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Chapter 1 
  

“A small parrot flew over…..”    

   
One day in late June 2007, Joan (a friend of Caroline's who was 
staying with us) was sitting out on the patio having a coffee with me, 
when  she asked if I had seen the pretty coloured bird which had just 
flown  over. I had not and suggested it might be a woodpecker - since 
I could not think of another highly coloured bird, such as she 
described.    
Anyway, next day I am sitting out there again, when a small parrot 

flew over and settled on the balcony of a neighbouring building (we 

later discovered the owner was away on holiday, so the bird was not 

being disturbed). Over the next few weeks Caroline and I started to 

look out for this parrot, which we had by now established was a 

Golden-Mantled Rosella, a native of Queensland. Caroline reckons 

that Pamela, who was born in Queensland, has come back to keep an 

eye on me!    

Caroline reported our runaway to the local vet surgeries, and the 

Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals (RSPCA). 

The RSPCA said if the bird was not injured they would not get 

involved, but they also said that it would not survive the winter 

without food and shelter.    

So we started to think about capturing it. All the professionals said 

that it could not be done. But whilst looking at bird cages, which we 

might use as a trap, an assistant said why not try a plastic cat 

travelling box, which had a wide mesh door at one end.    

We then realised we needed to get the neighbour (who owned the 

balcony) involved. This was easily accomplished when Caroline saw 

her cleaning up after the parrot and called up to her. So Christine 

came to coffee, and we discussed tactics, She agreed to put the baited 

trap on a table on her balcony with the trip string led up though one 

of her windows to her sitting room. It was agreed that she would 

leave it for a few days to let the bird get used to going in and out to 
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get at the parrot food. Well, it worked out exactly as anticipated and 

a week later on the following Saturday morning we were racing over 

to the RSPCA Stubbington Ark with the parrot in the box - happily 

munching away at the seed! He was unloaded into an aviary of his 

own, where he seemed a little uncomfortable. The next day we 

decided we had better go and see how he was settling in. And then 

the next day, and it then became regular daily occurrence.    

After a fortnight, during which the RSPCA checked him out, and 

tried to find his owner, Caroline and Alan decided that they wanted 

to adopt him. So an application for adoption was made. A 

requirement was that we had an aviary for him, since he was 

classified as an aviary bird. The aviary was built in the courtyard at 

the back, our application was accepted, and we were soon on our 

way home with him.    

He settled in with no problems at all. He has a cage in the 

conservatory, but he is put out in the aviary most days, for his bath 

and flying exercises.  A local blackbird sings to him and he answers 

with rather guttural squawks. When he wants to come back indoors, 

he gets back into his cage, and waits patiently to be brought in.    

He has a few party tricks. He does acrobatics in his cage - racing  

around the top of the cage upside down, or dancing on his perch - a   

kind of sideways shuffle with his head cocked to one side (is this a  

mating display?). If he gets applause he gets quite excited and speeds 

up as he repeats the display. Really quite amusing to watch. Anyway 

we are now going to see if they can train him to perch on a finger, 

since he seems quite bright. Again, the professionals say that 

Rosellas are not easily trained, being flock birds, but the experts have 

been wrong before.    
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Chapter 2 

 

Rosie's Background    

 

The fact is that we do not know anything about Rosie's background.  

The Eastern Rosella, such as Rosie (also known as the Golden 

Mantled Rosella), is found throughout south-eastern Australia, from 

Queensland to Victoria and south-eastern South Australia. It is also 

found in eastern Tasmania, it has been introduced to New Zealand 

and is bred in captivity in the USA and Europe. Its scientific name is 

platycercus eximius, from the family: psittacidae, order: 

psittaciformes.    

 

Eastern Rosellas are medium-sized colourful parrots with distinctive 

white cheek patches. It has a red head, neck and breast, with 

yellowish to greenish upper parts, a yellow underbody and a yellow-

green to blue-green rump, with a red undertail. The shoulders are 

bright blue.  Females are usually similar to males, but sometimes 

duller and young birds are even duller and can be aged by their bill 

colour, which is yellow or orange, changing to off-white when 

mature. It is found in open woodlands, grasslands, farmlands and 

remnant bush land. Often found in urban habitats such as parks, 

gardens and golf courses.    

The Eastern Rosella mainly feeds on the ground, especially amongst 

grasses in lawns, pastures and other clearings. Also feeds in trees and 

bushes. Main dietary items include: seeds, fruits, buds, flowers, 

nectar and insects. They mate for life. The female chooses and 

prepares the nesting site, usually a hollow in a eucalypt tree (but will 

sometimes use a nest-box or other artificial site). Eggs are laid on a 

decayed wood bed and the female incubates the eggs while the male 

regularly feeds her. The young may be fed for a while after they 

fledge. The Eastern Rosella uses one of its feet (usually the right 

foot) to hold food when eating on the ground or perched on a tree.    
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The probability is that Rosie was born and bred here in Gosport, and 

somehow escaped custody. It has been rumoured that he may have 

escaped about eighteen months ago from an aviary about half a mile 

away. Apparently a pair with three chicks escaped at that time. This 

would have put his birth date in March 2006 (so we have given him 

a birthday of 2nd March 2006). To have survived the winter of 

2006/7, which was very mild, would not have been such an ordeal, 

but it would have been a significant achievement - without a reliable 

food supply and good shelter.    

The RSPCA thought him to be male, and aged between twelve and 

eighteen months. He does seem to be still growing, but this could be 

that he is putting on weight now that he is well fed, and doing a lot 

less flying. Training, in the sense of formal training, is about to start 

(end of December 2007). He is clearly very bright and learns quickly. 

Already he has learned to "hold tight" when told to, to hang on to the 

side of the cage, when he is being moved. And he gets back into his 

cage from the aviary when his food dishes are replaced in the cage. 

So there is a degree of optimism that he will be an avid avian learner.     
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Chapter 3   

Let the Training Commence    

"Rosie's" basic training commenced on Monday 31st December 

2007.  The problem in the first instance was that he was very timid, 

and/or cautious. This means that his trust has to be established before 

any real progress can be made. The initial exercises consist of 

familiarising him with a hand-held perch, with an extended finger, 

and with a seed covered stick - this last being a food reward.    

The main idea, at this stage, is to get him used to having a finger or 

hand close to him. So the hand-held perch is progressively 

withdrawn in to the hand, as is the seed stick, until he is dealing with 

the finger or hand. In the first fortnight we reached a stage when he 

will step up on  to the on the hand-held perch, and sit there briefly, 

he will walk over a  finger on the perch occasionally, and take seed 

from the seed stick protruding one inch out of the hand.    

