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It's been a very busy fall for The Hedgehog Welfare Society.  Just wanted to share 

some of the events that have been taking place behind the scenes. 
 

First we were contacted by a lady who works at a Hospice Center in Rochester, 

N.Y.  She said that they had a patient there who was crazy about hedgehogs but 

had never actually met one.  She was wondering if there was any way we could 

arrange for a visit from a real live hedgehog.  I put out a call on both the Hedgehog 

Welfare and Hedgehog Help chat groups and was immediately contacted by both 

Heather Marshall and Nancy Johnston.  Nancy ended up taking not only her own 

hedgehog but her daughter's to visit the patient.  Thank you both for stepping up 

to the plate and giving this lady a chance to experience holding a hedgie. 
 

Donnasue Graesser was also contacted by the folks from Animal Planet.  As most 

of you know, they air Puppy Bowl right before the Super Bowl in February every 

year.  



Any information contained in this newsletter is for informational purposes only and is not intended as a 

replacement for  veterinary care if your hedgehog is sick or injured.  The HWS cannot be held liable for 

any information contained in this newsletter. 
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They were wondering if we could bring in some hedgies to be 

filmed as cheerleaders.  Again, the call went out, and we got sev-

eral folks, Ashley Akenson, Elaine Becker, Donna Henry and Jenn 

Smith to go to NYC for the filming.  The filming had to be cancelled 

once because of Hurricane Sandy but finally got done.  Animal 

Planet has asked that we not publish any details until mid-January, 

so hopefully we'll have some stories by the participants in the next 

issue. 

 

And finally, we were contacted by someone from National Geo 

Wild.  They're doing a show on small pets and wanted to do a seg-

ment on hedgehogs and specifically wanted some rescued hedgies 

to be on the show.  Since they film on the west coast, I put out a 

call to Jennifer Plombon.   Jennifer and hedgies Pip (a Tweed) and 

Ziggy met with the camera crews for over five hours.  Hopefully, 

Jenn will be writing an article about their experiences and will let 

us know when the show will air. 

 

Alice’s new buddy, Pineapple 



 

 

 

My son Galway got a hedgehog at the end of 2009 and named the tiny male Aman.  Aman loved my son. He 

nestled in Galway’s beard,  eagerly came out to see him and happily sat nestled in his lap. But Aman did not 

love me. When I reached for him he either leaped to pin cushion me or used a fast and efficient left head 

swipe.  

When Aman was just over two months old, he went into hibernation twice.   He needed an extra warm 

room. Then my son moved to Colorado for graduate school. Between the cold weather there and the 

amount of time that would be required to  care for a hedgehog, it seemed unwise for him to take Aman.  

Soon  Aman became my responsibility.  He  adjusted to me but never grew close. 

The summer before he turned one, Aman developed a limp. I immediately took him to a vet. She consulted 

with other vets and told me it was a neurological condition which caused his leg to draw up.  She said it was 

possible he could adjust and still get along. I was to bring him back in a week.  

However, it immediately became clear that Aman didn’t intend to live that long. He stopped eating and 

drinking. I knew that I had to do something immediately if he was to survive. I started to syringe water for 

him and first tried holding the food dish up for him. When he wouldn’t eat out of the dish, I held the food 

(kibble) in my hand and he ate. 

When we returned to the vet, I asked why Aman wouldn’t eat out of the dish. She said maybe he liked having 

me wait on him. I thought that seemed rather human for a hedgehog but I learned I had severely under  
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estimated Aman! 

With difficulty, he began to move himself around a little. I tried to find a way to build something to help him 

move but he didn’t like anything I tried. I knew there had been animals who got around well without the use 

of all their legs but I decided that hedgies were front driven animals.  Because his front leg was drawing up, 

he couldn’t move himself well.   

I fed him but was worried because I never knew if I was giving him enough food and water. I kept him with 

me all the time either in a cloth bag or in a plastic carry box with blankets in the bottom.  At night I put him in 

his cage to sleep and took him out first thing in the morning.  

During the weeks that followed, Aman taught me to listen to him, to understood what it was he needed me 

to know. He did it by devising and teaching me a language of signals.  It started with food. I had always fed all 

the hedgies by leaving out small bowls of food and letting them eat what they wanted. Now, I was worried 

that I didn’t know how much and how often he needed his kibble. He still had to be encouraged to eat and 

drink. When he’d had enough at any time, he turned his head away. I know this gesture  is common to most 

hedgies and can mean “I don’t want to take my medicine, the new food or anything else.” 

