you about in our last newsletter are both  
doing very well.  Thanks to those of you who sent a donation for the pair of them. 
 
    A wonderful sight that we’ve witnessed quite often is to see one of them, usually Sprite, 
coming out of our woods and then running up to and in through the cat flap.  
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    To see them heading for home is marvellous especially when we remember how they 
nearly had a life on the streets, plus we didn’t know if they would want to stay with us or 
take themselves off to live an outdoor life. 
 
    They like their home comforts, Sprite is the more confident and at bedtime is already 
waiting on the bed so she can have her cuddle. Spirit arrives just after and on occasions 
has laid next to me and rested her head in total trust on my shoulder and going to sleep. 
 
 

                                                  FARE DODGER.    
 
     We had a new arrival in December who appeared in our local paper as we were hoping 
he had an owner looking for him. 
 
    One evening we received a call from someone who works at our local train station, and 
there had been a cat found on a train – no basket, just one terrified tabby crouched under 
the seats.  We collected puss and the next day took him to our vets to get him scanned in 
case he was microchipped, but unfortunately he isn’t. 
 
     How he got on the train ( which came from London Bridge through 
to Caterham ) we don’t know, but don’t believe he chose to be there. 
Was it someone deliberately dumping him – strange place to do it. 
Anyway as he was travelling without one, we called him Ticket. 
 
    The newspaper article didn’t find his owner, nor the lost & found  
registers he’s on, so he is now settling in well here. He’s a lovely chap, 
very gentle and enjoys a little chat about life – if only we could talk 
pusscat to ask him where he came from. 
 
 

                                                    RAMBLINGS. 
 
 
    We often have conversations at newsletter time tossing ideas around of what to write 
about – who or what’s been happening that you might be interested to hear about, or  
frustratingly trying to remember something we’d thought of and now can’t remember what it 
was that we were going to write about. 
 
     So I’m sitting in our field trying to think of something to write for this newsletter and  
nothing comes to mind except to tell you that it’s a cold early March day – minus 4 over-
night. No sun today although yesterday was a lovely bright day with a hard frost so the 
ground was still firm to walk on – our dogs loved it. 
 
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
The sun yesterday also showed us our first sighting of a few crocus opening in our grave-
yard, they are still tightly shut today and barely visible.   The snowdrops out the front of our 
bungalow are nearing their end, such delicate looking flowers that bravely turn up in the 
depths of winter. 
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      Dogs are happily pottering around or digging holes, and Granvillle, our basset who had 
the major elbow surgery, is doing his best impression of a horse being lunged – in other 
words running circles around me on his long lead.  We are seven weeks post op and he’s 
doing very well but we still have to be careful and restrict him as the joint is still healing.   
Although it is unbelievably hard to restrict such a young dog, the benefits will last him for the 
rest of his life. By the same token, it would be heartbreaking if he overdid things now by 
chasing his friends or slipped in the mud or frost and injured himself as the joint would be 
messed up and painful for the rest of his life.  He is such a happy dog with a wonderful  
temperament who is one of those unusual animals who enjoys seeing “his” vet and bounces 
in at top speed to see Ian. 
 
STOP PRESS2.Granville has just been signed off vet treatment and is enjoying life  
immensely. 
 
      While writing this, the grey clouds have moved off and there is some blue sky showing 
with a bit of sun as well. It’s a brisk cold wind blowing though and as my hand is turning a 
funny colour with the cold, I’ll stop rambling on giving you a weather report from here and go 
wandering round the field again before going indoors and putting the kettle on for a nice 
cuppa. 
 

 

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS 
 

 
      In amongst our busy days at Christmas as we told you earlier, three new little canine 
friends arrived. The first on the Saturday before the festive season was Chips, a 3 year old 
curly coated terrier who was reputed to have bitten his owners foot, and “ had she not been 
wearing trainers, she didn’t like to think what he might have done”. 
 
      As we usually do, we immediately wondered what she had been doing to 
him as we found that far from being aggressive he is quite nervous. He has 
needed eye drops and we do muzzle him because he is so frightened and 
could bite but we look forward to the day when he takes confidence from us 
and knows that we are not trying to hurt him. 
 
 
Stop press--marvellous news, Chips now comes and asks to have his eye drops put in, 
no muzzle or biting but just sits there while it is done and has a titbit afterwards. 

    Next came Jess a beautiful golden cocker spaniel who was taken on Christ-
mas Eve to the vets to be put down as she was supposed to have bitten the 
children. She has a most gentle nature, has shown no signs of aggression, only 
fear (especially of men). 

 
    
    Lastly 2 days after Christmas, an 8 month terrier puppy, another one 
taken to the vet to be put down as he “was evil” .We have never met an evil 
dog especially a puppy, so couldn’t wait to see what his crime was2. we 
are still waiting!!  He is just a puppy who loves playing and busying about to 
see what is going on. 
 
    It brought home to us once again just how easy it is for anyone to buy a dog, not knowing 
anything about their needs and then just discard it. 
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        These 3 dogs are far from the aggressive beasts that we were led to believe, and Jess 
& Fiddler who our vet saw and thought the same and convinced the owners that in the right 
situation they would be fine. Thankfully the owners gave their permission for the dogs to 
come here and remain with us. 
 
    We know that the excitement of Christmas, especially combined with young children is 
not always easy and we wonder if this was the case with our 3 newcomers but surely their 
pets deserved some thought too. 

 
 

The moment an animal is adopted 
a friend is born. 

The friend did not exist before, 
the animal existed, but not the friend. 

The friend is something absolutely new, 
a once in a lifetime 

never to be forgotten, forever friend. 
That friend is born of love, care, commitment, 

                                        hope, faithfulness and devotion.                              ANON. 
 
 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   
   Spring and Easter are just around the corner and we all look forward to warmer days. 
 
    We thank you all for your support2. the used postage stamps, blankets, bric-a-brac,  
voluntary helpers and donations that you send are always much appreciated and continue 
to keep our sanctuary open. 
 
 
 
 
    Here’s a Happy Easter picture for you of Chutney holding an Easter Bunny soft toy. 
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July 2006 
 

                      HELLO 
 
 

 
  
       It's early one May morning and I've just opened the back door and stepped outside. 
It's one of those very still mornings - no wind, no sun yet as it's too early and too much 
cloud cover. First impression is of silence and stillness - but stop..and listen. 
The dawn chorus is singing away - lots of voices and tunes together, and not being any 
good at identifying bird song, all I can say is that we see the usual here - blackbirds,  
magpies, crows, pigeons, robins, various tit species and all of it with a background  
accompaniment supplied by our cockerels crowing.  Standing still and listening is a joy. 
 
    Wait - movement out of the corner of my eye and it's "Morning Mrs. Fox " as she comes 
to check if there's any crumbs left from last night. She has cubs at the moment so I give her 
an extra handful to help her out with her growing family - shouldn't be long now before she 
starts bringing them to the evening meal we put out at bedtime. More movement and in our 
field there is a gentle ambling of our herd who've just got up to go and start grazing. There 
is still a mist about and the shapes slowly disappear as they move down the field. Softly 
calling out "morning " to them, I get answered by a low moo from Trubshaw our bull and a 
baaa from Dylan our eldest sheep, before they resume the important job of having  
breakfast. 
 
     Breakfast - there's a thought, cats to feed and put the kettle on for a cuppa for me, but 
no matter what the rest of the day throws at us, I've had a lovely ten minute start to my day. 
And there is no doubt that the month of May had a lot in store to throw at us !! 
 