At this point there is no question of doing any of these things to 

order.  But, progress has been substantial - he is no longer 

frightened, he is starting to get the idea, and he is apparently trying 

to cooperate.    

Verbal communication has also been established - though it is still 

very limited. He understands the instruction "Hold tight", He leaps 

on to the side of his cage and hangs on like grim death. Usually this 

instruction is used when the cage is moved, but he will also get back 

in to his cage from the aviary or conservatory when he hears this 

instruction - not always instantly, but usually within a few minutes. 

We are going to have to clean up our language, and standardise the 

words we use with him, if we are going to avoid confusing him. 

When off-duty he does gymnastics around his cage, flying exercises 

in his aviary, and has a bath two or three times a week.    

A new, larger, cage quite threw Rosie for about a week. He finds any 

change to the normal routine quite upsetting, and training was 

suspended for several days whilst he became acclimatised to his new 

home. Since it involved a new travelling cage (for transfer cage to 
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aviary etc) as well it was quite a big change for a small bird. Rosie 

likes his bath, and expects one at least two or three times a week. He 

likes the water to be warm, about 70°F preferably. He checks the 

temperature by putting one foot in to check, before getting in with 

both feet. Then he paddles around for several minutes to make 

certain the temperature is to his liking. Next he will put his face in 

the water and wash it by shaking his head. From then on he gets 

really stuck in, with water flying everywhere.    

But, back to his training. He has the happy knack of preferring to 

play games, rather do the hard work. There are times when I think 

he is deliberately teasing me. I get the feeling that he knows what is 

required of him, but pretends he does not. In fact we soon learned 

that he is very playful, and full of fun.       
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Chapter 4   

Extracts from 

My Diary    

By Rupert “Rosie” Rosella    

Summer  

Having read the ill-informed rubbish on the website - which is 

allegedly my website - I realised that I would have to get into print 

myself to try and set the record straight. Before I start, I should like 

to make clear that Golden-mantled Rosellas (originally from eastern 

Australia) are birds!  

We are not a sub-species of the human race - although humans tend 

to treat us as if we were half-witted three year old human children, 

especially the way they talk a lot of drivel to us. It is true that using 

human intelligence tests we get scores similar to human children 

aged about 3½, but if humans were given bird intelligence tests they 

would rate about 6 months old, I suspect.    

You might expect to find my diary with entries against dates - that is 

the way humans do it - but we birds do not think like that. You see 

we do not have calendars - we were around long before calendars 

were invented. So it is no good asking me when my birthday is. (His 

official birthday is 2nd March 2006 - Editor). To be honest I cannot 

remember that far back. I cannot even remember my mother and 

father, or whether I had any brothers or sisters. In fact the earliest 

thing I can remember is being on my own, being very hungry, and 

cold.    

Then I found this nice warm light-fitting on a sheltered balcony and 

I spent the night there. I stayed on there quite happily until the owner 

returned from holiday.    

That presented me with a problem. The owner obviously objected to 

my leaving a bit of a mess behind me, and promptly started cleaning 

up. She did not actually try to evict me but I could see that that might 
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be the eventual outcome. So I began to look for another, preferably, 

more permanent roost. In going to and from my feeding area I had 

noticed a man and a woman in an adjacent garden who kept coming 

out to look at me - sometimes with binoculars. So I went to 

investigate their premises. At first sight it did not look promising. 

The nest box on the garage wall was only big enough for a blue tit, 

and although they had bird feeders out, the food they provided was 

quite unsuitable for a Rosella.  But on one occasion when I was 

passing, I noticed that they had left the conservatory doors open, so 

I flew in to check it out. There was a splendid perch across the room 

at roof height which I tried out. In fact, without thinking, I did a 

“whoopsy” on their carpet, whilst roosting there for a few minutes. I 

later found out they discovered it on their return.    

They are still groaning on about it, even though it is a very small 

stain!    

The trouble was that to get a billet here I knew I would have to 

surrender my freedom - but if the living here was going to be a good 

one - c'est la vie, as we Rosellas say.       
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Chapter 5  

Late Summer  

 

So, to continue where I left off. There I was on living on this balcony, 

with the owner back from her holiday, and making me very nervous 

with all her scrubbing and sweeping. Talk about house proud she 

never stopped and it was very unsettling.    

 

Well, the next thing I noticed was that she was visiting the couple in 

the house down below, and they were having long animated 

conversations. One Saturday morning she came back from their 

house with a large cat travelling box which she placed on the table 

on her balcony.  When I later investigated I found it had two dishes 

of my favourite seeds in it, and there were a couple of perches stuck 

inside. The door had a string attached to it which led back up to a 

window and into the sitting room. Obviously it was a trap, and 

clearly it was not meant for a cat. Whatever cats eat (and I prefer not 

to think about that) they do not sit on perches!    

What to do... Well, food was getting harder to find at the end of the 

summer - all the berries which I had been living on were finished, 

and the seeds available were not to my liking. So a supply close to 

home was rather attractive. The first day I managed to control 

myself, but by the next day I just could not contain myself. Of 

course, the answer was quite simple.    

I just waited until the owner went out, so there was no one to pull on 

the string and close the door. It had to happen, of course.    

On Wednesday she came back for something she had forgotten, saw 

me in the cat box and pulled the string. Fortunately, I only had to 

push quite gently against the door and it opened and I was out and 

flew off. That made me feel a lot better. It looked as if I had a good 

supply of food for no real effort. Talk about a bird’s paradise.    
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By Friday I was having second thoughts. The owner was still at this 

cleaning business, and whilst the rations were plentiful, I realised 

that the shelter problem remained - with my eviction a distinct 

possibility. I had a sleepless night trying to make up my mind what 

to do. When I did get to sleep, it seemed only a few minutes before 

the seagulls were circling overhead, squawking as only seagulls can. 

 I got up and started walking up and down the balustrade trying to 

make up my mind what to do. Looking down into the backyard of 

the house across the way, I saw the man and woman who were 

always following my movements. I remembered their conservatory 

and thought to myself - "Now that would make a good shelter." That 

was it. I knew I was going to give myself up, surrender, for an 

assured supply of food and protected shelter.    

That was a load off my mind, and feeling a bit peckish, in fact 

ravenously hungry, I leapt into the box and started to tuck in. Bang 

went the door, as it slammed shut. This time there would have been 

no question of pushing it open, because I was too hungry to worry. 

The owner leapt out on to the balcony, locked the door and carried 

me off down the stairs.    
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Chapter 6   

Early Autumn  

The trouble with a cat travelling box is that you can only see out of 

the door at the end of the box; which means a very restricted view. 

