
Bella and I stopped for a couple of minutes this morning during our walk to watch the squirrels dashing
around. The dog actually plopped down in the snow like she was watching TV. 

As the front door popped open slightly, everyone looked up. Unless you lived in the apartment you 
wouldn't know to look down at the bottom of the door for the cause of the open door. After a brief 
moment the door opened enough for a small orange paw to poke through the opening, pushing the door
open farther. A second later the rest of the long-haired orange tabby named Rusty came through the 
doorway. 

It was just Rusty letting himself in. He must have been cold and couldn't wait for one of his humans to 
open the door. He also does that in the early morning, it was explained, when he wants out around 5:30 
if none of the humans get up to let him out. He's the only cat they knew of that would, and could, use a 
door to leave and come back in. Today was nothing unusual. 

Rusty hopped up on to the arm of the couch and did a slight mew with his mouth closed. The human 
looked over and asked what he wanted. A small grasshopper was spit out, still alive, onto the humans 
leg. Rusty has a way of “paying his way” they'll tell visitors. 

Jack was too cold to go out today. It had rained and the dampness made it too cold for the old long-
haired tuxedo cat. He was in the kitchen lounging on a chair, ignoring everyone else. Including the 
grasshopper that was now leaping around seeking a way out. The grasshopper overshoots a tote and 
lands on the chair in front of Jack's nose. A black leg bolts forward as a white paw clamps down on the 
poor little green bug. Old Jack studies the find his paw holds, then notices the human next to him. The 
old cat looks up at the human as if to say “is this yours?”

The human thanks Jack for catching the bug as it gets scooped up in a pair of careful hands. The lady 
then quickly heads for the front door, minding to stop and thank Rusty for bringing her a gift and 
explaining that she'll just keep it outdoors. The door cracks open and the bug leaps as it is tossed 
through the opening. Rusty is watching from the couch; Jack is watching out the window. 

So much for that five minutes of excitement


