Saturday, Day 9 (last day) 18 December 2010

I left the Bat Hospital yesterday.  It was sad saying goodbye.  Everyone was very nice to me, and even though my titer NEVER came through, I was able to contribute with cleaning and bottle feeding.  I was considered the onsite Dr and consulted on eye cases, starving and refeeding syndrome, etc.  

 

We did receive one bat (spectacled flying fox) that tested positive for rabies.  Incredibly, a woman (Jean) in her late seventies heard the bat crying out.  She thought it was a baby. She CUT the tree down to get the bat and when putting it in the cage was bitten.  It was clearly NOT a baby.  Luckily Jenny (el jefe) instructed her to go to the doctor straight away.  We monitored the bat for a couple of days in quarantine.  It made strange screeching noises and began drooling.  For these reasons, Jenny DID elect to euthanize the bat.  It was sent for testing and confirmed rabies (lyssavirus).  Jean did not want the bat euthanized initially and apparently has no regrets.

 

We were quite a team/family for the bats.  Feeding, cleaning, treating, rescuing and releasing.  In addition, we cooked for each other, went for swims at the lake and in the creek.  Yes, crocks do exist in these areas at higher elevations.  You can't swim in the beaches here in Cairns because of crocs and deadly jellyfishes.

 

The pictures attached are of baby with his "sock mommy", Clare with Ed - her first bat that came in as a baby and is now a juvie.  He still pines for people, and a pinky micro bat we rescued yesterday.  

 

Today I am in Cairns.  It's really hot here and UV is extreme.  They have the highest level of skin cancer here in the world.  I avoid the sun mostly.  I'll be spraying the sunscreen if I'm out for any length of time though.  I've washed some laundry and am appreciating the smell (or non-smell) of clean clothes without bat smell.    Even still I was wandering and heard a familiar sound - a huge colony of flying foxes when I looked up.  Unfortunately, then something wet splashed on me - don't know what it was... By the way it is interesting to watch them toilet themselves.  They eat and sleep hanging upside down, but when it's time to pee and poo, they turn over and hang with their wings, do their business and return to upside down again.

 

Tonight it's off to an Aboriginal presentation.  Tomorrow I'll do an excursion to the outer reef with my new Australian friend Gail.  Maybe a concert in the evening if I can squeeze it in.

 

Hope you all are well...

GDay

 

Love,  
Kelly
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Clare with Ed, her first bat baby
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Rescued pinky micro bat
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Bat and ‘sock mommy’
Saturday, December 11, 2010, Day 2 Bat Hospital

Today is the anniversary of Samantha's birth. She's the only dog I had that I knew the birthday of. Remember when we came home that evening and Candy had had the beginning of her litter? One of them was on the floor and I accidently stepped on it (or maybe I just came near it). Anyway, Candy snapped at me as a good mother would. I went to my room crying. Then we stayed up almost all night watching her have the pups. Samantha was the last one.

She was a good dog. Nobody adopted her so we got to keep her. She was my first dog. I would train her to jump here or there. I tried a few times to train her as a Seeing Eye dog. I would take her on walks and hide my eyes and make her slow down when we came to curb. She never showed any aggression. She was needy for affection, but she wouldn't hide it like I would.

She was very nervous with rain storms. When she was 11yrs old and I was now married and living on my own (she was with us), she ran off with Percy our other dog during a thunderstorm and was never seen again. I was terribly upset by this. I prefer to know the endings of my pet’s life - but I don't know how I would handle it if she had a violent death...

Today I'm waking up at the Bat Hospital. It's my second day. 

Yesterday I did take a swim in the creek with the other girls. The grass had been mowed on the path to the creek - so I didn’t have to worry about the snakes. I did look a bit to see if there were any hanging in the trees, then let those thoughts go. The water was ice cold and we didn't stay long. I was the last to submerge myself of course.

I was bitten right off by a baby bat yesterday. It didn't draw blood but it doesn't help my edginess around the bats here. I did begin feedings of some of the babies as they were swaddled in a cloth.  Later, I had to squash the heads off of mealy worms to give to the microbats, another of the duties I didn't like. Honestly they may be better off just having me ‘squeegee’ bat poo and preparing the fruit etc.

