Cleaning up my act (Humorously Speaking 4 – keep  them laughing)
When I was first married I wanted to be a good husband.  After cooking dinner myself, I cleaned up the kitchen myself.  I was so proud – a good dinner, and no mess afterwards.  Wrong!  Five minutes later, without a word, my new wife was cleaning the kitchen.  Again.  The same things I had cleaned.  Rewashed the dishes, rewiped the counters, and cleaned the sink afterwards.  I asked what she was doing  She said she was getting things clean.  As if it was obvious to the world that there are some things you just can't trust a man to do.
All women firmly believe that if progress had been left up to men, we would all still live in caves.  Caves with beer on tap, perhaps, but caves nonetheless.

What could my wife have done to make me feel more like giving up?  Most guys would have quit trying right there.  But I'm tough.  I told her that if I took responsibility for a job, it was my job.  If she didn't like it, she could tell me and I'd do it over.  I went through this education process in almost every sphere of our life together.  
The education has been useful.  I share an apartment with Oksana.  Sometimes the kids I tutor come over to study.  David is a 14-year-old boy.  He likes to eat sunflower seeds when he studies.  I call it birdseed - When he leaves, my carpet looks like the bottom of a canary cage.  Cleanliness is not the biggest thing on his mind.  Nevertheless, Oksana insists that the place be totally clean before he enters the door.  Know what?  I don't argue at all.  My years of education have taught me one very valuable phrase.  "Yes, Dear."  

It is amazing how much progress I have made since childhood.  Children are born ignorant of history.  We think everything needs to be invented.  Unsatisfied with my mother's ideas, I invented my own notions of cleanliness.  

It is clearly is stupid to get thins totally clean.  It is just wasted work.  Anybody can see that they just get dirty again.  I invented my own rule.  Clean things just enough that they look like they were cleaned yesterday.  It's OK with me if there are a few crumbs on the kitchen floor after I sweep it or a few streaks on the window after I wash it.  After all, it's better than it was, and it will just get dirty again.  Right?

My labor-saving philosophy has broader applications.  How about a rule that your bed should look like it was made yesterday morning instead of today?  Shoes shined just yesterday?  The labor saving implications are enormous!

Science is on my side.  Scientists have found that kids exposed to dust and mold as infants leads to much lower incidence of persistent wheezing (asthma) by the time they are three.  It vindicates those generations of fathers who watched with amusement as their kids put whatever they found on the floor into their mouths.  Books, tools, shoes, electric cords – why not?  Mothers are horrified but – the kids get asthma.  Father knows best!

This, by the way, provides scientific support for the "5 second rule."  If a piece of food falls on the floor, it isn't dirty unless it has been there for five seconds.  If you scoop it up quickly you find it is perfectly edible.  No problem.  Every father agrees.  Mothers never do.

Kids are fathers' natural allies.  You Ukrainian women are horrified to see that I go outdoors without a jacket or around the house without slippers.  You are afraid I might die.  What? Before I'm 80?  You have to recognize that I've been around a long time.

When I was a kid in California we went all summer without shoes.  I had such thick callous on my feet I could run all day on the hot asphalt.  In winter I went without a jacket.  My mother kept buying them and I kept leaving them somewhere.  Before I died of the cold, she got tired of buying them so I finally won the game.  

No!  My mom would never agree.  Very few women do.  

She wanted her underwear washed just so.  A gentle setting on the washer.  Only the cotton things could go through the dryer – everything else had to be hung up to dry.  She did not want me to touch her sweaters.  I could polish her shoes, but it had to be done exactly her way.  
Fortunately there are things women know almost nothing about.  Like cars.  She could tell when the car was dirty, but she never cleaned one herself and she didn't usually tell me how clean it needed to be.  She could complain about "that funny little" noise the car was making, but if I did not hear it, once again there was not much she could do.  I could say "Ask a real mechanic."  That's a different story.  She would be embarrassed asking a real mechanic the same stupid question she asks her husband, so she lets the issue drop.  Well, sort of.  Somehow, with women, issues are never totally forgotten.  

Women also have convenient blind spots.  My wife was a nut about gardening.  She loved having the garden look just so.  We had a springtime ritual of going to the nursery to buy new plants.  I would follow her around the garden with a shovel, putting each on exactly where she wanted it, facing the right direction, in just so deep.
But come summer, the weeds would come.  Anybody can dig up weeds, even women.  And, after all, it was her garden.  The weeds would grow.  I certainly wasn't going to say anything about the – that could lead to work!  So we had a kind of a truce.  I didn't say anything about the weeds, and she didn't give me too much trouble if the lawn looked like it had been mowed last week instead of this week.  Which was usually the case.

So, in my length of years, what have I learned about cleanliness?  It is not terribly important to your health.  People and dirt have coexisted for millennia, and people are doing just fine.  Cleanliness is, however, very important to your marriage.  Keep your opinions to yourself!  Your wife doesn't want to hear them!  