Anyway I soon realised that she had taken me to the conservatory 

next door. There they sat drinking coffee and congratulating 

themselves on having captured me. They did not seem to realise that 

I had wanted to be caught.    

But I should have realised that life is always throwing up surprises 

for us birds. Having finished their coffee the man grabs the box and 

takes me out to a car, and the next thing they are driving off. So what 

can a bird do - you can only stand so much excitement - so I carried 

on finishing my breakfast.    

When the car stopped they took me out and carried me into a place 

where there were a lot of barking dogs - apparently it was “The Ark” 

at Stubbington, run by the Royal Society for the Protection of 

Animals. After much hanging around they put me into an aviary on 

my own, but next to a lot of squabbling budgerigars and canaries.    

I was looked after by Barry and Kate who were very caring, but I did 

not like being on my own and I hated the noisy birds next door. In 

fact I hated it at The Ark.    

Almost every day the man and woman, who had the conservatory 

came to see me. They brought toys for me to play with, but I barely 

went out into the aviary, perching on the door into the night box, or 

inside when anyone came near me. Every time Barry came into the 

aviary I would dive bomb him to let him know who was boss.    

My stay lasted nearly three weeks, when the couple arrived with a 

cage and Barry put me in to it. Then they carried me out to the car 

and covered the cage with a cloth. Don't ask me why they did this, 

presumably so I would not be able to find my way back! When we  
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got there and they removed the cloth - I was in the conservatory. Now 

if that is not falling on your feet, I do not know what is.    

What I had not thought about was that I would be inside a cage, and 

not flying free in this conservatory.      
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Chapter 7  

Late Autumn  
 

I do not know how much you know about Rosellas. We have a 

reputation for being a bit reserved. Some would say Rosellas are of 

a nervous disposition, but I like to think of myself as cautious. If I 

had not been cautious I would not have survived in the wild, that is 

for sure. So finding myself in this cage in the conservatory was 

certainly a new experience for me. That said, it seemed very natural 

to me, so perhaps I had been in a cage before but do not remember 

it. Anyway the couple seemed quite pleasant and they were 

obviously trying to make me feel comfortable. They kept their 

distance, fed and watered me, and cleaned my cage for several days 

trying to make me feel at home.  Then on a fine sunny day about a 

week later they picked up the cage and carried it out to the aviary in 

the courtyard.  They put it on a small low table, opened the door and 

left me in there. After some time, whilst I carefully looked all around, 

I ventured out into the aviary. There were a number of perches, and 

a mirror or two, some bowls of food, but best of all there was bath. 

In no time I was down there splashing the water all over me, 

waggling my wings and having a really good time. Well, it was the 

first bath I had had for over a month! I need to bath regularly to keep 

the mites at bay. In warm weather I like to bath daily, but in the 

winter two or three times a week is sufficient. Mind you this is the 

first time I have been able to bath in warm water, and I like it.   

Things were going along quite nicely when he comes in one morning 

and says that it is time to start training. I guess he has been reading 

some manual or something, because he sits down in front of the cage 

and starts waving a perch rod though the open door of the cage. Quite 

dangerous really. I was so startled at his poking movements that I 

just leapt out of the way. Eventually he seemed to realise that he was 

disturbing me so he stopped, and said that we would try again 

tomorrow.    
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This went on for several days before I realised that he wanted me to 

climb on the perch thing, which he kept thrusting in my direction.  

Why didn't he say so right from the start, it would have saved a lot 

of his time and mine? So I got on to his perch, not every time, but 

frequently enough to keep him happy.  

 

I soon started to realise that he was no smarter than me. This 

suggested that I should be trying to train him, as much as he was 

intent on training me. Well, you would never have guessed it, but he 

was much more receptive to my suggestions than I was to him. This 

made it all much more fun!    
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Chapter 8   

  

Winter 

   

That was only the start of the training. Next he wanted to poke 

around with his finger, which was really scary. Of course he wanted 

me to perch on his finger, but again I didn't realise at first, and then 

he wanted me to eat out of his hand. So we have progressed a bit, but 

I am not going to let him think it is all plain sailing. So, I do what he 

wants every now and then, but not to order, as it were.    

On the other hand - in our language we usually say 'on the other foot' 

- we get on very well with going to and fro to the aviary. When the 

weather permits he takes me out in the cage, and leaves me in the 

aviary with the cage door open. As soon as he, or the other, pours the 

water in the bath I leap out of the cage and have my bath. Then I fly 

around to get dry and then sit on one of the perches and preen my 

feathers.  

If it is not warm enough for my liking, I may forgo the bath and stay 

in the cage. As soon as they realise this to be the case, they will take 

me back in. In fact when I want to go back in to the conservatory, I 

get back in to the cage and as soon as they notice they take me in. 

Sometimes,  they want to take me back in before I am ready, in which 

case they put  the food dishes back in the cage, and he will say 'hold 

tight'. I usually pretend that I don't know what he wants me to do, 

before climbing back in to the cage.    

This was all going quite smoothly when they came back one day with 

a much larger cage. It was large enough for me to be able to actually 

fly down to the bottom and provided much more room for me to 

exercise. At the same time they also had another very small cage and 

I did wonder whether I was destined to have to live in the smaller 

one.  
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Knowing me a little, as you now do, you will understand that this all 

made a bit nervous. Which got in the way of the training and hence 

there was bit of a pause whilst I tried hard to settle down again.    
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Chapter 9 

Late Winter 

To be honest I still think the new cage is a bit too small. It is all very 

well for them to talk about it being easy to move, and to put in the 

car, and so on, but they don't have to put up with not having any real 

room to get around. And, in any case, it is a bit of a come down to 

be seen in a small cheap cage! Still, I have been persuaded to get into 

it to go out to the aviary - well when you are desperate to have a bath 

you will do anything.  

He has been working on a sequence of moves for me to make when 

I get out of the cage in to the aviary. I have to get on to his perching 

pole from the door of the cage, and he then lifts me up to get off on 

the thick rope above. Then I have to walk along the rope and get back 

onto his perching pole so that he can transfer me to the stirrup. I then 

walk the tightrope to the perch at the far end, where he transfers me 

to the other side. From there I walk to the end where he has his 

perching pole as a bridge to the feeding station. Well, that is what is 

supposed to happen. 

