
Watkins 1 

Mountain of Porcelain 
 

Every night, I drag myself from my safe place with a TV, across from my sisters down 
the hill of the carpeted stairs to the place known as comfort. Only this time, I am not eating, or 
making myself happy in any way. I look up into the depths of the plates and cups, stacked high, 
almost tipping over. I look at the dishwasher, made to mechanically clean dishes and just 
imagine if it could come alive and climb with me. Only I have to make it alone.  
 

I try my best to avoid this annoyance of a landmark, step over the gold trimmed wedding 
china with spaghetti sauce laced on it, strewn on the ground, looking as if it will fall, hitting the 
granite tile world below. When I am called upon to tackle this insurmountable task, I make the 
trek to the top, hold my breath. I sigh of disgust and tiredness and begin the long and fragile road 
down. 
 

My only companions are the sponge and towel to my left and the hand held scrub brush 
to my right. Watchful eyes stare over as the soap piles get larger and larger, the mountain gets 
smaller and smaller.  I am closer to the bottom now; growing tired of the trek, ready to return to 
my safe place up the carpeted hill. I now begin to take another step, realizing I have made it 
down the mountain of porcelain. I breathe a sigh of relief. I have finished the trek. 
 

I pull out the plug and make my way from the comforting space back to the carpeted hill. 
I practically race up there, ready to jump into my safe space and watch TV. I fling open the door, 
and throw myself inside. I breathe deeply once again, knowing I don’t have to climb that 
mountain until tomorrow.  
 
 
 


