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Perhaps better called'I'l.o

tail end', the heart'

warming story of Peggy who cdme throwgh so

phoned regularly for long-distance updates on the patient's
recovery, and heard how she
had become part of the family
at the surgery. Gradually she
Iearnt how to use her leg
again.

much is told by Hilary Hunter

At last it was decided that
well enough to travel
with me to our new home.
she was

#& .gg-v, my little feline
H# .o-prnion of the past
E I0 years, was the only

But much worse than this,
one of her back legs was mangled, hanging off, a terrible

black and white member of a
litter of black kittens, and also
the only one without a tail.
'When
I say no tail, she
actually had a short stump
which wiggled as if it were a
full tail. fu her mother had a
proper tail, I guessed her

mess.

{ather must have been a
Manx cat. On reading up on
the Manx breed, I discovered
that I now owned a half-

Manx or'Rumpy'.

She allowed me to lift her
and wrap her in a blanket.
Fornrnately my neighbour was
another catlover and she
drove us to the nearest vet
straight away. I had to leave
Peggy there for a thorough
examination and the vet telephoned me later to give me
his verdict.
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It was a case of good news
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Peggy

with me
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first came to live
as an eight-week-old

kitten, and a few months later
we both moved from

Northern Ireland to England
as I had been offered a new
job. As a trainee manager I
had to be 'mobile', so Peggy
and I moved home on a regular basis.
It was shortly before one
of my moves that she went
missing for almost a week,
and I was frantic with worry
that I might have to leave the
area without her.

Then one evening I heard a
feeble miaow from outside.

Rushing to the back door, my

delight turned to horror when

I

saw her. She had obviously
starved in the time that she'd
been absent and her normally
clean and glossy coat was
filthy and matted.
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and bad news. The good news
was that Peggy would survive.
but the bad news was that her
leg had been caught in something, possibly the jaws of a

trap, and the upper leg bone
had been smashed into tiny
pieces. The leg would probably have to be amputated.
However, the vet continued, he would with my agreement like to operate to try to
save the leg, though this
would be difficult and costly

and might not succeed.
I agreed immediately, but
explained that I was in a
predicament as I had to move
to a new area within a week.
The vet offered to keep Peggy
at the surgery until she had
improved enough for me to
take her with me, and so
began her journey on the road

to recovery.
The operation certainly

'When
the leg
was difficult.
was opened up, the bone was
found to be shattered and all
the tiny fragments had to be
carefully picked out. The
remaining biggest parts of the
bone were then pinned and
wired together, resulting in a
leg almost 2ins shorter than it
should have been.
Even after all this, the vet
could not be sure if the bones
would mend and the leg
would be all right.
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For five long weeks I kept
in touch from my new home
over 100 miles away. I tele-

She was discharged

with

instructions to take care not
to jump from any heights and
to take it easy for a while.
But before long she was
back to her old self, terrorising the local bird population
and leaving me little furry
'gifts' on the doorstep. She
now walks with a pronounced
limp and sits with the short
leg sticking out at an angle or
hanging down if she's on a

wall or fence.
\7e have since moved back
to Northern Ireland and made
our home where Peggy can
pursue her country interests!
My family has grown in numbers, both human and animal,
but I always find time to share
with my little 'Rumpy' friend
who has come through so

much.
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Below: Despite her dreadful
experience, nothing deters
Peggy from leading a full and

happy life