It did not take more than a couple times for me to learn the routine, 

but performing it was another thing. Initially, I would pretend I had 

forgotten what to do next, or I would not get on to his perching pole 

when I should, but as time went on I got to like doing it. I got to be 

very proud of my professional performance. You know how I like to 

show  

The next thing was another visit to Hartland for the best part of a 

week. I quite like the car journey, lots to see and I have their 

company all the way there. They don't seem to realise that I like 

company - well, they should know that flock birds like to flock, for 

goodness sake. The problem about Hartland is that they don't have 

any bathing facilities for me down there, and I get really itchy with  
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no bath or shower. And, of course, I don't get to fly at all until we 

get home again to my aviary.    

So, not only am I on edge a bit, but then there are all those large black 

crows and buzzards down there which get me worried. I sound the 

alarm call when they come in sight, so that everyone can take cover, 

and all I get is “shut up”, and “do keep quiet”. They really don't 

appreciate my devotion to duty, staying there on look out, when I 

could be hiding.    

We got back from Hartland yesterday, and they let me out in the 

aviary almost straight away, with a nice warm bath. It was glorious, 

and I was in there before you could say, “Jack Robin's son”. Then 

this morning it was back to the old routine. In he bounces, all smiles 

and says that we must get back to training again. It is so boring! Mind 

you, he seems quite happy if I hop on to his finger and just sit there, 

so that is what I do. I do not know how long this will keep him happy, 

but then I shall have to think of something else, I suppose. It seems 

to me that whenever everything is on an even keel trouble comes 

along. Is it any wonder that I am a very cautious bird!!! The first sign 

of trouble was when they took me to see this vet at Andover.  

   

Well, the vet gave me an anaesthetic, then stuck this chip thing in my 

shoulder (so that I can be identified if I get lost, I gather), cut my toe 

nails, and gave a medical whilst I was out cold. Apparently, it was 

whilst they were there that they found out that the vet had a friend 

who took in parrots for holidays.    

One Thursday a couple of weeks later, without any warning they  
packed me into the car in the travelling cage, with my big cage 
dismantled alongside me, and off we go to I know not where. After 
about an hour’s journey, to the middle of nowhere, we stop at some 
place like a manor house, with tennis courts and manicured lawns. 
Well, this had me worried right away - for a start I don't like tennis, 
and I prefer trees to lawns!    
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Chapter 10 

Later Still    

They put the big cage together, installed me in the kitchen of this 

place, and then they are gone - leaving me with these strangers, who 

I don’t know and don't want to know. Well, I had a right miserable 

weekend, I can tell you. And, I had this ominous feeling that this was 

not the end, when they collected me on the following Monday.    

How right I was, for just a few weeks later the experience was to be 

repeated, but this time they left me there for seven weeks. I ask you 

seven weeks. I thought they were not coming back for me at one 

stage, so I started to cry. They just did not understand at all, and after 

crying from six in the morning until three in the afternoon, they 

banished me from the kitchen to the dining room, so that the people 

in the office could not hear me. Why shouldn't everyone share my 

grief!!!    

They returned to collect me shortly before Christmas, and I can't say 

that I was not pleased to see them. Mind you, I gave them the cold 

shoulder treatment to start with, and turned my back on them. But 

not for too long - well, I was looking forward to Father Christmas 

and all those presents - and even more important a warm bath after 

seven weeks of being sprayed with COLD water...    

So the first couple of days after I got home it was very cold, but then 

it got a little warmer, or less cold, and they prepared my bath with 

warm water, out in the aviary. When they put me out there I could 

not help myself. I flew straight down to the bath and leapt in. It was 

heaven. I went back three times and within about fifteen minutes I 

was soaked to the skin. Talk about bedraggled! I could scarcely fly. 

And so it was for the next few days, I wallowed in that lovely warm 

water.    

Of course the training has continued. His latest idea is to get me to 

do more outside the cage. In fact, he does not do any training in the 
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cage now. Nowadays, he expects me to climb up the outside of the 

cage, get on to his perching pole, and let him move me to the ledge 

at the front of the cage. Or, he puts me on to the tie rod up in the 

eaves of the conservatory to fly back to the top of the cage. I quite 

like it, because I have more freedom to interpret what he wants me 

to do. And, it is a bit more fun.    

 

Then it was Christmas, and his son, and then their brother and his 

wife, descended upon us for the festivities. It was not too bad - except 

that the son, Ric, I think he is called, slept in the conservatory with 

me. He stayed in bed rather late which meant I had to wait for 

breakfast long past the time I liked it! On the other hand they did 

spoil me rather when they did get up. The only thing that upset me 

was all that “talk of roast turkey” I found that rather tasteless, in fact 

you might say “bad taste” (no pun intended!).  

 

We had a very interesting visit to see Auntie Jenny at Kinver. We 

had no sooner departed than they saw a motorway sign saying that 

the A34 was closed due to an accident. He decides that we will divert 

via Reading. So we go off on these minor roads and find ourselves 

at Dorchester on Thames at lunch time. We drive into the car park at 

this pub, which is in the middle of Midsummer Murder territory. 

Anyway they find an outside table where they plonk me down whilst 

they organise their food and drink. In no time I am playing to the 

gallery, as passers-by gather to watch my display. 

 

Then it was off again, to complete our journey, all through the ethnic 

areas of the west side of Birmingham - apparently he forgot to tell 

the navigation system to stick to the motorways. 

 

Well we eventually arrived safely, if a little late, and a lovely 

weekend was the outcome. Auntie Jenny had a delightful dinner 

party at which I was able to show off something awful, and the 

journey home was most enjoyable. I am looking forward to going to 

see Auntie Jenny again soon.  
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Chapter 11   

Early Spring    

In the early part of what they call their New Year we had some rather 

cold weather, which did not suit me at all. Firstly, I am from sub- 

tropical Queensland, or rather my ancestors were - so I like it hot, 

really hot. Secondly, when it is cold they do not put me out to bathe; 

that is a real no-no, as far as I am concerned. They just do not 

understand - which is rather strange when they bath every day, 

sometimes twice - yet, they will happily let me go dirty for days at a 

time...    

Training has been getting more subtle, as he wants me to do more 

tricks. Now he also expects me to be a mind-reader. His problem is 

that he forgets the very words which he expects me to remember. So, 

he sometimes says “good boy” when he should say “step up”, for 

example. I try my best but it’s a hard life for a small, young and 

inexperienced parrot, separated from his parents before they had 

hardly a chance to teach him anything at all.    

“Aaaaah, poor little orphan,” I hear you say.    

Well, it could be worse, at least he does not beat me. To tell the 

honest truth, I think I am in control of the situation, and he is getting 

better trained the longer I have him in my grip - not that he realises 

that, of course.    

So where were we? Oh, yes. The training. Well, his latest idea is to 

get me to perch on his shoulder, like sea-going parrots used to sit on 

sailors' shoulders. What a stupid idea, I am not a sea-going parrot 

and he is no longer a sailor. I shall have to give in in the end - I am 

getting so bored...    

