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Norma - Guardian, Jennifer 
Plombon 
 
Norma was my first hedgehog. 
She began to show signs and 
symptoms of WHS at a young age 
(5 months) and was helped 
across the Bridge, when she was 
no longer willing to stay in her 
body, at the age of 21 months. 
During the course of her illness, 
she showed me the true meaning 

of bravery, of grace, of patience, and of love. I have never met a 
braver being; she tried many therapies and was willing to stay with me 
for longer than I would have wished for her, in hopes that we could 
find some therapy, some medication, that would treat or slow this 
terrible disease. After her death, her body went to Dr. Spraker at Colo-
rado State to help him learn more about WHS. Everything I do for 
animals in my life today is done in honor of Norma, a true Animal An-
gel. 

Cinder  (Feb 19, 2003 – Jan 
28,06) - Guardians, Nancy and 
Jess Denny 

Cinder was a beautiful girl with 
her cinnamon coloured quills, 
wiggly pink nose and beautiful 
shiny black eyes.   

Cinder gave us many of our ‘firsts’ 
with hedgehogs.  She was our first hedgehog purchased from a 
breeder. She was our first pregnant girl, our first to have babies, and 
our first to cannibalize a litter. She was our first deathly ill hedgehog, 
our first to need syringe feeding, our first requiring round the clock 
care. Sadly, Cinder was our first WHS hedgehog and our first to be 
euthanized. 

Cinder taught us so much. 

Cinder was a year old and newly pregnant when we got her.  At first 
she seemed indifferent to us.  We didn’t know if that was just Cinder, 
her pregnancy, or her coming to a new home as an adult.  She canni-
balized that litter and carried on as if nothing had happened.  We on 
the other hand were shocked as I know most people are with a first 
cannibalization.   

Months later we decided to try again for babies.  This time Cin was 
very comfortable with us.  Her pregnancy went well but 10 days be-
fore her due date, major construction started directly across from us.  
Three days before her due date she gave birth to 7 stillborn babies.  
She lost more blood than I thought any creature could lose and still be 
alive.  The vet didn’t hold out much hope for her survival.  She had a 
severe uterine infection the vet believes brought on by the death of 
her babies inside her after the construction started.  If she did survive 
and got stronger she would need to be spayed.  We took things one 
day at a time and with round the clock care, feeding and antibiotics 
Cinder did survive and amazingly survived the surgery as well.   

Cin’s recovery was slow and she took weeks to start regaining her 
strength back.  When she did we noticed a very slight almost imper-

it was very frustrating for me when I started to get sick. Mom took 
good care of me and fed me with a syringe, but I didn’t like not being 
able to do things for myself. I don’t want to be remembered as I was 
when I was sick—I want people to remember the bright-eyed, happy 
Herbie who ate mealies and ran ran ran on his wheel. That’s who I’ll 
always be to mom. 

A Letter from Safiyya Pearl- 

My name is Safiyya Pearl. I got 
to live to almost 5 years old 
before I got so sick that my 
mom had to help me cross the 
Rainbow Bridge. I was a very, 
very beautiful girl as you can 
see from my picture. I always 
took care to keep my feet 

clean, my tummy fluffy and white, and my eyes bright. I also watched 
my figure by eating nothing but organic, free-range chicken and tur-
key, wild-caught salmon (and lots of it, pleeze!), and organic fruits and 
vegetables. I even made my mom feed organic veggies, wheat and 
bran meals to my insects. I had discerning tastes and preferred the 
colors pink, green and blue because they’re soothing and happy. See 
my wheel? See the smile on my face? I told you they were happy 
colors! My hobbies included “blankie partays” (where I could go under 
the blankie and peek out just enough to see all the fun), running on 
my wheel, eating meal worms, and hanging out with my friends Adara, 
Anais and Flamingo. I also liked to chew on my wooden hidey hut. 
Boy, I could spend hours licking and chewing on that thing! Mom fi-
nally got tired of me making a mess out of my quills and would hide 
the hut away sometimes. Then she would give me a plastic hut to hide 
underneath. Pffftt! Everyone who’s anyone knows that plastic is no-
where near as fun as wood! 