                                                             ****** 
 
    We've had more losses, but sadly two of them were unexpected which increases the 
shock that accompanies the grief of losing any of our furry family. One of our dogs "Kodi" 
suffered a gastric torsion when the stomach twists on itself, and although we rushed him to 
the vets and they operated immediately, he wasn't able to be saved. We had another dog 
"Rosie" many years ago suffer with these, she had four in her life and survived them all, so 
although we know it is a life threatening, often fatal condition we hoped, perhaps even  
expected, that Kodi would also survive. He was a very gentle dog and we miss him. 
 
    Our next loss was dear little Griff who you will remember from our previous newsletters. 
One of the things he loved to do was carry a toy at the start of our walks, and as it kept him 
from barking, it seemed a good idea. Unfortunately he decided to chew it and swallowed a 
piece that caused no end of trouble, with him having surgery to remove it, but there were 
complications and he died on the operating table. We feel so cheated that just as he was 
finally finding his feet and being his true happy little self, it was not for many more years that 
we were able to share it with him. 
 
    We were still reeling from these traumatic events ( within two weeks of each other ), 
when Ellie ( 14 year old Staffie X ), refused dinner one evening and had a dangerously high  
temperature. Treatment began to bring the temperature down, followed by blood tests and  
x-rays the next day. Then into surgery for her as she had an enlarged spleen, which was 
removed although we did not know if it was cancerous or not at that stage. After a 
 worryingly slow recovery for a few days, she has picked up well and is now out of the 
woods and thoroughly enjoying herself again. 
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     That was the end of the month and into June, and the second week of June was  
relatively straightforward, but the following week we lost one of our little cats "Rambler" who 
had come to us as a feral twelve years ago. Her health had been failing for a while but she 
had been happily enjoying cuddles and purring still, until the day she stayed in bed and 
faded away. 
 
     As this is written ( end of June ) we have another poorly dog ( Soda ) undergoing tests to 
find out what is the matter with her. Sadly many of our dogs and cats have reached a good 
age and we seem to be going through a rough time of worrying about them all as their 
health starts to deteriorate - our calendar is plastered with appointments to the vet, the  
chiropractor or the acupuncturist - no room for us and the doctor or dentist!!! 
 

THERE'S ALWAYS AN  ALTERNATIVE. 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
      When it comes to our animals health and happiness and if conventional medicines can 
do no more, we are great believers in alternative therapies. Whilst we don't believe in  
keeping an animal alive just for selfish reasons, quality of life, not quantity is our motto. 
We have used homeopathic remedies for some years now, sometimes in conjunction with 
treatment from our vet and sometimes on their own, to great effect, especially after  
surgery. As our dogs get older, arthritis often rears it's ugly head and painkillers are the first 
line of defence often with one of the natural products such as glucosamine. However, after 
some time on the prescribed drugs, the effect can deteriorate and lameness, lack of  
appetite or grumpiness may follow. 
 
     We have had great success with a local chiropractor and to see the improvement in our 
older family members is heart warming. Our vet will see our animal first to make sure  
nothing more sinister is going on and then an appointment with Marisa, our local Mc  
Timoney chiropractor, is made to see if she can help. In most cases her "magic fingers" can 
identify the problem site and then start to work on the painful area. It isn't a permanent cure, 
old bones can't be rejuvenated after all, but with top-up treatments the results can be  
amazing and give quality of life back to the patient. 
 
    Recently one of our dogs Soda didn't respond to Marisa's treatment and Ian our vet,  
suggested that acupuncture might help. After only one session with Jill, there was a marked 
improvement in the pain level and general demeanour and so now we 
have yet another string to our bow in the fight against pain. Usually 
either treatment starts with two or three sessions and then top-ups as 
required. 13 year old Humbug a Beardie X, thinks he's still only 3 
years old so requires more visits to see Marisa than some of the more 
sensible patients!! 
 
     These two ladies have given some of our family an extra span of life for which we will 
always be grateful and after the awful start in life that most of our dogs have had, they  
deserve the best. 
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MEANDERING MOGGY 

 
 

       Our cats are very lucky where we live as we are down a quiet country lane with no next 
door neighbours and plenty of land for them to explore. They have free access to outdoors 
to come and go as they want, and can always tell when the weather is bad and they stay 
indoors to play - or glare at us that it's raining as if it's our fault!! So, it's a pussy paradise 
round here but it does mean we have to keep an eye on everyone turning up at mealtimes. 
 
      Last year when our friend Daphne's cats moved in with us, we had a "bit of bother " with 
one of them. Daphne's cats had for some years been house cats with a large enclosure in 
the garden to play in so they didn't have full freedom but could still go outside. Obviously 
when they arrived here they were restricted and had a large run so that it was similar to 
their old home for them. As they gained confidence and settled, we gradually let them out 
and about. We have lovely memories of Daphne visiting last summer as we would sit out-
doors with a cuppa and her cats would come running to see her - we know how much 
Daphne enjoyed those afternoon visits too. 
 
     Anyway, I've digressed so to the point of this - there's always one who likes to be  
different and in this case it's Lewis, a very smart black and white puss of Daphne's. One 
morning a motorbike roared up our lane and at teatime there was no sign of Lewis,  
presumably hiding up somewhere we thought, but as he was still missing the next day, it 
was obvious he had been scared off and got lost. To cut a long story short, it took nearly 5 
months before we found him - he'd had a busy summer moving around the local area but 
was fit and healthy and only slightly underweight. 
 
    When I went to see if it was him in someone's garden, I called his name, he looked up 
and came running down the garden into my arms - we were all delighted to have him home, 
safe again. However, this seemed to have given him a taste of wanderlust, although he had 
originally been a stray many years ago before he went to Daphne, so perhaps he was  
always prone to doing his own thing. He disappeared a few weeks later and took only a 
week to arrive back at the same house, and did it again a third time another few weeks 
later. 
 
    All this time we had been chatting with Daphne about what to do about this. None of us 
felt we could re-home him elsewhere and have him doing the same thing, so the decision 
was taken to erect a large enclosure attached to the house for him. Keep him safe but still 
give him the opportunity to go and sunbathe, chase moths etc. This was not a decision we 
made lightly as keeping cats confined is to us, against a cats natural instinct to have free-
dom. Certainly we have many cats that don't go out much, or go far but it is their choice, not 
us dictating it. 
 
 
 
               Lewis in his new run. 
 
 
 
        Lewis spent winter indoors quite happily and as he loves the dogs, he would wander 
around our lounge with them. As the weather improved we were so pleased that Brian & 
Lorraine, two of our volunteers, took on the task of erecting an outdoors Lewis pen. As 
Daphne's cats now lived here, the panels from her garden came here for Lewis so we had 
the materials for the job.  
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    It took several hard weekends work to make the run, as we wanted it as large as possible 
and sturdy enough to last many years, which it is thanks to a wonderful job by Brian & 
Loraine. 
 
      Lewis loves his run - shelves to sunbathe on, grass and plants for shade, branches to 
climb and scratch up, he took to it from the word go and has never tried to escape2.we are 
relieved that he is so happy in it. He now also has company as earlier in the year we took 
an ex-feral cat in and Harvest is coming on well, he loves to be stroked but swipes his claws 
at your hand when you stop though!! However, due to his previous home, he is an  
agoraphobic feral - yes, feral usually means outdoor cat, agoraphobic usually means scared 
of outdoors!!! When Harvest moved in with Lewis in the indoor pen, they quickly became 
friends as Lewis's confidence rubbed off on scaredy cat Harvest. When the window was 
open for access to the outside run though poor Harvest was so terrified that he literally 
shook without even going to look out of the window. Gradually he would peer out and look 
around from the safety of indoors and many, many weeks later he followed Lewis out. He 
now loves being outside and we dread to think how he would have coped without the out-
side run to give him security when he started exploring, so we have another reason to be 
grateful to Lewis forcing us into the decision to have the run built. 
 