One day while I was holding him, he stared at me and started to make a chewing motion. I was afraid some-

thing was wrong but couldn’t find anything in his mouth that would be bothering him. This went on for a 

couple of days until I finally realized he was asking for food. I really can’t get over how slow I was in under-

standing this process.  As time continued, there were times when he  would lick his lips in a continuous fast 

motion, again while staring into my eyes. I realized that he wanted water then. When he had enough, he 

would turn his head away. In time, if it was only a temporary break in his meal, he would just turn away.  

However, sometimes he was just resting in the process. He began to give a sharp huff to tell me he wasn’t 

ready to stop if I started to put the food or water away.                                                         Continued on page 5 

Aman and the cat napping on Galway’s lap. 
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One night he managed to crawl out of his blankets and didn’t get back under them. When I found him he was 

cold. I moved him into the plastic box, right next to my head, on the bed. From there, if he wanted me in the 

night, he would edge out of his blankets and prop himself up in a sitting position and kick the side of the box. 

My son Galway has been a diabetic since he was just a few months old so I am very attuned to small noises 

during the night. 

When Aman was unable to move from under the blankets, I moved him onto my chest to sleep through the 

night in his bag. If he needed to use the litter box, he would whimper softly and I would move him to it. He 

would wake me for food and water. Sometimes he woke me when he wanted me to play with him.  

I was worried that since he no longer had a normal hedgehog life, he wouldn’t have enough stimulation. For 

the first time I took him outside  in the grass. He hated it! 

When we traveled I took him out of his bag so he could smell the air.  He did so enthusiastically. I also played 

apps on my I-phone. He liked soft music and slowly moving pictures. If he didn’t like an app, he would huff 

and turned his face away. Hedgehogs are not subtle in their dislikes, just in their illnesses. 

I have a five-inch plastic hedgehog which slowly turns colors. When I showed it to Aman he was very inter-

ested.  The first night I showed it to him, he stared at it for a long time. We went to sleep and in about an 

hour he told me he wanted more food, which was unusually early. He halfheartedly nibbled a kibble and 

then swiveled his head to look at the hedgehog. He continued to wake me throughout the night to look at 

the colorful hedgehog. 

While he had never been interested in soft toys, he took to carrying around a two-inch plush turtle. He car-

ried it everywhere. When I took him out of his bag, he would reach back into the bag to get his turtle. 

In the evening he began to sit on my shoulder  under my shirt.  He would nose up and down when he wanted 

to move to the top of my chest outside the shirt.   I would place him and he would turn over on his back with 

help, then nose my shirt over his eyes, and I would rub his stomach.  

He continued to recognize and love Galway whenever he visited. Aman  used his ‘language’ with him also.  

Aman died in the summer when he was less than two years old. It broke my heart but the end came quickly.  

I can only stress that 

 1) I didn’t teach Aman anything.  He taught me. 

2) If I ever had another hedgehog in the same condition, I would have no idea how to teach it to use 

 these signals. 

3) Hedgies can be scary smart. 

Aman in the grass. 



 

 

 

As we approach the new year, it's time for our hedgies to get their running shoes out of the mothballs and 

start practicing for the annual Hedgehog Welfare Society Wheel-a-Thon which is our big fund-raiser each 

year.  It will take place on Hedgehog Day, February 2.  For those of you not familiar with the Wheel-a-Thon, 

the hedgies get pledges for their running on that night (fixed amounts...not per mile).  We're hoping to 

make this year's Wheel-a-Thon bigger and better than ever.  Right after the first of the year, we'll be send-

ing out sign-up sheets to participants and looking for prizes to give to the runners, so get those little sneak-

ers on your wee feet, and start practicing. 

http://www.clker.com/ 



Happy New Year everyone!  Hope you all had a festive holiday season filled with the things 

and people you love most.  May 2013 be your best year yet! 

As the hoopla and lights fade what’s left?  The final clean-up. How did that bow get stuck to 

the bottom of the sofa?  Get those outside decorations down before the neighbors start 

pointing.  Pull the last of the tree needles out of the carpet.  It’s sure a lot more fun getting 

in to the season than getting out, isn’t it?  

We are now in the midst  of  elections for the HWS Board.  I’d like to thank everyone who is 

running for a Board position and  everyone who takes  the time to cast a ballot.  To the 

Board of 2012 - - thank you for all you did last year. 

Our wheel-a-thon is fast approaching (see related article in this newsletter).  It’s HWS’s 

biggest fund raiser of the year.  Please consider getting involved this year either by getting 

pledges for your own hedgies, giving money to someone else’s hedgie as a pledge, or by 

simply taking this opportunity to write a check to HWS.  And remember, all monetary dona-

tions to HWS are tax deductible.  Help us raise funds so we can continue helping hedgehogs 

in need.  On behalf of the Board, and the hedgehogs, I thank each of you for your contribu-

tion. 