I came to my mom when I was just a tiny baby hoggie. There were 
many people who loved me and who wanted me to go home with 
them, but my first mom told my new mom that I could go home with 
her. I’m happy it worked out that way. I got to have adventures every 
night, and socialize with the other girls who were my bestest hedge-
friends. I loved attention and free range time. I would dance around in 
front of the door to my house trying to get mom’s attention to come let 
me out. When she came over, I always walked right out into her 
hands, and we would have our together time on the floor. I could al-
ways tell when mom was sad or needed me. When she felt bad, I 
would lie down beside her and snuggle her ‘till she felt better. Mom 
and I were always good friends. We only had one disagreement ever 
where I had to remind her who was boss of the house. But it wasn’t 
her fault—she just forgot how things were supposed to be. 

I had a brother who came to live with us, too. His name is Jool. He still 
lives with my mom and free ranges and snuggles with her at night. 
He’s a good hog, for a boy. 

Like my friend Herbie, I didn’t like getting sick, either. When I couldn’t 
play on the floor with my friend Flamingo anymore, I got really sad. 
Mom tried very hard to make me feel better, but a lady always knows 
when it’s time to go, and I told her when I was ready. I’ll always re-
member my mom, my brother and my hedgie-girl friends. Being with 
them made my life good. 
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Kiwi and Poppy - Guardians Laurel and Wayne Sedgwick 

Kiwi –  

Kiwi was an impulse purchase that I 
never regretted.  He was the last of a 
group of babies for sale by a dealer at 
the 2003 Mile High Hedgehog  show.  
As I stood by the dealer’s table hold-
ing him, he fell asleep in my hand.  
He was so tiny, the runt of the litter, 
and cute. I was a goner.  But how 

would I get him home, since I had flown to Denver and had no ar-
rangements to fly a hedgehog back?! 

 

Various friends, especially Brenda Sandoval, egged me on.  I sought 
out Teresa Johnson (Hedgewitch) for a possible overland ride for 
Kiwi.  Perhaps Teresa could drop him off in Illinois on her way back to 
her home which at the time was in Maryland.  She graciously agreed. 

 

One of my favorite Kiwi stories occurred when he spent the night with 
a bunch of attentive foster caretakers at Sherry Songhurst’s home in 
Denver.  Everyone was holding hedgehogs and playing with them.  
Some how Kiwi extricated himself from the grip of his foster human 
and made his way directly to the nearest female.  Just 6 weeks old, he 
began to sing for all he was worth! 

And he was a Romeo throughout his life.  He chased our girl, Brigit, 
endlessly, singing his little heart out.   Fortunately (since, of course, 
he was later to develop WHS), Brigit viewed him as a nerdy younger 
brother, and ran like hell rather than succumb to his charms.  We also 
did not breed him to any other females. 

My first glimpse of the primary male reproductive organ was courtesy 
of Kiwi.  He learned to pleasure himself at an early age, and seemed 
to do so at least once a day.  I was constantly finding those white 
sticky blobs that could not be removed without tearing the vellux.  I 
guess I caught him in the act, ‘cause once when I opened his blanket, 
he was on his back, and here was this purplish thing that looked like a 
gangrenous leg sticking up.  I freaked for a second, then remembered 
what I’d read on the bulletin boards.  You’ll know what I’m talking 
about if you’ve seen one; and if you haven’t, just wait!  It’s quite an 
experience. 

Kiwi bravely fought a very difficult illness (a tumor of the skull as well 
as WHS), and we lost him far too soon.  I remember though, how I 
half-chuckled through my tears when I was reading through his ne-
cropsy and saw the notation that his reproductive system was func-
tional and healthy.  He taught us many good (and sometimes enter-
taining) lessons about hedgehog sexuality. 

Poppy -  

Poppy (Popcorn) and her sister, ‘Nilla 
(Vanilla Bean) came home with us from 
the Detroit Hedgehog Show in the fall of 
2004.  We already had hedgehogs and 
didn’t intend to get any more, yet ended 

up with two. 

ceptible stiffness in her hind end when she first got up.  At first we put 
it down to her not being back to normal yet or arthritis but there was 
something about her that told me this was more serious than what we 
were hoping it was. 