 

TAIL ENDS. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
       Fundraising is always an ongoing battle and we thought you'd be interested to know of 
one of our more unusual fundraisers recently.  
 
       When one of our supporters (Lorraine from the cat pen) said that her son's girlfriend 
was one of the tv programmes Holby City cast and she would see if she could persuade 
Kelly Adams who plays Mickie Hendrie to donate a souvenir from the show, we were  
delighted. Kelly gave us a signed photo of all the cast and a nurses tunic also signed by all 
the cast. Kelly modelled the tunic and was photographed wearing it so that when the item 
was sold on the internet, it raised a massive £102 and the photo raised £25. 
 
        Kelly asked if she could visit us - no problem, of course we said. It was lovely to meet 
Kelly who is a genuine animal lover, and we enjoyed being able to show her our family, so 
that she could see those she was helping. Thanks so much Kelly, a great boost to the 
funds. 

 
      We appreciate all the help from all of you. No matter how little or how much, it's all 
gratefully received to keep the family happy. 
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     Please continue sending your stamps, we have just received another £50 from the sale 
of those, so they really do help. As usual, towels, blankets, goods for sale are all welcome. 
 
      Thank you to our new friends on E-bay ( online auction site where we sell our donated 
items ) who have supported us so generously. 
 
     We now have sanctuary notelets available for sale...NO LONGER AVAILABLE. 
 
   A pack of 10 notelets and envelopes featuring some of our animal family. 
 
 
     
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
Here’s a picture of Tinsel up a tree. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
                                                             
 
                                                                                         
                                                                       



186 

 

                                             CHICO APPEAL. 
                      
    When we made a routine visit to the vet recently, we didn't know we were about to find a 
new friend to join our family, however that is what happened last week after we were made 
aware of a young cat with severe injuries from a road accident. Unfortunately it turned out 
he had two badly broken legs that would need specialist repair so that he could recover well 
and be able to have a normal life. 
  
    You can imagine our shock when we heard the bill could be as much as £3000 but as 
Chico is only 11 months....the choice was to pay and offer him a home or to put him down. 
 
    Well, what would you have done, after all, what price can we put on life especially such a 
young life? 
 
    We made the commitment to him and yes, he has had the surgery needed to put him  
together again. 
 
    Now, Chico has loads of spirit, he'd already had a glancing blow with a car earlier on in 
the year and his owners knew that if he returned to them, the same could happen again, 
and next time it could be fatal. They are delighted that we agreed to pay for his treatment 
but more importantly can give Chico a home in safety for the rest of his life. They can pay 
some towards his bill and will stay in touch with Chico and be able to visit him. 
 
 
Meet Chico, taken when we took him 
to the specialists. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
And one of his baby 'photos  
when only 5 weeks old.     
 
 
 
 
           
  
     As we write this appeal Chico is still at the vet hospital and doing well, but by the time 
you receive this we will hopefully have been able to go and collect him to bring him home to 
his new life. 
 
     Of course you know we are going to ask for your help in paying this enormous bill which 
now stands at over £3000. We know just how limited money is, but also just how much  
everyones  " It's only a little " soon adds up and really does make a difference. 
 
     If you can send any amount, no matter how small, we would be so grateful for your help 
in giving Chico another chance. 
 
    We accept cheques made payable to Chaldon Animal Sanctuary, address on our web-
site, contact page. We also have a Paypal button about halfway down on our donation page 
of the website.  
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    Unless you specifically request a receipt for any posted donations, we will not send one 
in order to save every penny possible towards Chico's treatment, but we really do send our 
heartfelt thanks and will obviously do a follow up in our next newsletter. 
 
                             

                                                         AUGUST UPDATE. 
 
 
     We now have Chico back home with us, after a longer stay at the specialists than  
expected as he had a skin graft as well. The front leg fracture is doing well, but the back leg 
is currently still bandaged to protect the skin graft while it heals. 
 
    Chico has accepted without any upset, his necessary confinement. As the pen is in our 
bathroom, he gets frequent visits and cuddles when we go in. 
 
    Chico has loads of character and we look forward to him being able to join in with the rest 
of our family, playing, roaming and exploring here although it may not be for some time. He 
is a gorgeous chap and loves having his tummy rubbed. 
 
 
 
Here he is when we collected  
him at the specialists. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                    And here he is back home with us the next day.  
 
 
 
 
There has been an amazing response to our appeal for help and we have now the full total 
raised for the first bill. We send our heartfelt gratitude to you all for that...........but !!!...... 
Chico is still receiving treatment and having bandage changes every other day at our own 
vets, and will need further follow-up back at the specialists, so we still need donations 
please. 
 

                                                      DECEMBER UPDATE. 
 
 
For all the latest news, please go to  
our December newsletter which has a  
full update about Chico......and our thanks. 
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              DECEMBER 2006. 
 

 

                    HELLO FRIENDS. 
 
 
 

 
    We don’t know how but another year has passed so very quickly and Christmas is almost 
upon us. The days, weeks and months seem to speed by at an alarming rate so that we 
lose track of the time. In the last 12 months we have lost some of our old friends but new 
ones have arrived to ease the pain of losing the familiar faces that make up our daily lives. 
                  
 A few weeks ago one of our sheep Molly collapsed in her house and died of old age. 
Trubshaw, Chance and the other sheep took no notice when we left her there overnight, but 
the next day when her body was taken away Trubshaw let out a most deep and plaintiff 
moo as if he was saying good bye to his old friend. We don’t tend to think of the outside  
animals missing one another so strongly but it was obvious that they were well aware of 
what had happened. 
 
       We have a number of old dogs who still enjoy a little potter but can’t manage being on 
the go walking for long, so now they - and us, enjoy a little walk and then we can sit in a 
shelter we now have in the field, with a bench seat in it. So while the youngsters charge 
around, we sit and watch the world go by, or more precisely, watch our herd Trubshaw and 
friends, or the birds flying over and  listen to them chirping and the breeze in the trees ... 
lovely. 
 
 The October day this was written was a warm dry one, very cloudy - the sky was white 
but there was no doubt that summer has gone. While it looks at first glance to still be green, 
a closer look showed a lot of leaves already brown and gold, with many of them fallen in the 
strong winds. There had been some torrential downpours so we were back to lots of muddy 
paw prints everywhere and although it was a drought during the summer, we fear Mother 
Nature will have the last word and make it a long, wet winter. 
 
 One day it was raining so hard that although our dogs wanted their walk because it 
was “walkies time”, once we got out in it, they all headed for the shelter and only wanted to 
stay out 5 minutes. 
 
                               Who says we’re in charge !!! 
 

 

 

                                               

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



189 

 

                                                          
                              
 
 

                         CHICO THANKS 
 
      

 
           How do we begin to convey our amazement and heartfelt gratitude to you all. 
The words THANK YOU seem so little and inadequate, yet they are said with such feeling. 
 
 We asked for help and you responded - magnificently. Each day as we opened the 
post, we were touched by everyones caring, amazed at the staggering response and  
astounded at the generosity from all of you. We know how much you have continued to  
support us and our animal family over the years and yet when we asked for even more help 
for Chico....goodness gracious - did you ever rise to the challenge and come up trumps !!!! 
Although many of you commented on our dedication and love at taking Chico on, we’ve said 
it before and it’s worth repeating - without you, we wouldn’t be here doing what we do, and 
we don’t take your support lightly. 
 