I’m sure you all already feel this way, but I’ll say it again, HEDGEHOGS RULE !!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

Exploring an ancient tree trunk 



 

 

Happy New Year everyone!!!! 

We had a big end-of-the-year party for the winter solstice on December 21st at The Ranch.  Thanks to Mariah 

for hosting us all. Sammie flew the shuttle and picked everyone up.  It was a casual affair, with laughter, 

food, games, crafts and conversation with good and dear friends.  It was the perfect way to kick off the holi-

day season for us all.  However, as you can see from the picture of Eula, some imbibed a bit too much! 

Speaking for everyone, we appreciate all that you do for us.  We love you like crazy, and we look forward to 

spending 2013 with you. 

Eulalia recovering from the effects of gas anesthesia. Photo by Cyndy Bennett. Used with permission. 
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Ms. Hufflie  (Photograph by Dyane Kirkland)  Used with permission. 

Mr. Pippin  (Photograph by Dyane Kirkland)  Used with permission. 

   
  



 

   

JANUARY BIRTHDAYS 

 

Jan. 10       Mr. Quillby Kirkland 

FEBRUARY BIRTHDAYS 

     Feb. 15                Tiegan Sikorski 

 Feb. 17             Gromit Woodring 

Quillby       (Photograph by Dyane Kirkland)  Used with permission. 



 

Note:  This article originally appeared in a British magazine, 1901 issue of Country Life Illustrated. (London: 

Hudson & Kearns. January 26, 1901, pages 104—105).   

charming pictures here shown belonged to different broods—one was photographed on June 15th and the 

other June 21st—and both consisted of five brothers and sisters. This is the usual number, though some-

times the litter consists of six. 

Tschudi, the Swiss naturalist, who knew more about hedgehogs than most people, says that the female pro-

duces her young in June, and that these are born blind, white, and sometimes with short spines, soft and 

laying flat. It is just possible that there may be the same variation in young “urchins” as in human infants, and 

that, if spikes represent hair, some are born with spikes visible, though soft. But variation of this kind is not 

usual in any class of animal. Like the doe rabbit, the sow hedgepig makes a nest in which the young may lie 

warm during the early days of helplessness. These particular Hedge-piglings squeaked incessantly at the age 

of eight days, and made no attempt to roll up when handled. It will be seen that their spines are nearly white 

at first, and get gradually darker as they grow older. In this picture they look like overgrown  gooseberries or 

“sea-mice.” 

The baby hedgehogs here shown are probably more 

fondly regarded by their mamma the longer and 

stronger their prickles grow. But it certainly does 

seem all against Nature that any young creatures 

should be so spiny and spiky that their mothers can-

not cuddle them, caress them, or take them to their 

bosom. It is a fact that young porcupines cease to be 

suckled by their mothers when the quills begin to 

grow on their heads and we suppose that the same 

thing happens with young hedgehogs. When the 

young porcupines are born, the quills are all just un-

der the skin. The young hedgehogs shown in the  

The really beautiful hedgehog’s nest here shown is a 

highly credible piece of architecture. By using a mag-

nifying glass it is possible to see of what it is made—

ivy leaves, beech leaves, nettle stems and leaves, 

dead grass of various kinds, dead bindweed, and 

some broad-leaved plant, which may be either grass 

or wheat leaves. It is rather odd that so awkward and 

cumbrous an animal should be able to collect the 

stuff for a nest of this kind. It is much better made 

than that in which the hedgehogs hibernate in win-

ter. When the young are about a fortnight old they  

 are very nearly as spikey as their mother.  The quills are then brown, sharp and closely set.  Moreover, they 

have learnt the two great lessons which denote that the hedge-pigling has now entered on what we may call 

man’s, or hog’s estate. It never squeaks, and it rolls up as soon as you look at it.  They have still a nest to 

 

 



One had found a cast snake’s skin, and was trying to eat the dry and horny morsel. The old mother had ac-

companied them as a matter of duty, but lay rolled up in a tight ball close by, as a kind of protest against 

such unprofessional conduct as eating in broad daylight. 

In the evening I have watched them feeding. The old hedgehog takes them into a meadow, where they hunt 

for snails and worms, turning over every leaf and looking for slugs under it. Tshudi says that they catch mice. 

