
    Mathilda, the Wool Mouse

    Hello, my name is Mathilda. Why am I called Mathilda and don’t have some other modern, trendy name? I think they figured Mathilda suited my personality better. I’m curious, open-minded, and eager to discover the world.

    I was born and raised in a quiet little town in southern Hesse. The area under the sofa in the small apartment wasn’t always vacuumed—luckily for me—because that’s the only way I had the chance to form and grow. A uniform layer of dust formed under the sofa, slowly and steadily. Sometimes, when the sun shone, the dust particles at the edge began to sparkle in the sunlight and, carried by the warmth in the air, danced a light, fairy-like dance.

    Then, in winter, the moment arrived: on one of the rare sunny days, the dust particles danced their wild and lively dance. The sunlight made them exuberant, and they seemed to attract each other almost magically. When the room was aired out, a draft did the rest and brought several dust particles together ; tiny flakes formed, joining in the dance and inviting more and more dust particles to join them; there was hardly any escape; one was magically drawn in, and there I was: Mathilda.

    I led a rather tranquil life under the sofa, playing with my companions and growing up. My roommate, Anna (by then I had already picked up the name), doesn’t really pay much attention to us as long as we stay under the sofa.

    Every now and then, one of my brothers or sisters gets a little too carried away and flies out from under the sofa into the room while dancing. Unfortunately, that’s where the fun ends for Anna. I think she doesn’t want crumb-covered socks, and certainly not the dust trails they leave on the sofa or, heaven forbid, even in the bed. Anna is merciless then and fetches the vacuum cleaner. It’s a sound that sends a chill of unease right through my bones. My siblings ultimately don’t stand a chance. They try to flee. We’ve already discovered that the ventilation slits on the side of the vacuum cleaner help—if you’re quick and nimble—to gain the necessary momentum and escape, hoping to make it all the way to the next cabinet, the bed, or back under the sofa vi , and then be safe again for the time being.

    Most of the time, I hate to admit it, Anna wins; but to be fair, I have to admit: if one of us manages to reach a safe hiding spot, she smiles and lets us live in peace. But it’s certainly not easy when the vacuum cleaner is stowed away in the corner again, peace returns to the apartment, and you can faintly hear the siblings singing the “Prisoners’ Chorus” from Nabucco. I only know that the bag occasionally disappears through the apartment door, and I’ve never seen any of the siblings again after that. Sometimes I wonder where they’re taken and what their life is like there?

    I recently heard Anna talking about death on the phone. It was also about people who are gone forever. But what does “death” mean?

    I’ve learned a lot from Anna. I know what coffee is, and I’ve even gotten a taste of those delicious lemon cookies when a crumb finds its way under the sofa while we’re having coffee. I like the crumbs because I’m growing faster, and by now I’ve grown into quite a stately woolly mouse. The downside: I’m getting clumsier and have to be careful because I can’t move around as quickly anymore.

    What else have I learned? I can tell the difference between horror movies and documentaries. And I think I have a clue what red, green, and yellow mean. But words like “death” or “life”?

    Neither seems simple; but in my conversation with Anna, I learned that life is probably exciting precisely because it doesn’t last forever. She says you don’t have forever to put off the things you want to do. She laughed and said that even if she were to live to be 100, with a clear mind and in the best of health, there would never be enough time to try and experience everything she wants to and would love to do. Besides, there are still the “duties”... What on earth are “duties” again? Anna says that without an income, you can’t make ends meet, but that explanation is just as unclear to me.

    When I peek out from under my sofa—very carefully, to see if the air is clear of the vacuum cleaner—I sometimes see Anna crying. I think—even though I don’t know what it means—that she has trouble combining her heart’s desires with making ends meet. Or was it something else? Or was it the income she wants to use to fulfill a heart’s desire? No… She doesn’t like buying new things… she’s laid-back about that. Now I’ve got it! She wants to do work that comes from the heart, which will provide her with an income that allows her to make ends meet. Yes. That’s it!

    And once again we’re back to death and a new word: “dying.” She wants to help other people in the realm of death and dying. I’m startled. Surely she doesn’t want to do something reckless and illegal to help people into vacuum cleaner bags and carry them through the door? But no—thankfully—I misunderstood. If people have to go into the vacuum cleaner bags anyway and be carried out the door, she wants to help them make the time leading up to that as pleasant as possible. Apparently, people get to choose their own vacuum cleaner bags and—if they like—even color them in beforehand??? I don’t really understand the human world. But I like Anna, and if this kind of work makes her happy?!

    I’m curious about the next phone call; maybe I’ll pick up on even more…
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