As the months went on, Cinder’s stiffness increased slightly, she went 
on numerous hunger strikes, needing to be syringe fed and then over 
a couple of weeks she went from running on her wheel to requiring 
help to stand.  Both the vet and Jess and I agreed this was most likely 
WHS and we realized then what a blessing in disguise it was that 
Cinders babies had died as they would have been the start to our 
breeding herd.   

Cinder was a brave girl who fought a long battle with her disease.  
She loved our cuddle times and seemed content with her life such as 
it was.  One Friday night as Jess was trying to feed her she kept chok-
ing and we knew that when the vet opened the next morning we 
would be saying goodbye to our sweet Cinder.   

Cinder was a special girl and we are thankful to have had her in our 
life.   

Chewy - Guardians, Sondra and 
Kimberly Harman 

Chewy, formally named Chew-
bacca was our first owner relin-
quishment. The woman who 
owned him had moved and her 
new landlord said Chewy couldn’t 
stay, plus she said she had sud-
denly become allergic to him.  I 
think it was because he had taken 

to biting her hard enough to draw blood. In any case he came to us on 
medication, he had gotten a scratch on his belly and it got infected. 
He was living in a 3 floor condo, the bottom floor had 3 inches of 
these hard pellets he had to go across to get to his wheel. He wasn't 
with us long before I realized something was wrong. He seemed to be 
having trouble getting around and couldn't get to his food on the third 
floor. So we converted his home to one level and removed the hard 
pellets that seemed to scratch his belly.  Over the next couple of 
months he got progressively worse until he could no longer move. 
During his last night with us he seemed to be in pain if he stayed in 
one position for too long.  We sat up together and I moved him when-
ever he seemed uncomfortable.  In the morning we helped him cross 
the rainbow bridge. 

Chewy's favorite past time was to see if he could bite me. It became a 
game to see who was faster and towards the end he didn't try very 
hard to get me. I don’t know if it was because he was so sick or be-
cause he just liked me, but his bites never broke the skin. 

Chewy was our first sick hedgie. He taught us so much and prepared 
us for so many more losses and sick hedgies that would come into 
our lives. As hard as it is caring for a sick or terminal loved one, I 
wouldn't give up one minute with any of them.  

Thank you Chewy Magooie, for teaching us that through the tears and 
heartbreak we can go on.  We still miss you, Sondra & Kimberly 

 



 

HWS NEWSLETTER JULY / AUGUST 2007                                                                                                                                          PAGE  12 

and made many friends at the Milwaukee Hedgehog Rendezvous, 
including her Aunt Penni (G), who afterwards interacted with her over 
the internet. 

We still miss her very much and will certainly remember her as long 
as we live.  I know I will cry with happiness when I see her running to 
meet me from the Rainbow Meadows! 

 

Spriggat, Sage, Pickle, Acacia 
the Egg - Guardian, Sarah 
Shore 

Spriggat… Sage… Pickle… 
Acacia the Egg…  Such memo-
ries your names invoke.  Playful 
days when you were young and 
healthy…  The quiet, tender 
moments when your illness be-
gan to take over…  Those pain-
ful days when it was time for you 
to leave.   

Spriggat was the aunt and gen-
erous foster mom to Sage & 
Pickle and kept the cleanest 
wheel ever despite being a 
marathon runner.  A gentle soul 
with an independent nature, 
Spriggat’s favorite things to play 
with were books and magazines.  
Sage & Pickle – sisters, insepa-
rable, yet so different.  Sage was 
spunky, outgoing, loved her 
wheel and plastic ball, and most 
of all loved attention.  At a very 
young age she learned that a 
loud squeak would bring me 
running, a trick she used when-
ever she wanted to be held.    
Pickle was shy, but loving – she 
never had much use for a wheel, 
but would sit next to it while 
Sage ran, just to be near her 
sister.  She was also the best 
companion for snuggling on the 
couch.  Acacia the Egg was a 

beautiful albino, with such a mellow, affectionate temperament.  She 
charmed everyone she met with her calm, friendly manner.  I was 
completely enchanted with her on our very first meeting when, as an 
8-week-old baby she crawled all over my hands, licked my fingers and 
then promptly curled up and went to sleep, right in my palm.    