But I am finding that I am adjusting and less afraid today. Less squeamish too. Today so far it's been bottle feeding the babies, cleaning bottles, cleaning the big Bat cage and hanging out the laundry. I've heard the Laughing Kookaburra several times but have never been quite prepared to record him. They have magnificent large blue butterflies here that I would love to get a photo of. 

In the early evening we were called out to rescue a baby bat in the Tolga Scrub. Jenny advised us to watch out for the stinger bush - apparently hurts like the dickens when you rub up against their heart-shaped leaves. Even the plants are noxious here!


We had to use an extension ladder to rescue the lone baby. He didn't resist when Suzanne caught him in the net on the extension pole. We took him back to the hospital. He was infested with fly eggs, dehydrated and cold. I'm sure he had been abandoned by his mother days before. His initial treatment is intra peritoneal fluids (warmed and injected into the abdomen) and heat support. Next the other volunteers removed the fly eggs, took his measurements (weight and forearm length). He was then given a bit of oral glucose and electrolyte solution which he took eagerly. 

Friday December 10th.  Day 1 Bat Hospital.

I left Aunt Laurel yesterday morning and travelled all day.  First Merimbula to Sydney, then Sydney to Cairns.  At the Cairns airport I enquired about walking to the highway to catch the bus to the hospital.  Jenny from the Bat Hospital advised this is likely the best option.  I was told by the shuttle people "It's 4 km!  Through mangroves!  With crocodiles!  and I've seen them!"

Without hesitation, I handed over 12 dollars for the shuttle. I had been reading Bill Bryson's book on Australia and the scary animals here.  Only now was I beginning to get a bit nervous.   On the shuttle, I met "Gail".  She invited me for a beer while we waited for the next bus to take us from Cairns to the Tablelands.  She bought me a welcome glass of wine.  What a wonderful introduction to Cairns - an immediate friend.  She is a teacher and is very well travelled.  She loves San Francisco!

On the next leg of the journey I was able to talk a bit with the bus driver.  He was wonderful as well.  Although when I said something about the dangerous animals he said, "Well, I don't mean to frighten you, but just don't walk in tall grass - you know, just common sense stuff.  We have many poisonous snakes.”. Something like that.   Unfortunately, I'm not tall on common sense.  We talked as well about WWII in Australia, healthcare (they have Universal), etc.  It was truly a nice exchange.

Jenny met me at the bus stop and brought me to the Bat Hospital.  There I met several young women (at this moment I cannot remember their names).  Mostly they are vet students - 2 from Sydney, and 1 from Germany.  Jenny gave me a tour of the nursery where the baby bats are.  I have to admit my first reaction was "yikes".  But that was my inside reaction and I was able to keep my cool on the outside.  The girls had made dinner of brown rice and chick pea curry.  Really wonderful.  They talked of possibly swimming in the creek tomorrow.  All I could think of was, "WALKING THROUGH TALL GRASS TO GET THERE!” And who knows what lurks in the water, surely even more poisonous water snakes.  

Later the girls want to go to the big Bat enclosure to see the Bats at night.  This is a very large area with bats hanging from the top and occasionally swooping and flying from one end to the other.  I was careful to try not to stand under anyone hoping to avoid a splash of warm bat pee or poo.  I asked if we don't worry about being scratched because we are vaccinated.  The German student said her doctor said if we get scratched we need to get 2 Rabies injections instead of the full series.  THEY GET SCRATCHED ALL THE TIME!.  Now I'm getting wiggy.

Going to bed was fine after my heart rate slowed.  The bats continue to make noise outside the room.  During the night, one of the girls I share the room with began wailing "Ow Ow OW” The other room mate tried to wake her up - she was saying and looking for the bat that was attached to her arm..... My dream wasn't near as bad... I got scratched and discussed with Jenny whether I should just get the rabies shots.

This am I wake up to the call of the Laughing Kookaburra and then the unrelenting Rooster.  It didn't bother me, really.  

I walked about, looking for coffee (found the instant) then sugar (didn't find).  Outside I strolled near the garden and caught a glimpse of the neighbors property.  Animal pelts were hanging from a rope drying.  

I'm not in Kansas anymore....