How do they manage to do so? Also that they catch moles, seizing them when they come up to the surface of 

their run. The hedgehog’s teeth are quite as carnivorous as those of any beast of prey. But no one likes to set 

him among the criminal classes exactly. The fact is he is on the border line, and only does this sort of thing 

when he falls into temptation—that is, generally speaking. This is rather an involved sentence, showing how 

difficult it is to do special pleaders for a hedgehog. He will eat partridges’ and pheasants’ eggs. Per contra, he 

does not look for them, but only says, when he finds a nest, “eat and be thankful.” Last summer, near Bem-

bridge, in the Isle of Wight, the gardener at a house outside the village heard a chicken screaming in the 

night. He got up, went down, and then and there found a hedgehog eating a chicken which it had killed. This 

is the worst case I have heard of, and it is authentic. Other creatures manage to eat hedgehogs, for their 

skins are often found turned inside out, exactly as that of the extinct horny-skinned mylodon is turned inside 

out at the Natural History Museum. It is done in the case of the hedgehog as neatly as a coster turns a rabbit-

skin inside out, and is done, I believe, by stoats, and perhaps by foxes. A man who kept ferrets in Berkshire 

used to give them hedgehogs to eat and they always turned the skins inside out in this way. The question 

suggests itself whether the mylodon’s skin may not have been turned inside out by some beast in the same 

way. Foxes manage to make the hedgehogs unroll, and adopt a very curious means to do so. Dogs also hunt 

them eagerly, but cannot open them.  A correspondent of the Field offers to take any number of hedgehogs, 

“up to a thousand,” at his place in Devonshire, as he “thinks they would do good there.” One wonders what 

experiment he can have in  view. 

http://etc.usf.educlipart/ 

QUITE GROWN UP 

Continued from page 12  

Which they go during the day. But, unfortunately, 

though they have old faces, with serious wrinkles 

across their noses, they have young stomachs, and 

often are so hungry, after they cease to draw suste-

nance from their mother, that they must go out by day 

and get a mouthful. I once  met a family out on an ex-

cursion of this kind in Yorkshire, in the reclaimed fen 

near Doncaster.  It was a blazing hot day, and the very 

grass in the marsh was warm. Among this long grass, 

by the side of a hedge, several youngsters of about the 

size of those shown in the picture were seeking food. 

 



 

 

Issued in 1989, this Russian hedgehog 

stamp was part of a collection of 6 ani-

mal stamps including a rabbit, a fox,  a 

badger, a squirrel and a zebra! 

A stamp printed in Mongolia shows an Erinaceus dauricus sundevall, circa 1983  

A Danish hedgehog stamp dedicated to 

the protection of wild animals, circa 

1975 

This circa 1999 postage stamp comes 

from the island of Jersey in the English 

Channel.   

Hungarian stamp issued circa 1953 



 

   

The Literary HedgehogThe Literary HedgehogThe Literary HedgehogThe Literary Hedgehog    
The Best Gift of All  

By Jonathan Emmett. Vanessa Cabban, illustrator 

Emmett, Jonathan.  Vanessa Cabban, illustrator.  The Best Gift of All. Cambridge, Massachu-

setts: Candlewick Press, 2008. ISBN 9780763638603.  $15.99 ($9.91 paperback) 

This beautiful picture book is the fourth of Jonathan Em-

mett’s creations to feature his character Mole.   

In this story Mole is missing his friends.  It’s been raining 

all week and, as Mole says, “The only place to be in this 

weather is underground.”   

Mole is particularly concerned about his friend  Rabbit 

whom he has not seen for days.  He decides to tunnel to 

Rabbit’s burrow so that he won’t need to go out in the 

rain. 

As he is digging Mole is startled when he is suddenly 

bombarded with acorns from above.  It seems that his 

friend Squirrel is trying to store them in a hole that 

reaches the tunnel.  Squirrel asks if she can join Mole on 

his visit with Rabbit.  He quickly agrees.  

Meanwhile Hedgehog has discovered a pile of dry leaves and settles down for a nap.  Suddenly he is startled 

by something scraping his backside.  It seems that his friends Mole and Squirrel have emerged from their 

tunnel while trying to find their  way around some tree roots.  They explain their mission and, of course, 

Hedgehog decides to join them. 

Rabbit lying in her burrow with a miserable cold.  She is just wishing her friends would drop in when Mole, 

Squirrel and Hedgehog fall through the ceiling of her burrow in a shower of dirt!  Her friends do everything 

they can to make Rabbit feel more comfortable.  Squirrel runs back through the tunnel to get nuts for Rabbit 

and Hedgehog fetches some of his dry leaves to make a fresh bed for Squirrel.   

Their activity makes Mole uncomfortable because he has not brought anything to Rabbit.  Then Rabbit 

cheers him up by explaining he has brought the best gift of all—FRIENDS. 

Vanessa Cabban’s  illustrations are well-suited to this gentle story.  Hedgehog is a cute, roly-poly little fellow 

who has various leaves impaled on his quills throughout the story.  Even though Hedgehog is only a co-star 

here he is beautifully portrayed and plays his part well. 