Just when I thought I could take no more of this, I am loaded into the 

back of the "Indy", that is what they call the Jag, and it’s off to Privett 

Road. They have found me a new place to go on holiday - Sandra and 

Steve. They are quite sweet to me. Apparently they breed big parrots  
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and know all about our habits; I am not sure that I like the sound of that! 

I prefer my carers to be a bit ignorant so that I can take charge, but not 

so ignorant that they do me harm.    

Anyway, Sandra is a bit of a soft touch and lets me out in the kitchen.  

He is stricter and puts me out in their aviary for exercise. There are these 

funny little finches in there - not that they worry me, I just ignore them. 

So I quite enjoyed my short stay with them, but I just knew that this was 

the forerunner of another long holiday.    

I was about to say, “Come summer”, when I realised that we did not 

have a summer, at least not in terms of weather. The wind blew, the  

rain poured down endlessly, all through June, July and August apart  

from the odd day (Editor - I thought you did not know about calendars  

and months?). Like the day they went to the Garden Party at 

Buckingham Palace, to celebrate 100 years of Royal Naval Aviation, it 

was fine that day. Not that I saw anything beyond my aviary. Mean, I 

thought - I would have happily gone along in my travelling cage if they 

had asked me, and me a perfect example of today's aviator.    

Then towards the end of August I heard them talking about Singapore 

and Brisbane. Singapore did not mean anything to me, but Brisbane I 

recognised as somewhere in my folk memory, and I did get interested. 

Too late, because next morning it was in to my travelling cage and 

round we go to Sandra's for a long, very long, six week holiday. Now 

don’t get me wrong, Sandra and Steve are very nice to me, but although 

I hate to admit it, I do miss them (the flock leader and his sister) when 

they are not there.  The funny thing was that most of time they were 

away we had lovely warm, sunny weather. That'll teach them!    

Anyway, when they did get back I gave them the cold shoulder for 

several hours, just to show them how I felt. Then of course, it was back 

to the training. There he is telling me to do this do that, all the time 

forgetting to use the right words and expecting me to interpret, or mind-

read his meaning.    
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Chapter 12 

 

  

 

   

 

Photographs    

  



 

   24  

  

Rosie on Christine’s balcony  

A close-up 

 

http://www.alandobson.info/Rosie/DSCF2344.JPG
http://www.alandobson.info/Rosie/Img0074.jpg
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The bird-trap - a cat travelling box 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rosie in his Stubbington Ark aviary 

http://www.alandobson.info/Rosie/DSCF2875.JPG
file:///C:/Users/ALAN/FOLDERS/Rosie/DSCF2435a.jpg
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Rosie in his aviary 

Acrobatics in his cage 

file:///C:/Users/ALAN/FOLDERS/Rosie/DSCF2833b.jpg
file:///C:/Users/ALAN/FOLDERS/Rosie/DSCF2765a.jpg
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The conservatory (where I did a “whoopsy”) 

The aviary in the courtyard 

http://www.alandobson.info/Rosie/002b.jpg
http://www.alandobson.info/Rosie/DSCF2878a.jpg
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Training outside my cage in the conservatory  

http://www.alandobson.info/Rosie/P1000126_resize.JPG
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Enjoying a treat (millet) – the upside of training 

Checking the temperature 

http://www.alandobson.info/Rosie/P1000129_resize.JPG
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         Now to throw the water all over the place… 

 

Examples of His Sculpture 

 

   

 

     
 Before After Celery  
     
  Any Offers?   
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Chapter 13 

Winter 

He is quite nice really, but a bit limited - not too quick on the uptake, 

if you know what I mean. Well, most of the time I humour him, 

whilst occasionally letting him know who the boss is really.    

This winter, was a bit better than last, because he now lets me out 

to fly around the conservatory, so that I can get some real exercise. 

Just to get him worried I sometimes fly in a circle round and round 

the aviary as fast as I can. He gets all frightened that I am going to 

hit something, but I know what I am doing.    

Next thing we knew it was what they call Christmas, and young Ric 

appeared, to help them celebrate. The only thing I like about this 

time of year is that I get a decent night's sleep most nights. I like 

twelve hours every night but the light evenings and mornings in the 

summer are very disturbing.    

So we come to the end of another year. The winter of 2009/2010 

was the worst for years, or so they tell me. Day after day of freezing 

Easterly winds, which did little to encourage me to have a bath. 

When I did it was jump in, frantic splashing and a quick fly up and 

down the aviary, before screaming for them to bring me in again. It 

did not help that he was not in the best of health most of the time - 

which meant I did not get the attention I deserved, and wanted.    

We did get a short visit to Hartland in March, which I always enjoy.  

But, they did not take me to Scotland with them when they went on 

their annual visit in May, which was a real disappointment for me.  

They kept talking about the fantastic scenery, the delightful log 

cabin they had stayed in and the fantastic time they had had with 

their friends. How did they expect me to feel! Actually, I went to 

stay with Sandra and Steve and had a great time. They let me out in 
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their aviary with their small finches and a couple of canaries. I have 

chummed up with the canaries and I can boss the finches around - 

they are of low intellect, in fact stupid - although this can get a bit 

boring after a while. Sandra is quite sweet, and spoils me when 

Steve is not around.  
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Chapter 14 

  

Early Summer    

  

Then they got all excited about his birthday party in June - his 

eightieth, apparently. Well, again I was not included and it was off 

to stay with Sandra again. We were enjoying a very nice hot spell 

at the time and the bath in the finches’ aviary was a bit on the small 

size for me, so I was glad to get home to my much larger bath.    

 

But no peace, the very next day we are off to Hartland, and as you 

know I really like long journeys in the car. We stopped for lunch at 

The Nags Head near Taunton, which they often do, and after 

leaving me on the back seat of the car, in my travelling cage, they 

disappeared into the pub. A little while later he came out to move 

the car, having realised that the sun had come out and it was on my 

side of the car.  The landlord was outside having a leisurely 

cigarette, and he said to take the bird inside. So, next thing I am in 

the bar, the centre of attention, and revelling in it. I start doing my 

upside down acrobatics to a most appreciative audience. The more 

applause, the more excited I get - I had to take a break to get my 

breath back. But, really most enjoyable - why don't they take me 

with them more often?    

We have not had a lot of training of late. He does not seem to have 

the time or inclination, so I have been working on her. She is slowly 

getting more confident, but I can see I have a lot of work to do on 

her yet.  She often takes me out to the aviary, which she now does 

with great aplomb.    