 The £3000 we initially asked for was raised in two weeks, however Chico was still with 
the specialists receiving further treatment and his bill was continuing to rise all the time. 
We are horrified that one puss can cost so much to be honest, but delighted that we....all of 
us, have been able to save Chico, to hopefully share many years at the sanctuary.  Some of 
you said when you wrote "wish it could be more" or "sorry it’s not much" - without every  
single donation you would not all have raised such an astounding total...at the end of his 
treatment the bill was a staggering £4,500 and you raised every single penny of that !!!! 
 
 When we last wrote to you, we had just taken Chico to the specialists and were  
expecting to collect him 2 or 3 days later, which was just as you were receiving your news-
letters. However it didn’t quite happen like that, as we just briefly mentioned. 
 
 The repairs to his fractured legs went well, but when Chico was hit by the car, it also 
severely grazed and removed skin on his broken back leg, and this was now a cause for 
concern. It went infected from the grit and dirt from the road, then the injured skin died back 
leaving an area the specialist felt needed a skin graft to heal it. So further surgery was 
done, requiring him to remain in hospital. 
      During this time, Chico’s fractures were doing well which meant that he was now able to 
stand and walk a little. He apparently was coping and being a brave boy and loved attention 
from the nurses, although he understandably wasn’t happy about the bandage changes and 
was having short anaesthetics for those every other day. 
 
   Finally, after 3 weeks and 2 days, we went and collected him to start his new life with us, 
just in time for his first birthday a couple of days later ( yes, he had presents and a special 
tea ). We were able to take Chico to our vet to continue his treatment. and we thank Ian for 
taking over his care. 
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 After 10 days, Chico had to go back to the specialists while they anaesthetised him, 
took x-rays and removed the pins which had moved and were starting to come through the 
skin. Fortunately they did this while we waited, as finding time and doing the journey wasn’t 
easy for us, as the  travelling took 3 hours or more each time we went. 
At last the bandage was left off, but it meant having a Buster collar back on as Chico  
couldn’t be allowed to lick the skin graft, which was doing well but far too risky to let his 
rough tongue on it. Finally for the first time since the accident he was free of bandages or 
the collar. He still wasn’t allowed to move around too much because the pins were no 
longer there to stabilise the break. He moved into our kitchen and here he could start  
integrating into our family more, although he was still in a pen but allowed supervised walks 
indoors. 
 

     The next x-ray  (at our vets a few weeks later) showed the back leg looking very good 
and the front leg doing well although still healing but he could start to do more at last. Most 
days he went out into the small part of the Lewis enclosure (not all of it as he could fall off 
branches or shelves ), but he could move around more, meet Lewis and Hector as well as 
watch the goats nearby. The fur had completely re-grown over the skin graft area but the 
graft came from his body and therefore the fur is much longer than the fur on a normal paw 
and has earned him the  nickname of Yeti... big hairy foot !! 
 
       And the very latest news is that Chico is now bouncing around the whole pen, up onto 
the shelves and branches. He was quite cautious to start with and  gradually his legs 
strengthened as he explored each day. Soon he will be able to have his full freedom to 
completely join in with the family and enjoy the delights....and safety of living in the country. 
His previous owners have visited and are  delighted to see him looking so well. They con-
tributed to his fundraising but would not have been able to find the full cost so they add their 
thanks to you all. 
 
 It has been a very long journey for all of us but such a worthwhile one for this lovely 
little cat and Chico sends his love and purrs, for giving him his life. 
 
                                                              
 

                                                    A FOWL DEED 
 
 
 
     One loss that really devastated us was the day we woke up to find a fox had tunnelled 
under the chickens chain link fencing and had killed every chicken bar one. 
 
     We used to love looking out at our feathered friends from our kitchen sink window  
watching them pecking about. Now the enclosure is empty ( the last chicken we saved we 
took to a friend so he could have company ). We were so upset because some of the  
chickens were ex-battery hens who found out about being free after so much misery. 
 
 We know that foxes will decimate chickens, but we thought our girls and boys were 
safe. We are too upset to consider helping others until our chain link fencing has a concrete 
reinforcement of 3-4 feet deep below ground. We are not fox haters, we have 4 beautiful 
resident foxes and feed the wild ones but feel so dismayed by the carnage caused. Sadly it 
is nature in the raw. 
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       Our thanks to all of you who send used postage stamps - another £60 has been raised 
to swell the funds. Could we just say though, that with the new postage charges, a number 
of your envelopes don’t have enough stamps on them and a surcharge is then asked for. 
Perhaps you could make sure at your Post Office that there is enough postage. We don’t 
understand it, what seems obvious to us is an envelope, can now be classified as a packet 
which needs more stamps. Sorry but thanks. 
 
 We were pleased that the notelets we did were popular and hope they were all correct 
as we were  surprised by the demand, and it was at the same time as our Chico appeal, so 
the post was somewhat chaotic here. 
  
 

                             THE ICING ON THE CHRISTMAS CAKE. 
 
 Earlier in the year we told you about three dogs who came to us last Christmas, they 
were all taken to the vet to be put down because they had supposedly bitten. All 3 had fur 
covering their eyes so they couldn’t see properly and it was apparent that they had all been 
hit and not really loved. If you could see the difference in them now, it would make your 
heart sing. 

 
Fiddler the youngest was supposed to be evil, as he was still a puppy 
we found that rather odd and impossible to understand. He arrived very 
dejected with no signs of only being 7 months old. Now he is a  
confident little chap, a yorkie x who knows he’s cute !! He is making up 
for his missed puppyhood and has several friends who rough and  
tumble with him, which he loves. 
 
  
Jess a golden cocker spaniel wasn’t at all like her breed, a merry little 
girl. She sat and frowned and remained in her own little world, not even 
a tasty titbit would get much response. Now she’s full of herself, racing 
around our field or woods at top speed, chasing a bird or squirrel. If you 
offer any sort of titbit now, you get the full cocker body wiggle and  
excitement that a cocker usually gives.  
 

 
The third arrival was Chips a black and tan yorkie x, he was very suspicious 
of anything going on but always needed to be in the middle of anything. He 
slowly learned that he could sit back and watch and that not every  occur-
rence needed his presence. 
 
 
 
 

    Eleven months have passed and all 3 dogs are now part of the family, they have lost the 
strained look on their faces and now smile, look cute and wag their tails like any of the  
others. 
 
         Now, what bigger reward is there than that !!! 
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Just for fun, we thought you’d like a little quiz for Christmas. Answers at the bottom, if you 
need them !!!!!! There’s no prize so just give yourself a pat on the back. 
 
 
1) What fluffy dog was originally a country dog and very good swimmer? 
 
2) Which cat originated from what is now called Iran? 
 
3) What breed of dog can be black, yellow or chocolate? 
 
4) St. Bernards are reputed to rescue people in which country? 
 
5) What is known as a witches familiar? 
 
6) Which cat accompanied Dick Whittington to London? 
 
7) The name of Dick Turpins horse? 
 
8) The Pied Piper charmed what out of the city of Hamblin? 
 
9) Which bear came from Peru? 
 
10) Who started the biggest dog show in the world? 
 
11) What is different about the Cornish or Devon Rex cats? 
 
12)What do you measure the height of horses in? 
 
And a really hard one,  who is the most famous reindeer? 
 
 
Our thanks to all of you for your support, good wishes and caring for our family. No matter in 
what way you help us, it is so appreciated. 
 
