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Bumble


The vet would like to win the Nobel prize.


I know that he’s half-way there already, and I believe, I truly believe, he’s going to make it.


As for Bumble the cat, she’s well on the way to sanctification. She has never been what she appears to be because she shimmers silvery-grey, but when you run a finger the wrong way through her long fur, she turns up white, pure virginal white, under the silver.  Tipped, they say.  Tipped for glory.


It was only a hood, because she’d pulled some of her stitches out.  A lampshade he called it, when he gave her back.  Well, most of her.  He kept her leg.  Her front left leg.  I don’t know whether it was partly as a relic, a sacred cat’s paw, but it was also for the biopsy.


She did have cancer, which has a nasty habit of killing.  But now she doesn’t, which is the first kind of a miracle.  I thought that, at fifteen, she’d had her nine lives. I still do, what with the time she’d knocked herself out, running into the chair-leg while chasing a green foil ball.  Then there was the time she fell asleep on the edge of the table. She sprawled off into the grid of the gas fire and smouldered for a bit. The smell of singed fur filled the kitchen.  And the time she couldn’t stop sneezing and sneezing and sneezing.


But it was only when she came home again that things became obvious.  I didn’t quite see it at first and was simply appalled when she jumped out the box, catching her wound, her newly re-stitched wound, on the rim.  And there, spreading on her ruined white chest, was this stain, this bright red heart-shaped stain, like a medallion, slung from the crude chain of blue nylon stitches which ran round the shaved half of her neck.


Her hood is kind of cute, really. And a bit of a nuisance.  She hasn’t quite found her feet, her remaining feet, yet, and open spaces scare her, so she veers to right hand walls and walks along them.  She has to slump down for frequent rests, but she keeps her hooded head up.


This is much luckier than a black cat simply crossing your path.  This is a miracle cat walking a sacred ring of protection around you.  Except that her hood catches on the doorways.  It’s clear, fine polythene and just a bit wider than her sickles of whiskers.  And secured with a fetching strip of white bandage tied in a bow under her chin.


It’s a good hood because it stops her chewing her stitches, and bad, because it shoves the food dish along the floor in front of her when she reaches out towards her food.


But when the sun shines on her, as it does in a big beam coming straight down from heaven and falling in a golden pool around her, you can see not a feline Little Bo Peep in her country bonnet, although there is undeniably an element of that, but the angel cat that she is, with her halo finally made visible.


She is much closer to heaven now than she was before.  She is lighter, and having only three legs, she touches the ground less.


She is beginning to develop her wings too, which she will need when the time comes for her to fly up to heaven.  Her one remaining shoulder-blade is rising up, above her spine and I know it’s only a matter of time before the curved case breaks open, probably in the morning sunlight before I get up, and there she will be, like a new dragonfly, proudly pumping up her wings.


But the best bit, which I’ve been keeping till last, is that I believe, I truly believe, she’s growing a new leg.  Yes, her fur is growing back, and the scar is ridging over, but I’m sure I can feel something else.  As sure as I am about her wings.


I can feel a little lump, just a tiny protuberance, and just under her scar.  I believe, I truly believe, this is her new leg.  It will be such a transformation.  I wonder if the claws will be first or last.  I’ve never seen a leg grow before.  Will it be a paw, a lucky paw like a tiny furry bud, which will flower into pads and claws?  Will it have fur from the start, or will it be bald, like her shaved bit?  I’ll know soon.


I haven’t dared to share the news with the vet yet.  Not until I’m sure.  I wouldn’t want him to get over-excited about his Nobel prize.  I’ll wait until it’s big enough to be indisputably a new paw and then I’ll introduce Bumble of the Ten Lives, Bumble of the Sacred Bleeding Heart, Bumble the Winged Angel Cat.

Bumble, the Patron Saint of All Cancer Sufferers, joint Nobel laureate with the vet.
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