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“Please, Mom, I’ll never ask you for anything ever again. Please?”

“No, Olivia. For the millionth time, we are not adopting a cat.”

“But why?” 

“You know why! I don’t want to have this conversation right now!”

This argument between my mother and me went round and round in circles for years. To this day, I’ve still never
heard so many excuses, so many different variations of the word “no.” But no matter how she spun it, the answer
was always the same. Even when she didn’t say the word “no,” she would heave an exasperated sigh or declare,
“your father is allergic.” It was exhausting. 

In elementary school, I was obsessed with anything cat-related; I would read books about cats, buy cat-themed
clothes, and draw cats in my notebooks. I would play pretend as a cat--get down on all fours on the mulch of the
playground, letting it dig into my knees and leave indents and cuts, while I raced around hissing and meowing.
Maybe I felt some sort of affinity for cats; they always seemed to be second best, forgotten in favor of dogs or the
other kids at school. Quiet but somehow vocal, shy but somehow aggressive. 

In eighth grade, I devised a master plan to obtain a cat of my very own. I conducted what felt like endless research
on cats--their behavior, their needs, the risks involved with having them. I researched the best way to introduce a
kitten into a new home and bond with a kitten. I even researched health risks and calculated potential vet bills. When
I was done, I compiled my notes into a worn composition book and sat my family down in the living room to make
my case about why I deserved a cat and what I was willing to do to get one. Like a stuffy lawyer, I strutted back
and forth in front of the TV in my pajamas, using my most serious voice, talking about the situation as if my life was
riding on whether or not I was going to adopt a cat. When I completed my very professional presentation, my
parents and brother clapped from their spots on the couch. 

My mom decided that if I could go for six months completing all the assigned tasks, I would have proven I was
ready to care for my own pet. I vacuumed fake cat hair from all the carpet in the house every single week; I got up
in the morning to pretend to feed and play with my imaginary cat; I even scooped an imaginary litter box. I also kept
my grades up. 
When Mom ran out of reasons to say no, she drove me to PetSmart and we purchased a ton of goodies for my now-
slightly-less-imaginary cat. We set a date. We picked out a shelter that we knew would have kittens. I waited up at
night, shaking with excitement and anxiety. 

When the third of July, 2017, finally arrived, I was practically vibrating out of my skin with nerves. I was so anxious
to meet my new kitten that I nearly vomited on the car ride to the shelter; I had to sit down on the hot asphalt of the
parking lot to compose myself before going inside the building. The desk in the front room was very tall but had a
small cut-out so you could speak to the receptionist.



When a staff member was ready to take us into a room with all the kittens, she led us all into a tight area that could
have been mistaken for a large broom closet. In the middle of the room, right next to the window, there was an
enormous cage that had four kittens in it; they were climbing from level to level and jumping on top of each other, but
as I looked further inside the cage, I noticed one seemed a bit more reserved. He was just quietly laying in his bed
while his cage mates ran about, unwilling to join them. He withdrew into himself whenever another kitten would come
near him.

“What about that one?” I asked. 

“Oh! That’s Pim! He’s been a bit quieter since his sister got adopted. He’s the last of his litter. I can take him out of
the cage if you like?” she offered. 

When she handed him to me, he went still in my hold. He seemed nervous and awkward, almost trying to squirm
away from me. I shushed him and pulled him close, petting his soft ears that seemed far too big for his head. He was
a brown and white tabby with the brown tabby patterning on his back, head, and tail and soft white fur on his chest,
paws, and face. He had bright green eyes, one squinted closed with infection. On the right side of his otherwise
completely white muzzle, there was a spot of light brown fur that crept onto his nose leaving it two-toned: half brown
and half pink. I showed him to my mom and her expression softened when she reached out to pet him. 

“I want this one,” I said softly.

The shelter staff was delighted we wanted to adopt him; we put him in the carrier we’d brought from home with a
blanket for him to lay on, my brother and I pet him while our parents filled out the paperwork. I was so emotional at
that moment, but the tears just wouldn’t come; my face was hot, but my eyes were dry. It was the strangest
sensation. 

On the car ride home, my mom and I insisted that we shouldn’t play loud music because it would hurt the kitten’s
ears. He didn’t like the car and began to meow loudly halfway through. 

“I hate the name Pim. Why would they call you that?” I said aloud. I’d brought a list of names with me, all
sophisticated-sounding like “Elliot” or “Victoria.” I threw them out as suggestions, but nothing stuck.