Spriggat, Sage, Pickle, Acacia the Egg – thank you for everything.  
You are missed. 

 

Both girls were black-eyed whites.  ‘Nilla was a spectacular Silver 
Charcoal White, while Poppy was a more subdued Chocolate White – 
but Poppy was all personality.  She was her sister’s protector from 
Day One.   

All was well the first year.  Then we decided to breed the girls at the 
Mile High Show in 2005.  I had a USDA license, lineage, and excellent 
stud service.  Both became pregnant, but neither produced surviving 
babies.  I did not know (and nobody told me) that black-eyed whites 
frequently do not do well with pregnancy.  I still tend to blame myself.  
After their pregnancies, neither girl seemed quite “right,” but visits to 
the vet did not reveal much more than some bad teeth and benign 
mouth polyps. 

‘In April, 2006, ‘Nilla crossed due to a massive anaphylactic reaction 
which, as we learned later, was due to cancer of the spleen.  By this 
time, Poppy was having trouble walking.  Her back legs seemed weak 
and she was unbalanced.  When she started to exhibit circling behav-
ior, our vet made a tentative diagnosis of a brain tumor. 

(Subsequent developments, however, pretty much convinced every-
body that she had WHS.  We were unfortunately unable to confirm 
this with a necropsy, because the available tissues were not viable.) 

Poppy fought her illness with a fierce strength and fortitude that were 
remarkable, surviving almost a year from onset of clear symptoms 
and six months from near-total paralysis.  She did NOT want to go 
until she was damn well ready.   OTOH, she was the sweetest hedge-
hog I’ve ever known.  Throughout the course of her illness she was 
responsive, never cranky, and always did her best to cooperate with 
whatever weird thing we did to her as we tried to improve her health.  

I gave her a bath every morning, dried her off with warm air from a 
hair dryer, and then we tag-team fed her a large syringe of food, lots 
of water, and meds (preds seemed to help the most).  Aunt Mabel 
was her nearly constant companion, holding and caring for her (and 
singing to her; and feeding her Dairy Queen soft-serve, her most fa-
vorite thing to eat) when Wayne and I had to be away at work.  The 
morning routine was repeated in the evening, with the addition of fruit 
and veggie treats (fresh, then baby food from a small syringe).   

While she could still eat solid food, we fed her as many mealies as 
she wanted.  As it became progressively more difficult for her to chew 
the insects, I started buying mealies in mini size.  I also searched for 
pale white-colored worms that had just shed their skins, since they 
were especially tender. 

Her staple foods were Boost, watered-down babyfood meat, K/d an 
Jeanne’s Special Recipe.  This was modified by substituting pumpkin 
for sweet potatoes to balance her digestion.  

As her paralysis progressed, we adjusted our feeding techniques.  I 
supplemented her diet with SubQ fluids.  She got so thin, this was 
very difficult.  But she never tried to bite or raise her visor quills, even 
though she could have done so throughout most of her illness. 

I really think she had a pretty good quality of life, right up until she 
crossed (on her own, in her sleep, in the middle of the night).  She 
was very alert and congenial, even in the late stages of her illness, 

Spritggat 

Sage 

Pickle 

Acacia the Egg 



 
 

Monty was a rehome.  He came 
to me when he was about two 
years old.  He was in very good 
shape and looked just like Alice.  
Monty came to me right after 
Alice crossed and helped with 
the huge void that Alice left in 
my life.  Some of you met Monty 
at the Milwaukee show. 

Monty was a quiet little guy that never complained about anything.  He 
never ate any bugs, turned his nose up at everyone.  His only vise 
was yogurt drops, he just loved them.  Monty developed a limp. The 
thing was he limped on one side then the other.  Never any rhyme or 
reason to the limping.  He gradually lost the use of his back legs.  Yet 
he still ran on his bucket wheel like a mad man using only his front 
feet.  Monty lived for well over a year with his disability, and fed him-
self until the day he passed. 

