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Monday Musings with Mary Sue 

 

Welcome to August 16, 2021 

My brother Tom shared the funniest story with me. I found this story hilarious for many reasons. First, 

my brother is a really bright guy and typically "on his game" so to speak. He works for Stanford 

University and is a bit “geeky.” He totally took me by surprise! I truly enjoyed his candor and ability to 

laugh at himself. He wrote this for a Neighborhood Online Forum and I just had to share it with all of 

you. Enjoy!  

My wife and I came home, I opened the back door, and Jess, our four-year-old ragdoll cat, ran outside. I 
told my wife, “don’t worry he will come back.”  Instead of running after him, I waited. I waited about 30 
minutes and he was still gone. I went from an overly confident condescending guy to a humbled idiot 
who realized I just lost my daughter's cat. This wasn’t good. I needed to act. 
  
I put up fliers, went door to door with my son, and posted on Nextdoor (social networking service). So 
many helpful neighbors but after two days he still wasn’t home. I read an article that stated you can 
often find a lost cat at night. So, I got a flash light and at midnight I went out with cat treats to find 
Jesse. 
  
After about 20 minutes, I started to see many animals. It was unbelievable. I finally went about three or 
four blocks looking under cars and trucks and couldn’t believe it when I saw Jesse. He looked terrible! His 
fur was matted and his tail was really swollen, but he came right away. He looked like he had been in a 
fight and had his collar ripped off. I picked him up and I won’t lie-I was really emotional. I was by myself 
but I held him, kissed and petted him and he purred all the way home. 
  
When I came home, it was almost three in the morning but my wife was still up. I told her I found Jesse 
and everything was going to be OK. I actually had tears running down my face. I was so happy. My wife 
immediately turned the lights on and said, “Tom, that is not Jesse, this is some massive wild stray cat, 
what the heck is wrong with you?” I didn’t believe her. I told her, “Yes it is Jesse, what are you talking 
about?”  It wasn’t until my mind stopped playing tricks on me that I realized this actually was a cat 
almost twice his size and the wrong color eyes and different sex actually too. Once this cat realized I was 
scared, he got scared and everything changed. His claws came out, he hissed, I opened the door, and he 
wanted out. He jumped the fence. 
  
I went out looking for the cat I found but never saw him. I am sure he went home or at least I hope so. I 
learned your mind can play tricks on you when you want to believe something so much.  
  
I found Jesse the next day.  



Fact: A frightened cat is usually crouched, has dilated pupils, and with ears flattened to his/her head. A 
frightened cat also may make a lot of noise—hissing and spitting. While at first it may seem 
counterintuitive that a frightened cat would make a lot of noise (shouldn’t she be trying to hide?) this is 
the feline equivalent of bluffing. By making loud noises, the cat is trying to convince whatever is scaring 
her that she is too tough to take on. She doesn’t really want to fight. 
  
Link: Tom Jones: What’s New Pussycat? 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cB-ur_x-1Hg 
 
Have a great week! 
 
Mary Sue 
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