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I’ve had dogs and cats at home.
With them, I’ve been very happy.
Well, sometimes dogs—and cats—get into mischief, like children do. Sometimes my dog has torn apart the feathers in my pillow, and my cat has pulled the curtains down.

I don’t blame them; the world can be wildly entertaining when you have nothing better to do than enjoy yourself.

That, as strange as it may sound, is the plain truth: when you’re having fun, you don’t have worries. Dogs, cats... children don’t have worries. Or perhaps their worries simply aren’t understood by adults. That’s why, when my dog or my cat has broken something at home, I’ve taken it with philosophy and, above all, a good sense of humor. It’s hilarious to watch my dog convinced he’s winning a fight... against a pillow? And then my cat scrambling to escape the curtains he just pulled down, as if a giant sequoia were about to collapse on him.

Yes, I must set the record straight so no one misunderstands: those of us who love to have fun also have worries. Everyone does. Because dogs, whenever they hear footsteps outside, bark until they go hoarse. And sometimes it’s just the neighbor, while other times they guess right and it’s a thief—though, in truth, that’s never happened to my dog, or to my house.
Often it’s just doggy hysteria, a need to keep pretending he’s a tough guy.
My cat, for his part, climbs the furniture for absolutely everything. Even when a tiny mouse sneaks into the kitchen; he’s a real scaredy-cat. Any sound triggers a kind of spring inside him, and he leaps as if his legs were fitted with coils. That’s why, more than once, I’ve wondered if cats are biologically related to frogs.

That certainly doesn’t place cats in the best light, but cats are like that—more than hysterical, they’re drama lovers, always staring with those intrusive eyes.

The truth is that, now that I’ve mentioned my house, my dog, and my cat, I still need to speak about the child who appeared in the very first lines of this tale.
...But there is no child.
Well, yes—there is. A girl.
Me.
People say I’m too grown up to still be a little girl, but the truth is I love being one. Ever since I was a child, I never wanted to be anything else.

That really is the most fun of all, even if your dog destroys your pillow and your cat the curtains; after all, I made my fair share of mischief when I was small, too.

...When I was small? Wait, I’m contradicting myself: I’m still a little girl. That is, I’m a little girl inside, even if, on the outside, I’ve grown and become a young woman. In fact, I do grown-up things now, like finishing my studies, moving to a thriving city—New York—getting a job, and paying for my own apartment.

After that, of course, I adopted my little pets, my dog and my cat, so I wouldn’t be alone.

Alone... in the city that never sleeps.
You’d have to be crazy to call it that.
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I can’t say I’m the only person who understands me; there’s someone in the mirror who knows exactly how I feel.

I am happy, but that’s just it: I feel terribly alone.

...And I can’t say I’ve been abandoned. After all, it was me who left home. I already said it: I finished my studies, moved to New York, and started my adult life.

I suppose that, for doubts of that sort, the best thing is to shrug in front of a mirror. And I can shrug twice a day at home, because in my tiny apartment I have two mirrors: one in the bathroom and another on the dresser by the front door.

Why do I shrug in front of the mirror?
...The mirror doesn’t do anything. I don’t shrug for it. Nobody does that. Mirrors are just a piece of something solid and deceptive, though, admittedly, they contain fascinating things. In truth, I shrug for myself. Shrugging is the easy answer—and practically the only answer—when you don’t know how to respond to a question you can’t even put into words.
What a mess.

That’s why I shrug, because I don’t know what’s wrong. Something is out of place, but I don’t know what. It’s a very confusing sensation, like when you want to say a word you know perfectly well, but you just can’t recall it at the moment you need it.

And so the days pass; shrugging twice at home before going to work. In the bathroom mirror I shrug properly, because that’s where all my doubts begin, every morning, when I find the little girl who lives inside me staring back at me.

The second time I shrug... well, if I’ve already wasted too much time in front of the bathroom mirror and I’m running late, then at the second mirror—the one by the door—I barely shrug in passing, practically sideways, as I grab my keys, in a gesture that really has no use at all.

...Later I might shrug again in the office bathroom mirror; I have to stop myself from shrugging on the way to work, at the faint reflection of myself in store windows. People wouldn’t understand, so I try to keep my eyes straight ahead, so that luminous-eyed little girl won’t corner me again with questions I don’t know how to ask.
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Have I already mentioned that my dog tears up the pillows?
And that my cat pulls the curtains down?
I adore them. Thanks to them I have reasons to redecorate my home, which is a bit like reinventing what’s already invented. Buying new bed linens and curtains is fascinating... when you don’t know what else to do with the routine of life.

I wish I could be like that little girl I always brag about, the one who discovered something exciting about the world every single day. Back then I chased butterflies across the meadow—yes, I’m a country girl—and, when winter came and the butterflies flew “to another New York,” I pressed my palms into the mud, or into the snow, to draw their wings.

...I spent a lot of time leaping after grasshoppers. That much is obvious; when you’re little, you’re such a naïve, sweet creature, wide open to every kind of expectation and busy imitating everything around you. Yes, I’ll admit it: once I even wanted to be a grasshopper. Today that’s unconfessable; imagine, your coworker whispering under his breath that he wants a promotion, while what you want is to run back to the meadow and hop around.

That’s the kind of thing I can only tell the girl in the mirror.

Naturally, when you’re a child you long to imitate airy, fleeting creatures, beings that embody the passion of roaming through space without limits... because, of course, nobody wants to be a little bird locked inside a cage.

...Maybe like a dog or a cat in a New York apartment.

I think that, in New York, feeling like that little bird is quite plausible. In fact, it’s more like feeling like a grasshopper—not in a cage, which wouldn’t make sense—but trapped in a glass jar.

They don’t call it the “concrete jungle” for nothing, right?
Or was it the “asphalt jungle”?
Doesn’t matter; either way, the name is wrong: all I see are bars everywhere. A jungle doesn’t inspire this kind of imprisonment. And yet, if I think about it, I realize this imprisonment isn’t a place at all. It’s a circumstance, something tied to that same sensation that reminds me of the unspeakable words you can’t recall just when you need them most. Yes, the one who is truly imprisoned is the girl in the mirror.

Yes, that begins to shape the question I can’t quite put into words: there is someone inside that mirror who wants to come out, but she can’t. She wants to speak, but she is always silent.

Meanwhile, my dog and my cat watch me without understanding a thing.
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