Getting me to come in is not her forte, and she rushes in to him and 

complains that I am not cooperating. So out he comes and most 



The Life and Times of Rosie 

 

36 

 

often I do as I am told, but occasionally I play him up as well, just 

to make sure that they know that I have a mind of my own.    

Now I don't want you to think that I don't appreciate them, or that I 

have no affection for them. They are both really quite kind, and 

caring, and I am really very fond of them both. But, what a boring 

place it would be if we did not have a bit of fun and games. He 

keeps talking about getting me to perch on his shoulder so that he 

can do the Captain Morgan bit, but this is rubbish without a wooden 

leg and an eye-patch! So I laugh up my sleeve (actually under my 

wing) at him, and carry on as if I have no idea what he means.    

So, the summer progressed, nothing to write home about after the 

lovely summer weather we had had earlier. In fact rather 

disappointing.    
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Chapter 15   

  

Autumn   

 

Then they started talking about Portugal. I immediately recognised 

that they were getting carried away, and this did not sound like good 

news for me! Well, you know how it is. There was all this talk about 

Faro and Porto only being about 2½ hours flying time from 

Southampton. I thought what on earth are they talking about?  What 

do they know about flying compared to a real bird? They weren’t 

listening to me, but I did try to point out that I knew that it would 

take me at least three days if there was any headwind. Then they 

started talking about the ferry from Portsmouth to Santander, and 

the fact that they could take me with them. This sounded a lot better, 

but it seems that this was very much an afterthought.    

Anyway, before you could say Jack Robin's son (who was this Jack 

Robin's son?), I am whisked off to stay with Sandra again, and they 

go off to the Algarve. They were away for a fortnight and when they 

got back they were absolutely insufferable. All they could talk about 

was how they had both fallen in love with Portugal - on and on they 

went. No talk of them missing me, like I had missed them - quite 

distressing really.    

Next thing you know they are talking about Christmas. This is 

worse than the shops in the high street, weeks to go before 

Christmas and they are talking it up already. It could be the cold 

weather that is doing it. Yesterday, they put me out in the aviary 

together with nice warm bath water, which I found irresistible, so I 

plunged in. The thing was, that after a good old soak, I was dripping 

wet and although I flew up and down, to get rid of the surplus water, 

I did not dry off very quickly in the cold temperature. Anyway I 

was very cold when they took me in, and it took a long time for me 

to get warm, and I was bit exhausted all day, sleeping most of the 
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time. They seemed quite worried, and were saying we had better get 

him to bath indoors during this cold spell. So what is next?  If I had 

only realised how cold it was going to get I would have used my 

time in the aviary more constructively.   

  
 To make up for this I have spent the last few days, whilst they have 
kept me indoors, being incredibly destructive. They give a thick 
slice of carrot, three slices of celery, and a half of an apple on a 
skewer type of thing, at breakfast time. I have been stripping it in 
about five minutes leaving only the apple at the end. Quite a 
challenge for a little bird. They also give me the celery heart, with 
the leafy fronds, and this takes me about four minutes to rip to bits. 
I don't know another bird who can get anywhere near my times!    

  

Being indoors means no bath. Then he, or was it she, had the idea 

of getting an indoor bath set up. Next thing they have put down one 

of those sheets that they spread over the furniture when they let me 

out, and on top of it goes my bath. Well, I had a quick look at it but 

when I saw them getting ready to take my photograph - in the bath 

- I thought not b****y likely. I ask you, how would you like to be 

photographed in your bath?    

Next day they set it up again, and when they were not looking I 

clambered down to the bath from my travelling cage, and started to 

paddle around. The water was quite warm, and to my liking, so I 

managed to wash my face. Then when I looked up he was trying to 

get his phone out to take a picture. Not on your Nelly, I thought, 

and immediately got out and flew back to the top of my cage. I don't 

have much independence and the little that I do have I treasure. On 

the other hand I  really do need to bath regularly, so I need to find 

a strategy that will  work for me - otherwise I shall scratch myself 

to bits, and I don't like to scratch anyway.    
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Next morning when I awoke it was to discover that everything was 

covered in snow. That put paid to my going out to the aviary, of 

course. So it was going to be a boring few days, having to listen to 

their stupid conversations, and their constant bickering. What was 

I going to do to keep myself occupied? Then I had this brilliant idea.  

Every time he wanted me to do something I would do the opposite.    

Now that would be fun. Even the thought of it made me giggle like 

a young hen. To start with it all went rather well. I could see that he 

was getting quite exasperated with me, as I pointedly did not get 

into my travelling cage to go upstairs with him.    

 
The trouble was this was cutting off my nose to spite my face, 
because I did really want to go upstairs with him. Then that night 
he removed all the food from my cage. I recognised this trick of his. 
He would only give me my food back in the morning after I had 
performed whatever tricks he wanted me to do. He really is a bit 
sneaky, I think. Blackmail in fact! Well, as I always say - you can't 
win them all.    
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Chapter 16 

  

Before Christmas 

   

Well, of course I am always saying - whichever way you look, the 

next big surprise always comes from a different direction. So it was 

that she started to sidle up, and unobtrusively try to get me to bath 

in all kinds of things. Just to put her in her place, I showed her I 

could almost bathe in the drinking bowl in my cage. In fact, I didn't 

even get my face in it properly, so it ended up with water all over 

my cage and nothing in the bowl, but I enjoyed it. I still can't work 

out why I can't get in to the bowl.    

 

Next morning she came in and put one these smaller plastic saucers 

on top of my travelling cage, and then filled it with warm water. I 

know it was warm, because I did actually go down and check it out, 

but I did wait until she was not looking. I really did want to leap in, 

but I could not give her the satisfaction of winning without a fight, 

so I just walked around it put one foot in and then flew off.    

Blow me, she tries the same thing the next day. And the next day, 

and so on. Well, you know what happened, I was not thinking one 

morning and I flew down and got stuck in. The usual routine - walk 

all around on the edge, then one foot in. I tried that several times 

before walking in and paddling around. Then I washed my face 

several times...  Too late, I realised what I was up to, but by that 

time there was no turning back. Still, I was quite considerate, and 

did not make anything like the mess that I do out in the aviary! Then 

there they were clapping and laughing - they had won, as they 

always do in the end. What is a poor helpless orphan bird to 

do??????    

When they let me loose in the conservatory I usually fly up to the 

beam which goes across, holding the roof together. If I walk to end 
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of this, I can look out of the gap between the blinds. I get a good 

view of the balcony where I used to roost. It is very satisfying to 

reminisce about how it was then and how it is now. I really did 

make a good choice when I decided to come and live with them. 

