There’s no better feeling in the world than walking through a door and not being able to see the floor. Aria’s hobby of leaving her room in disarray gives me all the more reason to visit her. Taking this matter into my own hands is a task I’ve worked into my weekly routine and is something I couldn’t possibly now give up! Instead of attending measly basketball games for the sole purposes of tuning in to the half time show and socializing with friends, I’d much rather be at Aria’s, cleaning. And in return for my noble duties, I have gained many things that make me the person I am today. 


Taking on such a huge project has many advantages. For starters, folding and hanging up clothes really tests my upper body strength. This is a big plus for helping me stay in shape for basketball. Along the same lines of folding clothes, comes doing laundry. The sweet aroma of laundry detergent pulsing through my flared nostrils is quite the rush! Sometimes I get a little impatient waiting for the dryer buzzer to go off, but words from this planet can’t even describe the feeling when they finally come out all soft and warm. This simple task has taught me to keep my patience as well as stay in touch with my senses, such as smell.  Doing Aria’s laundry is by far my favorite part of cleaning her room.


When I’m finally done picking up clothes, washing laundry, arranging her desk, vacuuming, dusting, and everything else that portrays to cleaning her room, I am swept with a sense of sadness. My work having been completed, I feel as useless as a pencil without an eraser. Sometimes, I want to throw the freshly hung clothes back on the floor and empty the vacuum bag all over the bed just to give me something more to do. This feeling, however, is short lived, as Aria’s old habit will continue to shine through.  