“Why don’t we call him Hobi? Like from BTS? Then his full name can be Hobi Wan Kenobi,” Mom suggested.
“Then his name will be two things you love, Olivia. Star Wars and kpop.” I was a bit embarrassed at first and turned
down the suggestion. How was I supposed to tell people I’d named my cat after a kpop idol? Unfortunately, it
seemed to suit him. I leaned down to look in the carrier as we neared home.

“Hi Hobi!” I whispered. “You don’t have to worry. We’ll be home soon.” 
 

-----
  
In the following months, Hobi became my shadow. We spent nearly every second together; I played with him all the
time and petted him while he munched in his food. He slept on my lap while I played video games and followed me
everywhere I went in the house, even sitting inside the bathroom while I was in the shower. I was always covered in
cat hair and seemed to always have a thin film of clay dust from the kitty litter over my skin, but I couldn’t bring
myself to care. I had a best friend. 
    
The tiny kitten strut around our home like he owned every inch of it. He was the king of the castle and I did not
intend to dethrone him anytime soon. I spoiled him constantly; my love for Hobi was so sweet it made my teeth
ache. 
 

----- 
    
My freshman year of high school loomed in the distance, eventually bringing a hammer down over my head with
virtually no warning. School was hard, but it always had been for me. My anxiety crippled me from the first day of
school. Truthfully, I don’t quite understand what had me so worked up. I wasn’t even starting school at a new
building with new teachers. Everything just felt different; the metaphorical shift between middle school and high



school was so much to bear. Every assignment and social interaction seemed to carry higher stakes; I seemed to be
less qualified than my peers to handle the change in pace. Freshman year was like being thrown into the ocean and
racing back to shore against Olympic swimmers; no matter how hard I tried, I was unable to measure up. 

I was sick constantly, spending my nights curled up on the floor in the bathroom. I could always hear Hobi meowing
outside the door while I vomited until there was nothing left in my stomach. I hated knowing I would take my anxiety
medication before bed only to throw it up a couple of hours later. I missed school, I didn’t sleep, I lost friends, and
I was failing classes. On the weekends, instead of making up missing assignments, I tried to catch up on sleep and
distract myself from the ache of depression by playing video games and reading books. Hobi would lie still on my lap
and purr until I fell asleep or scratch at my bedroom door until he forced me to get out of bed. I took care of him,
but it was about the only thing I still did at all.

As the end of October approached, things became worse. A week before Halloween, I found myself lying on a bed
in a hospital that wasn’t a hospital. Nurses didn’t wait on me, and my family was not allowed to sit at my bedside. I
was weighed every morning and evening after I took my medication, had to sit in a circle and talk about my feelings,
and I got two phone calls a day. The day room was painted green and smelled like disinfectant and crayons. In
between activities, I would sit on the brightly colored rug and read books for hours while listening to the endless
loop of Top-40 pop playing on the radio station. 

What I remember most vividly is that my favorite place to be was the shower because it was the only place I was
allowed to be alone. Every second of every day I was there I had to be with other people; I had a roommate when I
slept at night and was constantly in groups of other patients and nurses and doctors. I wasn’t allowed to be alone,
ever. So I loved to be in the shower and use the awful shampoo and conditioner that wasn’t right for my hair type
and the cheap body wash that dried out my skin. I’d sit on the floor when I was done washing until my fingers
looked like raisins and a nurse pounded on the door, trying to salvage any moments to myself that I could.

After dinner, I’d rush to the phone on the wall as fast as my sock-clad feet would carry me across the sterile tile
floor, dial my mom’s number, and count down the seconds until she picked up the phone. 

“Hi sweetheart, how was your day? We miss you, honey,” she would say sadly. 

“It was fine, Mom. When do you think they’ll let me go home?” 

“I don’t know. The law requires you to stay for at least seventy-two hours.” Mom put on her best social worker
voice, the one she used when talking to her own clients. “But, in order for that to happen, you have to . . . show
visible improvement.” 

“Mom, I’ll do whatever you want, okay? I promise I won’t do anything dumb. I just want to go home, please? I’ll
never ask you for anything ever again, I promise.” I crumpled against the pale green wall next to the phone. 
We were both quiet for a moment. Then I said, “Okay, I know you can’t do anything. Can you . . . put Hobi on the
phone?” 

“Of course, honey.” A few seconds passed while she yelled for my dad to bring Hobi over. There was some shuffling
before she spoke again. 