The time has come to say goodbye for now  and so we wish you all  
                    Merry Christmas And A Peaceful New Year. 
                                      
                               
         Trubshaw chewing the cud wondering what Santa will bring him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Answers. 
1) Poodle. 2) Persian. 3) Labrador. 4) Switzerland. 5) Black cat. 6) Puss in Boots. 7) Black 
Bess. 8) Rats. 9) Paddington Bear. 10) Charles Cruft. 11) They have a curly coat. 12) 
Hands. And finally Rudolph. 
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April 2007 
 
                        HAPPY EASTER. 
 
       The New Year soon arrived and we wondered what it would hold 

for us. Sadly two of our pussies died in January, Xante one of our friend Daphnes' cats, and 
Forsyth a lovely black & white fella who had been with us for some years. Both were elderly 
and had started having health problems so their loss wasn't unexpected but nevertheless, 
upsetting for us. 
 
         Dylan our 14year old sheep who had been here since he was saved from slaughter as 
a 5 month baby, was found one morning curled up in bed and had passed away in the night. 
We had been watching him as old age was catching up but he at least, chose the time and 
place. A few days later Icicle, Dylans goat friend also left us after a short illness with heart 
failure. An old lady too but nevertheless, a character and part of the family.  
So the New Year started, but not very well. 
 
                                                                ********** 
 
         Midway through January the weather was awful with high winds and rain and just to 
add to our upset, the wind took half the roof off of Trubshaw, Chance, Albi and Kebabs 
house - once our garage actually !!!  Fortunately none of the animals were hurt but we were 
met by the sight of the 4 beasties standing totally bewildered surrounded by the roof that 
had fallen in around them. The only place suitable with shelter that we had was the ex- 
chicken paddock and so began a long 3 and a half hour battle to encourage the four to walk 
to their new temporary home.  
 
        The field is one side of our bungalow and the chicken run the other, so in theory it  
wasn't far for them to walk but as they were all scared and they have never come out into 
the lane in the front  was why 3 1/2 hours elapsed before all were relocated. The 2 sheep 
were comparatively easy to move and with encouragement walked slowly down the lane on 
leads to their new temporary accommodation. However Trubshaw and Chance were a  
different kettle of fish. If walked on a halter and lead, they could pull us over and then career 
out of control anywhere they wanted to, and so a devilish plan was put into place !!! 
 
       One at a time, the end of the rope was tied to Liz's 4 x 4 tow bar and slowly the vehicle 
edged forward with first Chance and then Trubshaw in tow, sounds simple doesn't it ? It 
started off fine, Chance listening to our words of encouragement, very slowly ambled down 
the lane and then turned into the chicken run by another rope strategically placed to get her 
through the gate. All went well and Chance was now into safety. 
 
      Oh boy, compared to Trubshaw that was easy, he didn’t agree with wearing a halter, nor 
being attached to a car and as for walking, his legs were frozen. We called on some 
neighbours round the corner and asked if they could help us, explaining our plight. They 
understood as like us, they have a menagerie and are used to dealing with animals and so 
they came to our rescue as extra hands to help. 
 
       Trubshaw gradually found himself approaching the gateway to his temp home and was 
nearly through it, when now devoid of ropes he reversed and ran up the lane into a 
neighbours garden. Words won’t describe what we all felt !!!  It was now nearly dark and 
Trubshaw had trapped himself between two fences and so was able to be caught again. 
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     This time the journey down the lane was much quicker and soon Trubshaw 
was where he should have been a lot earlier. Without our neighbours, we 
dread to think how we would have coped. We were all exhausted and Liz had 
several bruises where one or the other "dears" had bashed into her. The next 
day we spent a very quiet time recovering !!! 
 
    The herd are now back in their field having had the roof mended of their 
house, the chicken run was a blessing for a short time but with no grazing and the mud 6 - 8 
inches deep, not ideal. We must thank Brian ( of Cristal fame ) for repairing the roof and 
making such a good job of it. All’s well with the world once again - well, for now !!! 
                                                           
                                                             ********** 
 
    I had it in mind to write about Trubshaw and the water butt, however as I’ve brought my 
notepad out while walking dogs, I’ll just digress for a moment. 
 
    It is early February and it went below freezing overnight, so the ground is nice and firm 
instead of muddy & slippery. Best of all, the sun is out and sitting in it, is quite warm - lovely 
pale blue sky, wispy white clouds and birds everywhere singing fit to burst. It really feels like 
the first day of Spring - our snowdrops are out and just yesterday we saw the tight crocus 
buds starting to open - a joyful splash of colour. Goodness !!!! - is the weather bad at the 
coast as I’ve just heard a seagull flying past. 
 
    So, back to Trubshaw and the water butt when they were in their alternative paddock. 
The water butt doesn’t have a ballcock in it like the proper one in their field, just a hose  
running into a drum that we turn on from the outside tap. Trubshaw had a drink one morning 
but the level was quite low, so he was waiting for it to be filled up. Out we went and turned 
on the tap, the water gurgled through the hose - and Trubshaw jumped and ran away !!  
To see half a ton of bull frightened by the running water is not expected, and he then stood 
at a distance, watching and listening, not at all happy. 
 
    Once the butt was filled and hose turned off, we told him it was O.K. now but he still 
wouldn’t approach it. We left him and went and watched from the kitchen window. Ten  
minutes later, Albi sheep went and had a drink and then finally Trubshaw decided it was 
alright after all, and approached and had a bit more to drink...big scared baby. 
 
 

                                           SPANISH STORY. "OLE"  
 
 
    Brian & Lorraine, friends of ours go out to Spain quite often as they have a holiday home 
there, and on one occasion, they saw a little pup that ran away like a streak of  lightening. 
Over time the pup started approaching and taking food from them, and each time they  
visited, she’d appear and spend time with them, gradually gaining confidence, although as 
she was surviving on the streets, she remained wary of being caught. Her age was  
unknown although she appeared to have only been about 3 months old when first seen. In 
due course, she turned up pregnant and then the next visit, had 2 pups with her which Brian 
& Loraine were able to catch and put into a rescue kennel over there. 
 
    By now Brian & Lorraine were of course well involved and felt responsible for the mum 
dog, now named Cleo Rose and her future, which was a bleak one without any help. Many 
dogs are poisoned or otherwise killed in that part of Spain, and so something needed to be 
done to protect Cleo Rose. 
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    The decision was easily made to take care of her, they had fallen in love with this little 
dog of course. After a couple of attempts, they managed to catch her and get the local vet 
to spay her. At the same time she had flea and worm treatment etc too. Brian & Lorraine 
asked us if we would be able to take her if they bought her to this country, as they both work 
and couldn’t fairly give her a home, and we were delighted to be able to say yes, we could 
take her. Yes, there’s plenty of dogs in this country that need help - we’ve been doing what 
we can for years to help them already, but we couldn’t refuse to help this little one just  
because she was foreign !! 
 
    So Cleo Rose was caught one final time and left behind her the dangers of living on the 
street, and put into the safety of kennels while her Pet Passport - allowing her to travel, was 
sorted out. Finally after some delays, the date was set for leaving Spain - early  
February, and after a 36 hour journey by car and ferry and car again, she arrived here one 
evening. Naturally a very tired little girl who said hello to us and our other dogs. That first 
night the temperature went to minus 5 but when it’s that cold, we leave the heating on low 
overnight so we were all warm and Cleo snuggled into her duvet. 
 
 
 
   
 
   The next morning for our walk was a very hard frost so on with a nice warm coat for her. 
The second morning we had snow - she wasn’t sure what to make of that at all, bit of a  
culture shock she was having after sunny Spain, the area she had left was mild and dry. 
 
