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As a little girl, I never managed to touch my toes to my nose, but I do remember an afternoon when I attempted a handstand against the white wall of my bedroom. There really was not much space as I had grown many centimeters, so many in fact that my legs alone measured about one meter. It had been years since I did those little girl things. It had been awhile since I had played with dolls, played hand clapping games, or invented complicated jumps with an elastic Chinese jump rope. One of those that I could buy in any notions store for a mere 1€. Nevertheless, I believe that maybe it was not that long ago.

Well, I remember perfectly that my mother was cooking; the kitchen door was directly across from my room. I used to have a crazy obsession that all the doors had to be closed, a purely childish whim actually. In that small room I created a space between my bed and the trunk where I stored extra clothes (my dresser was too small to hold more than one season’s clothing). I found just enough space to try to be a little girl again. 

At first I was rather clumsy. Basically, I could not even get one leg completely up. I was a bit scared of falling and making a fool of myself. However, after persisting and persisting, I managed to touch the heel of my slipper to the wall. It was only one leg, but I felt satisfied. A huge satisfaction because with that heel touch, I believed I had found a way to feel like a little girl again, the young ones who did handstands.
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