Monty was a little man that never huffed, puffed or complained in any 
way.  He was a true gentleman and a love! 

It all started with Nancy 
Deny writing to me pri-
vately, letting me know 
there was a hedgie at 
the Michigan Humane 
Society.  MHS had 
Pearl listed as a two 
year old albino.  I just 
love albino hedgies!  

Imagine my surprise when they brought Pearl out, she was a ruby 
eyed cinacot.  Pearl was a very calm and snuggly girl.  She loved to 
nap on my lap with her head sticking out from under blanket.  Pearl 
also was the only hedgie I've ever had that seemed to always have a 
wet nose.  She would sneeze wet juicy sneezes that would spray me.  
I did often wonder if she was allergic to me.  She never did make it 
into the condos.  I have to admit, she was a favorite that lived her life 
out in the living room with me.   

Pearl went to the Milwaukee show, there the judges agreed that she 
was much older than the two years that the MHS had guessed at.  
Pearl took the best senior female ribbon, her mom was so proud!  Not 
long after the Milwaukee show, Pearl began to show symptoms of 
WHS. She took to syringe feedings like a champ.  When syringe feed-
ing, I hold my hedgies in my left palm sort of on their rump, with legs 
facing me.  Sometimes there is a little dribbling on the chest.  Until 
she lost her mobility, Pearl would lick up any dribbles off her chest.  
The Colorado people said she was the chubbiest hedgehog with WHS 
they had ever seen.  About six months into her illness, Pearl devel-
oped sporadic vaginal bleeding.  She did have a very large uterine 
tumor.  At this time it is believed that the cancer caused her to lost her 
battle for life. 

Pearl is now back home where she belongs.  She stays in a small 
square purple box that is so very dear to my heart.   

  

 Vincent, Lauren, Monty, Pearl - Guardian, Cindy DeLaRosa 

Vincent was our first hedge-
hog and we thought we had 
done our homework before 
bringing her home.  She 
came from a pet store that I'm 
sure would have told me any-
thing so I would take her 
home.  Vincent was full grown 
when we first met her, so I 
have no idea how old she 
was.   She had a severe case 

of mites and at one point in her life her rear knee joint was destroyed.  

Rick, my youngest son, was her main care giver.  Vincent loved Rick 
and bit me every chance she got.  There were a few times she even 
managed to bit me while in Rick’s hands.  Because of her bad knee, 
Vincent couldn't use a wheel, she couldn't climb.  Every night Rick 
would get the VHS tapes and line the living room floor with them so 
Vincent could run free without getting into trouble. 

It's really hard to tell when Vincent's WHS symptoms started because 
she always wobbled when she walked.  She lost the use of her front 
feet first. I syringe fed her for four months before her battle became to 
hard for her.  Vincent was one of the strongest willed hedgehogs I've 
ever met. 

 

Lauren came to live with us 
when she was a mere five 
weeks old.  She was eating 
on her own and did very well.  
Lauren taught me all about 
the hedgie scream of death 
when she got her body stuck 
in a TP tube.  She was an 
only child, and acted like it.  
Lauren was a small girl, 
weighting in at 300 grams.  

Yet she was the boss of the condo, she lived in with four of her best 
friends.  She would huff and puff while looking at you straight in the 
eye.  She didn't roll up or put down her visor quills. 

The girls each had a wheel of their own, but preferred to run in a fig-
ure eight around their 20 grid condo floor.  Lauren's first symptom of 
WHS was tripping over her own feet while trying to keep up with the 
gang during their nightly run.  We had a hard time keeping her weight 
up.  When she lost most of her mobility, she lived in a bin with Alice.  
Alice had a broken back.  No matter how far apart I placed them, 
every time I came to get them up, they were snuggled together.  Lau-
ren didn't handle her disability well and started to self mutilate.  At that 
point I helped her cross. 

Lauren was my bossy girl, who always knew what she wanted.  And 
she just expected you to give it to her.  
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