    She didn’t mind the cold and soon took to running around on our walks, but then the rain 
returned and the mud. This she doesn’t like ( neither do the rest of us ) and would stand in 
our field shelter on the paving slabs to keep out of it. When walking through the mud, she 
has a very high stepping gait like the Viennese horses as if it would keep her toes clean and 
dry.  
 
     The first days she ate and slept, and came on our walks and slept, and slept some more 
while starting to adjust to her changed life as well as recovering from the long journey.  
Remember, this little lady lived the first 10 months of her life on the streets and the next 10 
months in kennels, so she didn’t have any idea of a normal home life.  
There was, and is, a lot to learn and we’ve spent a lot of time teaching her - from the most 
basic of housetraining ( took only a week ) to the importance of being able to take her collar, 
walk through doorways and her learning to trust because she had spent so much time as a 
pup evading people. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   As we’ve already had a Cleo ( and Chloe ), we needed to change her name and she is 
now Cristal, which is the name of a beach in Spain near where she lived, plus the colour of 
sand is her coat colour, as well as it suiting her sparkling character ( crystal ). 
 
   Cristal is now a lapdog and happily uses an armchair as you can see. We still have a long 
way to go but it has been, and is, wonderful to share her journey as she learns to trust and 
be a much loved part of our family. 
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                          CHICO UPDATE.  
 
    You didn’t think you’d heard the last about Chico presumably ! Since 
we last wrote he has had his freedom to go exploring and certainly  
enjoys it here - well, Chico just enjoys life really, he’s that sort of  
character. However it became apparent that instead of building  
muscle strength up and becoming less lame, that he would chose to put 

himself back into the Lewis pen after a few hours and that his front leg was bothering him. 
This is the leg with the worst fractures that had given him less problems at the time of the 
original accident but it had needed a lot of metalwork to repair it - pin, plate and screws. 
 
     Our vet x-rayed it and there wasn’t an obvious reason for the limping, although it was 
likely the plate etc might be causing it. So back to the specialist vet we went and Chico 
stayed for the afternoon while they anaesthetised him to investigate and the decision made 
to remove all the metalwork. 
 
     We went and collected Chico that evening ( the M25 during rush hour but thankfully  
wasn’t as bad as feared ) and Chico was delighted to see us. By the time a slight scenic 
detour was taken on the way home - O.K...yes, a wrong turn = going the wrong way ! It was 
8.30 p.m. when we got home. A very long day  which included 4 and a half hours driving. 
 
    Chico had a light dressing on his leg which came off after a couple of days revealing a 
long wound healing nicely. He is back on strict rest though as the bone may be slightly 
weak from the holes the screws leave when removed, so no rushing around and jumping 
allowed for a few weeks again. Hopefully by the time you receive this newsletter, Chico will 
almost be ready to start doing more and this time will see the end of his problems and be 
able to get on with life, just in time for better weather and his first full summer with us. 
 
                                                               ******** 
 
 
 
         
 
 
 
 
Polka would like you to know that this cartoon does not represent her !! 
  
                                                                    ******** 
 
     Some of you may remember our cat Polka who had the radioactive treatment for her  
thyroid problem, and you raised the money needed to pay for the treatment. Well, she is  
currently asleep on my lap as I type, sprawled over Cristal and being a perfect pest every 
time she stretches out and kicks the computer keyboard!! 
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     In May it is the anniversary of her treatment and she will be 16 on the 31st and would 
never have made it to that age without the treatment, so a huge thank you to all who helped 
her during that worrying time. It’s lovely to see her at her advanced age going out  
sunbathing and having a potter around outside in the better weather. 
 
      Our one-eyed, toothless, radioactive wonder amazes us that she is still able to enjoy life 
although she takes it at a slower pace as befitting her years. Thankfully one of the  
advantages is that she has stopped bringing us rodents in as a present, yes, even without 
teeth she could catch them!! 
 
                                                                 ********** 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    As we say goodbye, we’d like to thank Elaine & Desmond for their dedication in collecting 
the used stamps from us and preparing them for the dealer, and thanks to all of you who 
send us their used stamps - another £60 has been raised from the sale of them, quite 
amazing and a real help. 
 
      Could we just ask that you separate the foreign stamps from the others and that you 
leave a half inch paper surround on all the stamps, this enables the dealer to be able to  
remove the actual stamp only for sale to customers.  
 
        Our thanks to Keith, Brian, Lorraine, Fred & Phil for their help and also to all of you 
who bring towels, blankets and food for the family. As always we don’t forget any of you 
who keep our family safe. 
 
 
                                                            
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Granville & Mungo showing what handsome boys they are. 
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                                                      Summer 2007.  
 
 
    There was not a proper newsletter this summer as we were taken to court in June by a 
neighbour on a noise nuisance charge. As we have lived here since 1991, it was rather a 
nasty shock to us as you can imagine, especially as we now have less animals than in the 
past. 
 
    Thankfully our other neighbours and regular visitors to our sanctuary do not have a  
problem with a noise issue and provided evidence to support us in court, either by  
statement or appearing as witnesses. 
 
    It was a very stressful time for us, both the preparation for the court case and appearing 
in court, but thankfully our barrister and solicitor presented our case successfully and we 
were cleared completely with no case to answer. The neighbour as well as losing the case, 
had to pay our costs as well, which was a huge relief to us as the money donated to our  
sanctuary is for our furry family, not solicitors fees. 
  
    We had the most tremendous support from everyone which meant the world to us and 
helped us stay strong to fight the battle to protect our animals. 
 
                                                     HUGS. 
 
                                       I will not play Tug - o - War, 
                                      I’d rather play Hug - o - War. 
                            Where everyone hugs, instead of tugs, 
                          And everyone giggles and rolls on the rug. 
                                     Where everyone kisses, 
                                       And everyone grins, 
                                        Everyone cuddles, 
                                        And everyone wins.                       Shel Silverstein. 
 
                                             
********** 
 
Just a few sanctuary snippets in amongst all the bedlam here. 
 
    June saw three of our dogs reach the grand age of 16 years.. Sherpa who came to us at 
5 months old, Julie and Cindy were both 8 when they came and despite being little old  
ladies now, still enjoy life here, pottering about. We’re delighted to have such Old Age 
Pooches !! 
 
    Our Doberman Tizer  sadly slipped a disc in his back, and although he had veterinary 
care plus acupuncture combined with treatment from a chiropractor which helped, sadly he 
didn’t improve and we had to say goodbye to a wonderful character. 
 
    Chico is doing marvellously now and has a wonderful time always seeing him coming and 
going, up trees and exploring everywhere. He does however have a fetish for chewing  
plastic bags and any that are left about, soon bear the recognisable teeth marks of Chico 
woz here !!! 
 
    We have another new dog, now called Frisbee, a lively and lovely two year old Springer 
Spaniel who was taken to the vets to be put down as he nipped the children.  
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    Thankfully our vet recognised the dog is not a problem away from children and so he 
came to us a few weeks ago. Frisbee thinks all his Christmas’s have come at once as he 
loves running through our woods and fields, romping and chasing with our other dogs and 
then settling down indoors like a good lad, he really is gorgeous. 
 
    We’re also waiting for another dog from Spain to arrive but as there has been a mix up 
with blood tests for his pet passport, we’re not quite sure when he will arrive yet, but he has 
been saved from certain death as his sister was sadly not rescued in time and disappeared 
before being taken into safety. His name is Ollie, a lovely shaggy lad and we’re hoping that 
Cristal ( our other Spanish dog ) and he will be able to chat in Spanish to each other !! 
 
    We’ve had another £50 from the sale of your used postage stamps so thanks everybody, 
please keep the good work up, as you can see, it all helps to feed a few  more mouths !! 
 