“He’s there,” she said. 

“Hi Hobi! Are you being good?” I said brightly. Once my voice had passed through the phone and he’d heard it,
Hobi let out a high pitched meow right into my left ear. 

“That’s amazing! I’m sure you’re on your best behavior!” I baby-talked; Hobi continued to meow, likely confused he
was able to hear my voice when he couldn’t see or smell me. 

A nurse looked at me and held up five fingers before pointing at her watch. 

“Mom, I have to go in a minute, so I’ll talk to Dad now. Goodbye Hobi! You don’t have to worry. I’ll be home
soon,” I said, a bit choked up. I heard him meow sadly once more before my dad’s voice began to pass through the



phone. 
 

-----

When I left the hospital a few days later, I’d never been so thrilled to see some of the things they took away from
me before I was admitted. I can’t believe I was genuinely excited to see the elastic bands for my braces. When I
was admitted to the hospital, they took nearly everything away from me, things that I wouldn't have thought were
dangerous or suspicious at all; these rules applied to all patients. I wasn’t allowed to wear shoes with laces or pants
that had any type of elastic in them whatsoever. I couldn’t have any pens or pencils; we wrote with crayons or ink
cartridges pulled from the inside of pens. One thing I insisted on bringing with me from home was my favorite teddy
bear, but before they would let me bring him into my room, the nurses confiscated his knit sweater. The elastic bands
that I wore on my braces were among the many items I wasn’t allowed to have at the hospital. Maybe they thought I
would swallow the elastics or tie them tight around fingers or wrists.

My favorite nurse, who I actually became quite close with during my short stay, walked me through the many locked
doors to where my dad was waiting to pick me up at reception. The second I was discharged, I hugged my favorite
nurse before racing out the doors, desperate to get home--to my room, to my internet connection, but most
importantly, to Hobi. 

All I could think about was how he had fared without me. The longest we’d ever been apart since I adopted him was
when I was gone during the day at school. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust my family to take care of him, it was just that
he was my baby, and I felt like an irresponsible parent for leaving him alone.

When I reached home, the first thing I saw when I opened the door was Hobi. Sitting right there like he’d been
waiting for me ever since I left, he started meowing and rubbing against my leg. I sat down to pet him, and he purred
the loudest I’d ever heard him purr. 

Once I’d spoken to my parents and brother, I took my belongings back up to my room, Hobi following me. We took
a long nap on my bed. Hobi doesn’t normally like to cuddle all that much, but he seemed so pleased that I had
returned home he laid down on my chest and let out rumbling purrs. It felt wonderful to be wrapped in my own warm
blankets surrounded by my own belongings again; even the smell of home, as opposed to the sterile scent of the
hospital, was comforting. I couldn’t even be bothered to care when I woke up hours later and there was a puddle of
kitty drool on my shirt from Hobi. When I went back to school, I told everyone that I’d had a bad flu but that it was
okay because my cat was there to take care of me the whole time. 
    

    -----

Today I find myself floating through my senior year of high school in a haze, everything completely unlike I ever
expected it to be. My senior year has taken place entirely in an online setting, rotating between Zoom calls and
independent work since COVID-19 swept across the world. Since my freshman year, I feel that I’ve grown a lot in
some ways and stayed very much the same in others; I haven’t had to return to the hospital since then, and I have a
nice cocktail of medications and therapy to keep my anxiety under control. It bubbles to the surface every now and
then, and I miss a day of school or lose a night of sleep, but I’m better now than I ever have been before. I’m going
to college next year and have real hope for my future. 

Hobi is the same as he always has been; he’s almost four years old now and he’s grown even more spoiled than when
he was a kitten. My family has adopted two more cats since my freshman year and he finds himself constantly trying
to ensure that he’s still my favorite kitty, stealing their toys and sleeping in their beds when I’m not looking. Not only
does Hobi always have time for me, but he's always demanding my attention--just as needy and adorable now as
when he was just a kitten. He snuggles with me and I play with him; we’re always together, and I wouldn’t have it
any other way.

Some days are still a challenge, but I am learning how to regulate my anxiety and take care of myself. Hobi is the
best thing there is for that; I don’t need to explain myself to him or apologize for the way I feel. He doesn’t care
about any of that. He’s just willing to be with me and love me no matter what stage of healing I happen to be at. I
remember seeing him sitting in a cage all alone at the shelter, waiting for a change, so tired he barely moved about; I
like to think that something brought us together that day.



 