Christmas continues to dominate my everyday life, not that anyone 

has troubled to explain what it is all about. As far as I can see, they 

seem to go wrong in the head. Is it a form of temporary madness? 

Possibly caused by the lack of sunlight, and the shorter days? It's a 

real puzzle to me. They have been spending money like there is no 

tomorrow, when I know they are normally as mean as cat's pooh - 

so what is it all about?    

 

They had a party this week, an “At Home” they called it, serving 

mulled wine, mince pies and a few nuts and nibbles. Mind you, I 

had a good time. There were all these neighbours, some of whom I 

know quite well, for me to show off to. I did my upside down 

acrobatics, and my swanky “strutting my stuff”, to much applause. 

It really made my day. The only problem was that I was so tired 

next day, having only had about eight hours sleep, instead of the 

twelve that I need. I wonder what's next.   

  

Talk about rushing around, she has been in and out all week, since 

the party, laden down with shopping. And, when she has been home 

she has been wrapping parcels all the time. It has even interfered 

with her making phone calls, so it must be serious! What is it all 

about? Nobody tells me anything. Well, not very often. He did take 

time to explain to me that we are going over to Beaulieu on 

Christmas Day, to see Cousin Casey and all the Christie brood. 

Sounds as if I will get an opportunity to show off to a good size 

crowd - talk of some eleven people I gather, which is more than I 

can count, having only eight toes and no fingers. 
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Chapter 17 

  

Christmas  

    

So, come Christmas Day they got me up early; she was so excited 

about getting stuck into opening Christmas presents. They are 

always talking about my needing twelve hours sleep, but I notice 

this is not so important when they want to have me around. (They 

should remember that if I don't get my twelve hours, I get grumpy 

and I am dozy all day!) Anyway it was not so bad on this occasion 

because there were a lot of interesting things going on. After 

breakfast I could see them  getting out my “going away” cage, it is 

not as big as my home cage,  but it fits in the back of the car. So 

mid-morning we go off to Beaulieu.    

 

I like the car, there is so much to see. I sit up on my perch on my 

left foot, and hold on to side of the cage with my right foot, so I can 

keep my balance with no problem. When we are moving I watch 

the traffic going the other way, my head going from side to side, 

like I am watching a tennis match. Sometimes I turn around and 

watch the traffic going away from me, which is easier on my neck.    

Before I knew it we had arrived at Abbots Well, where we were 

greeted by those two big excited dogs; talk about stupid hounds, 

they are cretins! When I learn to talk, I shall have them doing my 

bidding with no trouble. Anyway, they set up my cage in the 

kitchen. and he sat  beside me until the dogs got used to my being 

there, when they went  back to their usual activity, or should I say 

usual inactivity, sleeping! Then all these people started to arrive, 

and I was the centre of attraction - very enjoyable.  

After lunch he went off to have his usual after lunch nap. At some 

point the dogs realised he was not there, and one went off to see 

what he was doing. He came back and reported to his brother that 
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he was sleeping in the sitting room, and that now was their 

opportunity to get at me. That just goes to show how stupid they 

are. My cage is virtually impregnable, so as one slipped round 

behind the cage the other started to crawl on his belly towards me, 

I was not really concerned. As they got closer, she realised what 

they were doing and shooed them away. What a pity, I was just 

about to treat them to one of my extra loud screeches - that would 

have sorted them out!   

Do you know that Rosellas have very flexible bodies? We can stand 

very tall when we look rather like small colourful pigeons, with our 

chest stuck out and a long neck, as I do when I “strut my stuff”. Or 

we can fluff up our feathers, pull our necks in and we look like a 

very bright sparrow. Then we can straighten our backs horizontally, 

hold our head up so that we are duck shaped.  

It must have been about now, that I realised that I could relax into 

a trance-like state. It all started when I sat on my perch day-

dreaming. The next thing I knew I was in a waking but sleep-like 

state. I would be sitting there like a duck, my back horizontal and 

head held high, making a purring kind of noise with the odd tweet.  

Of course, the minute he saw this he took advantage of me. He 

opens the top of the cage and starts to stroke me. Given the 

situation, what can a poor little orphan bird do? Next thing of course 

she wants to get in on the act. “Love-in” they called it. To be honest 

I did quite like it, especially when they tickled the back of my head 

or under my chin. 
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Chapter 18   

  

Spring    

   
With the excitement of Christmas behind us, they were getting all of a 

tither about going off to the Lake District, wherever that is. There was 

all this talk about how long it would take to get there,  would I find it 

too much, would the weather be a problem with all this snow and 

freezing temperatures. Well, early one morning we set off - with my 

bigger cage in the back of the car with the luggage, and me sitting in 

my travelling cage on the rear seat behind the driver, as usual. I like 

this very much because I can sit there on my left foot, whilst hanging 

on to the side of the cage with my right foot.    

 

We had a lovely drive up there - no sign of any snow until we got to 

the Lake District. It turns out that the only snow they had had, had 

fallen that night, before we arrived. Anyway, just before 3.30 pm we 

were driving slowly along this lane out of Grasmere towards the house 

that she had rented, when we came to a bit of a slope covered with 

packed down snow. We got about halfway up it when the car slithered 

to a halt. Every time she tried to move, the car just slithered around. 

So he gets out and goes around to demonstrate his superior skills. Of 

course, he could not do any better. Eventually he decided to reverse 

down the slope so that he could get a run at it.  By that time traffic was 

building up behind him, so it actually took him about twenty minutes 

before he eventually got to the bottom, and was able to get a clear run 

at it. So we arrived at Little Parrock, just before it got dark.    

It was not long after that that the Bells arrived, and a very pleasant 

week in the Lake District was had by all. I especially liked all the fuss 

that they made of me. You would think that they had never seen a 

parrot before - not that I am complaining you understand - I just loved 

all the attention!    

In no time at all it was the long journey home. In a way I was not sorry 

- well they had not taken me out once in all the time that we were there. 
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The car ride home was most enjoyable, no sign of any snow now, and 

in no time it seemed we were home again.    

   

We had a lot of snowy weather in November and lots more in January. 

Whilst it looks lovely, and some people play with snowballs and build 

snowmen, us birds do not like it at all. The cold days meant being 

restricted to the house - and that meant NO BATH!!!!!    

Quite unlike children, young parrots like the water, and just love to 

bath. Well fortunately, he knows this and tried all manner of ways of 

providing me with an indoor bath. I really enjoyed watching some of 

his stupid attempts to please me. I made him keep at it - it was really 

very funny - by pretending each of his experiments was going to work, 

and then flying away at the last minute.    