    You are all the most amazing group of supporters we could ever have, and our thanks to 
each and everyone of you. Now that this court case which has been hanging over us for so 
long is out of the way, we plan to be here for a long time and with your support, will help 
many more furry friends over the years to come. 
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December 2007 
 

                            HELLO FRIENDS. 
                          
    

     It’s now November, the clocks have gone back, firework nights are over ( it used to be 
only 1 night but life has changed ). We  wish we could say it has been a good year but it 
hasn’t. Your support as always, has been fantastic and your moral support during the dark 
days leading to the court case was incredible 2.. it certainly helped us through a nightmare. 
Neither of us had ever been inside a court room, the best we could boast was watching 
Judge John Deed on television !!  
 
    In the court room we felt that all of you were standing behind us wishing us well. To those 
who attended the hearing or wrote statements on our behalf a million thanks and to Julian 
our solicitor and Rowan our barrister for their legal expertise. In the court room justice was 
seen to be done as we were totally vindicated by the court, and the neighbour had to pay all 
costs. 
 
    The physical toll on our health is still with us, not to mention the mental anguish, and we 
have still had to cope with the usual ups and downs of life here, losing some of our dear 
furry friends and settling in new members in to the family as we were literally their last 
chance. We were further shattered when Phil Barnes, our dear friend suddenly died, his last 
act for the sanctuary was a written  statement to the court supporting us.  
 
                                                           ********** 
 
    We’d like to say a few words about our friend Phil who was a true friend and defender of 
any insect, animal or bird. He had been a hunt saboteur and an active member of numerous 
animal charities, and to our sanctuary our own plumber or electrician on call whenever we 
needed him.  
 
    Phil was so pleased that with some local friends he was able to help rescue a neglected 
horse living alone in a field without any shelter. Girlie as she was called, was often found in 
a field full of mud and no food but thanks to Phil and the others, had food taken to her until 
she was able to be stabled at a horse rescue sanctuary. Phil loved to come and tell us how 
well Girlie was doing after he’d visited her. He would chat for hours about so many subjects 
that on occasions he left us behind with his incredible knowledge2.he was a one off.  
 
    Phil had many friends of longstanding and 40 years was not unusual. The church at his 
funeral bore witness to that as it was packed solid and standing room only came to be.  
During the service we were asked if anyone would care to say a few words about Phil and a 
steady stream of people came and spoke of their memories. Some of the tales were funny 
but without a doubt, heads nodded as another anecdote summed up Phil and made us  
remember this wonderful animal defender. 
 
    Our sympathy goes to Sally his sister, who is just as passionate about animal welfare. 
 
                                                           ********** 
 
    You never know what will happen next here, even a simple thing like going to make a 
cuppa can turn into something else quite different ! 
I was just about to pour the boiling water into our mugs and saw outside our kitchen  
window, a fox ... nothing that unusual so it took 2 seconds to recognise him as one of our  
resident foxes not a wild one !!! 
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    So I nipped outside and thankfully Rio is a friendly lad who was pleased to see me, not 
quite brave enough to come and be picked up but relieved to see a friendly face and didn’t 
run off. 
 
    First thing was to shut the gate of the enclosure he was in ( where we used to have  
chickens ) as it is where the fox pens are now, then go and check to see if Fanta his sister 
was also out which she wasn’t thankfully. However Rio wasn’t going to follow me in to his 
pen and I couldn’t leave the door open as Fanta would have come out too. 
 
   So I picked up Fanta and as there was no basket or carrier to hand carried her to the food 
storage shed by the back door and popped her in. I then returned to find Rio happily back in 
his pen, so went and collected Fanta and returned her and there was a happy reunion of tail 
wagging foxes .. and then at last went and re - boiled the kettle for our cuppas !! 
 
                                                              ********** 
        
    We mentioned briefly in our last letter about Frisbee a Springer Spaniel arriving earlier 
this year ( was going to be put down ) and thought you’d like to see a ‘photo of a now waggy 
tailed and happy dog. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    We were also expecting the arrival of Ollie, a dog from Spain but he was further delayed 
although should be arriving early December now. Strange to think that next time we write a 
newsletter  ( Easter 08 ), he will have been here for a few months and be settling in nicely 
when we’ve not yet even met him !! 
   
                                                                  ********** 
 
 
 
 
    It’s one of those seemingly rare things today as I sit and write in our woods with the dogs 
- a true Autumn day. The sun is weakly shining and there are a few grey clouds that hope-
fully will pass by rather than spoiling the crispy leaves and raining on us. We’re sure it’s not 
only us that remember Autumn as being a time of bright days and cold nights with a frost 
that turns the fallen leaves into a wonderful crunchy carpet to rustle and kick through,  
instead of the wet soggy mush that all too often seems to be Autumn nowadays. 
 
    So today is a rare treat of "proper" weather for the end of October and the sounds that 
accompany our walk are the puffing and panting as dogs race around playing, kicking and 
digging through the leaves. Just as well this is going to be typed out for you to read as  
Brogan ( German Shepherd Dog ) has just wagged his tail and knocked the notebook I’m 
writing on - so my scrawl is now even more illegible !!! 
 
    Anyway, what I was going to tell you about is the reason we are in our woods this  
morning and not in the field as we usually are for morning walks. It is because Trubshaw & 
friends are up that end of the field ( furthest from the lane for those of you who’ve visited ) 
and that is because we have the specialist workmen here, building the retaining wall next to 
the lane.  
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    It was another cause of complaint from the neighbour. It is good to get it sorted out at last 
and shortly the sound of a cement mixer should fill the air as it arrives to complete the job. 
 
    As already mentioned, this year has not been an easy one and many jobs around the 
Sanctuary have not been done or kept up with as we didn’t know what the future held and if 
we would be forced to try and move. Now we are trying to catch up with everything that’s 
been neglected. 
    
    For some time we had been trying to find someone to do the variety of jobs we needed 
doing - not just "gardening" ( if you can call 6’ high nettles a garden .... they may be good for 
butterflies but we can’t see through them !!! ), but able to do handyman jobs of all sorts as 
well. On top of that of course as priority - to be animal lovers and happy to work around 
them ... literally be willing to push the wheelbarrow around Rudi or Spice or whichever cat is 
sitting in the middle of the path in the way. 
 
    Now bear with me as I appear to digress ( in Ronnie Corbett style ! ) - you all know Chico 
of course. His previous owners have always stayed in touch, through all of Chico’s  
surgeries, send his "dinner money" each month and been to visit him too. They are grateful 
that we had been able to help save Chico’s life by taking him on - not only because you, our 
amazing supporters raised the finances needed, but that we can give Chico a safe home 
away from busy roads as we all believe that such a nosey character as he is, would have 
been run over again and quite possibly not be so lucky next time. 
 
    So when chatting on one occasion we mentioned our search for workmen and it turned 
out that they knew someone. To our delight Andrew, Nathan & Dave are exactly what we 
needed, and they are coming to us each week and gradually making headway through our 
jungle of weeds, repairing, tidying, making and fixing as they do. 
 
    We are soon going to get the rest of our boundary fences sorted out - the one near the 
neighbour and also our back boundary fence is rotten and no longer secure so that’s an-
other big job but will be lovely to get that replaced. 
 
