Annabelle, the Babybelle

To that driver in the night or 

early morning, rushing up or
down the wooded curves of

Merriewood, our street (you 

who had, no doubt, honestly 

important things to do):


I found her about 10:30 am.
Naomi, a neighbor friend had 
come to my door down the hill:
"I think maybe the little
calico cat of yours is dead," 
she said.  "Can you come and see?"

I understand that the Jewish and their friends say
a special daily prayer for their dead, a prayer 

called a Kaddish, through at least the first year 

after a loved one's death.  There is no animal-

sized Kaddish that I know.

"She's at the bottom of my steps.  
I don't think she's asleep," she
said gently as we walked up, one 
by one, the seventy steps through 
the thick green to Merriewood, 
then across the street to her steps.

As we climbed the stairs, I was thinking how
Babybelle loved to sit on us, my two daughters and 

me, for as long as we would sit.  She would become 

utterly relaxed.  At peace.  Closed eyes, callico, 

warm fur.  One year old.

The morning sun was hot at the 
street, which winds past our trees
which flourish on either side.  
Babybelle lay curled up
on the neighbor's first step up.  
Silent.  We walked up to her.
I knelt down.  I put my hand on
the low part of her stomach and side
which showed on top of her.  Warm.  
But no movement.  None.  I put my hand
below her head.  Cold.  I lifted 
a bit. The body down to her tail
held her stiff, rigor mortis.

She was our personal friend.  

I knew that she was dead.

I wanted to know why she had died.
I took her body to a vet and asked
for an autopsy.  We sat in silence.
He came out.

"A massive blow to one side, undoubtedly a car, 

did it.  She must have died in moments.  Must have 

staggered to that first step up to lie down.  

Curled herself back into the old fetal position, 

the pain passing into unconsciousness, then into 

nothingness.  Five fetal kittens in her belly.  
About two-thirds ready."

A mother at one.  How strange.  
A corpse at one.  How strange.

We had had no idea she was pregnant.  She was so
warm and loving.  Her mother, the original 

Annabelle, had been so warm and loving.  (Thus the 

young Annabelle had become Annabelle the 

Babybelle.) The Babybelle was the most loving 

cat we had ever had.  She would have been a
wonderful mother.  

I drove home without a sound.  
I sat in my favorite chair.  
Just sat. 

I started thinking about when I had felt her upper 

stomach.  It had been warm. But she was dead.  Had  the foetal kittens been inside helpless, alive, 

awake, but failing.  Had I walked away not 

knowing?  If I had known, could their lives have 

been saved?  What might it have felt like to them?  

(Like those in George Orwell's "Inside the Whale"?  

Like us in the belly of this insane toxic, 

Thermonuclear, global toxic age?)

I called the vet back. 

"No, their fetal systems would have still been
totally dependent on the mother's at that fetal
stage.  When she died, they died.  right then.  

Blood pumping stopped.  Heart action stopped.  

Quick for all of them."

The night you in your car were hurrying up or down our winding, wooded hill, perhaps you saw a running blur -- or felt that distinct thump -- and you drove on (an animal, perhaps, probably nothing at all, so much to do)...The warmth of her stomach fur sometimes returns to my mind even now, months later, years later.

Now that you know, or think you know, 
help us find a way to say Kaddish 
for small animals, as this precious 
year (without those seven lives) 
ticks and crashes on its way.