Of course I could not keep it up and eventually I got so itchy I had to 

get in and splash around. Actually, I quickly decided I liked bathing 

indoors. What with warm water and a nice comfortable temperature to 

dry off in, it was a “bit of alright”, as we birds say. It was possible to 

get really wet without half freezing to death. And, then there was the 

pleasure of flying over them and drenching them in the spray as I 

flapped my sodden wings. Round and round I go, and they are 

exclaiming, “shoo, shoo you rotten little so and so.” Well, I suppose I 

am a bit of a “whatname”, just occasionally.   

 

Then he has started making quite a “to-do” over my nibbling away at 

the carrot, celery and apple that he gives me every day. Oh, “Look at 

the way he has sculpted this he will say”. It is just that when I have 

nothing better to do, I like to round all the edges off so that there is 

some symmetry to the thing, and I like to get my bite marks evenly 

spaced on the apple. Other days I feel in a destructive mood and just 

hack away until it has all gone. I cannot see what all the fuss is about.    
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Chapter 19 

  

Late Spring 

  

Then, of course, just when I thought I had it made, the weather 

started to improve. The next thing I know they drag me off to Auntie 

Sandra whilst they go off to that Portugal place. What they get up 

to when I am not around to look after them I don't know, but back 

they come after a few days, with him hobbling along on crutches. It 

seems that he ruptured an Achilles tendon, whatever that is. 

Anyway he groans around for days making the most of it, looking 

for sympathy. Listening to them I get the impression that they are 

mesmerised with this Portugal, wherever that is.   After that 

dreadful winter spring came quite early, thank goodness. In no time 

at all I was back outside, enjoying the delights of flying backwards 

and forwards in my aviary, and bathing as often as I felt like it. Life 

was so good...    

 

I should have realised that something dreadful was going to happen.  

Well, he says to me, you are going to stay with Auntie Sandra for a 

few days. So far so good - and it was only a few days. A few days 

with those stupid little African finches I can put up with, but when 

they collected me it was none of this - “How are you little fellow?”  

- “Have you had a good time?” It was all talk of this Portugal place 

and not a bit of interest in ME!    

So I gave them the best of my sulks, I really did. I turned my back 

on them, ignored all the bits of millet that they offered me - only 

sneaking off to recover them when they were not looking. I 

managed to keep this up for nearly two days, and then somehow I 

forgot.  Well, I like them to make a fuss of me, and all this sulking 

was starting to keep them away.    
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Then it was back to Auntie Sandra again for what seemed to me 

for- ever (it was actually about three weeks Ed.). This really was a 

bit much - we were having lovely weather and I was stuck with 

those awful African finches, in their aviary with no decent views. 

And they really are so stupid, their vocabulary is so limited. All 

they do is repeat the same inarticulate rubbish over and over. Not 

like us parrots - we are renowned for our intelligence and extensive 

vocabularies.    

   

Well, of course, it wasn't just the finches which got me down. 

Auntie Sandra and her husband were clearly not getting along too 

well, and I found that a bit upsetting. You know how we parrots 

are, we are very susceptible to atmosphere, and it was not so good. 

Anyway I heard Auntie Sandra say she was leaving and would not 

be able have me again.    

I thought, “Great, so they won't be going off to Portugal again.” Too 

much to hope for, I am afraid. The next thing they are telling me is 

that I am off to have a holiday with a new Auntie - Auntie Val.   
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Chapter 20  

  

Later 

  

Well, now where had I got to? We parrots may be very articulate but 

our memories are not always so good. Oh, yes. I was just going to 

tell you about my new Auntie. It seems that Auntie Sandra and her 

husband had not been getting on too well and had decided to go their 

separate ways. So tell me some news! I had lived in their house with 

them so I knew all about that. What I did not know was that they had 

been out finding me a new holiday home.   

   

Auntie Val lives at Tangmere with an African Grey parrot called 

Blobby (or Blobs), and two Great Danes called Lola and Charlie. 

Charlie is a big dog whilst Lola is only a puppy but quite big at that. 

Anyway time came for me to go and stay with them. I was a bit 

apprehensive, but I soon knew that did not need to be. It turned out 

very well - Blobs talks a great deal and has taught me a lot since he 

is also a lot older than me. He is very good company and keeps me 

amused.     

 

As I got to know her, I got to like Aunty Val very much. She is very 

nice, and makes quite a fuss of me - so of course I like her. When 

they come to collect me I am really pleased to see them, but I enjoy 

my holidays there too. On one occasion I heard them talking with 

Auntie Val about her having me for a few more days, and Auntie Val 

said, “A few more days, why I would have him forever he is such a 

delightful little fellow”.   

 

I have now been going to Auntie Val for about two years, and I have 

grown to love her very much. She is very kind to me, and Blobby is  

such good company too.  
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The other thing I enjoy is the regular visitors that they have. Most of 

them are good fun - spending a lot of time watching me show off and 

feeding me bits of millet. Auntie Cindy is our most frequent visitor, 

and she makes a big fuss of me, and then Uncle Erroll is a good sport. 

It is really quite nice that the house is always busy, and so life has 

become very sweet, not to mention good fun.   

 

Editor’s Note   
Poor Rosie was always a bit behind with his diary, and regrettably, 
this is as far as he got.  
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Chapter 21 

 

Postscript 
    

 Saturday 27th July 2013 dawned overcast, with the threat of rain, not 
unlike many other recent days. The table was being laid for breakfast, 
and Rosie was being offered bits of millet, which he was so fond of.  
Since there were some guests staying he was quite excited at having an 
audience to show off to.    
 
Up and down the perch he went, head to one side, chest puffed out - 

strutting his stuff. Then without warning he fell off the perch, wings 

aflutter, falling to bottom of the cage on his back, where he lay 

absolutely still. He must have been dead before he hit the floor, his eyes 

were open, and there was no breathing or pulse discernible. He had had 

a massive heart attack. 

    

What can anyone say - it was such shock. The delightful little fellow 

who brought such fun, affection and gentleness to our lives, and who 

was so loved by all who knew him.  

   

We shall always remember that he choose us, rather us choosing him. 

He was probably unique in that respect - it was an aspect of his powerful 

influence on everyone who had contact with. He was an excellent 

communicator -whilst he had no words he conveyed his meaning 

unambiguously, and in turn seemed to read us accurately.  We will 

never forget him sitting up and having his meals with us, occasionally 

going for a drink from his water-butt when we had a sip of wine, or 

drink of tea.   

  

He was a loving member of the family, a really good friend to us, and a 

joy to be with. We shall never forget him.    

 

Rupert “Rosie” Rosella 

2nd March 2006 - 27th July 2013 

R I P 
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