    So many of you kindly sent contributions towards the court costs and this of course is 
now going towards the fencing needed. We would also like to add special thanks to Roger & 
Wendy for their generosity 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                             
 
                                                                ********** 
 
    In some ways we are lucky now as most of our dogs who were petrified of fireworks are 
no longer with us, the rest are either not worried, or are concerned  without being in a panic, 
except one, Flight a collie cross who is as bad as any we’ve had. Over the years we have 
tried a variety of ways to help her cope but to no avail. The year 2005  was so bad with  
fireworks every night, as soon as it was dusk, she started listening for the fireworks and 
wouldn't eat her dinner in the evening so had it at breakfast time for over a week, until the 
fireworks mostly stopped every night. 
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    Last year we tried a new homeopathic remedy after it was recommended which certainly 
helped her cope, but we also researched the Tellington Touch which includes making the 
dog feel safe by "wrapping" it and the easiest way is to put a tight fitting T-shirt on. So when 
she started getting in a state which was just at dinner time, she had the drops, and then had 
the t-shirt on to try too. I went and prepared the dogs meals and Flight came out into the 
kitchen which surprised me but thought perhaps she just wants to be near me. As I put 
other bowls down she said "where's mine?".  I quickly made her a small meal not expecting 
her to eat it but she did, to my amazement. She then came and laid fairly calmly in the 
lounge for the rest of the fireworks and certainly was not in her usual panic.  
 
    This year has been a similar success with only one night when she felt too unhappy to 
eat her dinner, but as this was over a  week after firework night we were all getting fed up 
with them by then !!!    
 
 
 
 
 
 
                              
                                                                  ********** 
                                     

                                                           LOSSES & GAINS. 
 
    It’s always a sad time for us when we lose one of the family especially during these past 
few terrible months. In the last short newsletter telling you the result of the court case we 
wrote about Tizer, our beautiful Doberman with a lovely full waggy tail. At that time of writing 
he had lost the use of his back legs and despite treatment by an acupuncturist which  
certainly helped him feel better, he didn’t respond and sadly we had to say goodbye. 
 
    We also lost Dice & Pusskin who were both elderly pussies suffering with a combination 
of kidney failure and tummy troubles. Dice had been with us since a kitten and grown into a 
beautiful lad although had health issues for many years, and Pusskin was one of Daphnes 
cats that joined us a couple of years ago already an old lady. 
 
    Just recently Lizzie a 9yr cocker spaniel became off colour and so she visited the vet. A 
blood test showed she had kidney failure and after only a few days, we lost her. It was such 
a shock as she appeared to be quite well until her sudden ending. 
 
    Then only three days later, Sherpa our 16yr old Dachshund cross lost the battle of  
advancing years and was laid to rest with Lizzie & Tizer and so many others, in our little 
graveyard. Sherpa had been the first dog to come here when we became a sanctuary, she 
arrived in a cat basket, a round wicker one with a front opening door and as the door was 
opened, all you could see were two enormous ears and a little 5 month puppy peering from 
inside. Such happy memories of all our babies. 
 
    Life we know has to carry on and you can be sure that while we are still grieving, the 
’phone will ring and a voice will ask if we can help, be it from an owner or from the  
veterinary surgery.  
 
    The former happened when two Persian cats needed help, their owner was poorly and 
could no longer look after them. We agreed to take them but were shocked by the state they 
were in when they arrived. It was lovely as the months passed to see them put on weight 
and then purr happily for a fuss as well.                              
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    Sadly though, it was only to be a few short months that Barnaby had with us, as cancer 
reared it’s ugly head and we had to say goodbye to him. His sister Summer has adjusted to 
losing him and made new friends with other cats and is a very loving little girl now. 
 
    The next arrival was a little terrier ( Dexter ) who had bitten several people, he is now  
settling in and is far more trusting, although a bit of a livewire to live with...but he doesn’t try 
to bite anyone !! 
 
    Next a couple via the vets arrived, another little terrier joined us,  
 
Polly.. 

 
 
 
 
 
Then another, Bingo... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Both still 7 month puppies but were taken to be put down as they too had a history of biting. 
 
    With so many of our animals ( cats as well as dogs ) we are amazed how often they have 
been allowed or encouraged to use their mouths or teeth to "play" with hands and then it 
goes wrong and they develop into biting...as usual, not the animals fault, they aren’t born 
bad or aggressive or scared and needing to defend themselves !!!  
It may seem funny when your puppy attacks a moving broom but what’s the difference  
between a foot or a broom being bitten. After minimal training and being directed towards 
good behaviour, they are responding very well and much happier dogs now. 
 
    Yes, that’s when it’s really all worthwhile. 
 
 
                                       
 
 
 
 
 
 
   Our thanks to Fred, Keith, Brian & Lorraine, to our stamp senders ( we’ve just had another 
£50 from the sale of the last lot ), those who bring blankets & towels, pet food or goods for 
sale, and those who send donations or support us in what ever way,  we appreciate you all 
and send our heartfelt thanks to each and every one of you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                       END. 
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                                          INDEX.  By animal name. 
 
 
 
 
Amadeus.  22, 28, 29,  39, 45, 53, 57 ,64, 
71, 77, 82. 
Amy. 90, 135. 
Big Boy. 150. 
Bingo. 204. 
Blackie. 39. 
Bonnie. 103. 
Boston. 97, 99 
Brogan. 147, 165. 
Buck. 162, 166. 
Chance. 62, 193. 
Chickens. 158, 160, 190. 
Chico. 186, 189, 196, 198. 
Chips. 176, 179, 191. 
Cleo & Max. 141, 144, 148, 153. 
Cristal. 194. 
Daisy. 113, 176. 
Dakota Gang. 64, 72, 74, 104, 111. 
Daphne’s cats. 169, 176, 183, 203. 
Dickens. 110, 135. 
Drummer. 147, 159, 160. 
Ellie. 151, 181. 
Emma. 50, 59. 
Ferrets. 118, 151. 
Fiddler. 176, 179, 191. 
Finn. 146, 155. 
Foxes. 20, 64, 112, 157, 168, 200. 
Frisbee.198, 201. 
Ginny. 6, 53, 153. 
Goats.    12, 106, 108, 114. 
Granville. 172, 176,179. 
 

Griff. 167, 172, 177,181. 
Humbug. 172, 182. 
Jess. 176, 179, 191. 
Julie. 90, 198. 
Lady.68,  83.. 
Mungo. 94, 99, 145. 
Parker. 116. 
Pigs. 11, 30, 31, 36, 122. 
Polka.119, 122, 127, 132, 144, 146, 
157, 166, 196. 
Polly. 204. 
Poppin. 11, 143. 
Romeo.  5, 6. 
Rosie. 46, 61 
Scout. 139, 146. 
Sheba.42, 146. 
Sherpa. 45, 198, 203. 
Silver. 35, 49, 55. 
Soda.50, 182. 
Spinney. 31. 
Sprite & Spirit. 174, 177. 
Tazz. 50, 90, 164. 
Texan. 32, 40. 
Ticket.178. 
Tilly. 70, 104, 114.. 
Tinsel. 88, 185. 
Tizz. 53, 59. 
Trevor & Edith. 16, 60, 69, 77. 
Trubshaw. 30, 62, 154, 193. 
Webster. 131, 143, 159. 
Widget. 20. 
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      INDEX. By year. 
 
 
1992      5,  
 
1993 
 
1994       7, 9, 14,18. 
 
1995       23, 
 
1996       29, 34, 38. 
 
1997       44, 50, 57 
 
1998       61, 67, 74. 
 
1999       81, 87, 93, 99. 
 
2000       103, 108, 112. 
 
2001       116, 121, 126. 
 
2002       130, 134, 138. 
 
2003       142, 146, 150. 
 
2004       153, 157, 160. 
 
2005       164, 167, 172. 
 
2006       176, 181, 188. 
 
2007       193, 198, 200. 


