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“I STINK AT THAT….”
My mother, God rest her soul, was your typical 1950’s housewife. She washed our clothes, hung them outside to dry, ironed each piece, cleaned and cooked our meals.
Mom never taught me how to do any of those things. Upon marriage at age twenty I was on my own figuring out homemaking as I went. Two things I could never quite accomplish were:
l. Ironing
2. Cooking pork chops
My mother could make my dad’s shirts and pants completely wrinkle-free without working very hard. I remember watching to see if I could learn her techniques. That didn’t work no matter how hard I tried. I could put more creases down the front of a pair of pants than was necessary. Shirts, of course, were a challenge; sleeves were my nemesis. Accepting my lack of ability, Joe finally took over ironing his own shirts and pants for work. Today, my solution to ironing is putting the item in the dryer on “Wrinkle-release”.
The second thing I stunk at was making pork chops. My mother could fry them to delicious perfection. I fried them into oblivion. I tried all different kinds of recipes in cookbooks and from friends: each failed. Thick or thin chops always were tough and almost impossible to chew. Baking, slow cooking, microwaving efforts also fell short.
Finally, I accepted my limitations in the pork realm. 
My solution: I just don’t buy them anymore.
