What a Chore

Washing dishes in the apartment without hot running water was a challenge. To do that, we had to heat a pot of water on the brick stove and take out two big enamel bowls. Once the water boiled, my older brother poured the hot water into one of the bowls. My task was to add the cold water to it and fill the other empty bowl. 
	As a child, I hated doing the dishes with a passion. To complete our task, one of us would dip the dirty dish into the hot water and use a rag to clean it. After that, we dunk the washed plate into the second bowl to rinse it. By the time we completed the task, both bowls had grease rings around the perimeter. We did not have the luxury of dish detergent to eliminate the grease. Just looking at them grossed me out. 


