I DON’T COOK 

I don’t cook.  Yes, it’s true I am disabled, according to most men I have encountered anyway.  I’ve never understood why in this day and age when it comes to the first 20 questions of dating why in the top three this topic is still relevant.  

Has this happened to you ladies? It has happened to me more times than I can remember.  You are out on that first date.  You ask those questions that we all ask:

1. What do you do for a living?

2. Where do you live?

3. Are you married?

Then it is his turn to ask his routine three basic first date questions:

1. Where do you work?

2. How much do you make?

3. Do you cook?

Correct me if I’m wrong on this.  The polls tell me I am probably not. 

I guess it is still a hold over from the cave man days when the men would go out and hunt, kill and “bring home the bacon.”   The little women of the pack, who supposedly did nothing all day I imagine, were then supposed to clean, serve and clean up after the caveman.  Hmmm.  What century are we in and have times really changed??

When the Women’s Movement and rights for voting came round in the early 1900’s, women in America could be out all day picketing and demonstrating for their right to vote, as long as they were home by suppertime to fix dinner. 

When Women’s Lib came along in the 1960’s, we gained our equality and we were now able to work side by side with men, burn our bras!  Eventually more restaurants and fast food places sprung up in our support.  TV dinners, frozen foods and pizza that could be delivered, were developed in our defense.  Yet still these men squawk and whine that they need someone that can get a “home cooked meal on the table” like Mama used to make.  Growing up in my home we got to go to McDonald’s or Burger King once a month if we had been good because my father refused to eat out.  Today if we eat at home once a month it was because I felt generous enough to “warm some food” according to my husband.  

I don’t know about you, but I have come to hate the inevitable “cooking holidays.”  Each month on the calendar I plan ahead to try and get myself out of them the best that I can. Thanksgiving, Christmas and Easter being the  “eternal hell-I-days” knowing what is being expected for me to put out, not just for my family but usually my in-laws and poor friends as well.  If I cheat and call Honey Baked Ham then again I am labeled with the sad name of being nothing more than a “food warmer” the day of the event.  It’s ok that I stood in the kitchen for 3 – 4 hours “warming” home made mashed potatoes, sweet potatoes, veggies, stuffing (Stove Top of course).  That I spent the night before cleaning the house, setting the table, decorating the house, making holiday cookies and cakes,(all this done in the past 12 hours since I worked 14 hours the day before).  What fun and exhilaration I feel each holiday as I go through this fun and wonderful merriment.  To be toasted by my husband in thankfulness for “warming this food that we are about to receive”.  How I enjoy it afterwards, standing in the kitchen washing dishes, trying to find Tupperware containers and their matching lids, which magically always disappear from my cabinet.  I love the sweeping and mopping of the floor, picking up food on my carpet, washing dishes to load in the dishwasher, while everyone else retires to the TV to watch that must see football game or take that much needed afternoon nap.  How glorious it is to finally get to plop down in a chair just to be asked what’s for dinner or where are the rest of the desserts.  Can you get me a beer dear?  Oh, do you have to go in and work tomorrow?  I’m sorry honey.  

What’s worse is when I thankfully return to work the next day for some rest and complain of my plight to my fellow women, who although some are sympathetic, most backlash me because they “so love the holidays and the chance to stay home and bake.” I would have rather been at the gynecologist for my annual torturing and having a root canal at the same time!

What can I say?  Some of us got a D in Home-EC.  My mother cried.  I guess the fact that I have a college degree means nothing, that I have written and published a book is irrelevant, that I can decorate or clean a house, manage a house, run my own business, raise kids, teach, work 12 – 14 hours 7 days a week all stands in the shadows that I don’t like to cook.  What is sadder they say – I can cook!  It is just not that high on my priority list these days.  So if there is another disabled woman like me out there I write and ask you to take heart!  If there is a single woman out there looking for that perfect man and you are asked the inevitable three questions – take heart and remember this.  Don’t settle for two out of three questions being not bad on his scale!  There are other rooms in the house we can cook in, although we usually don’t get that question to the 2nd or 3rd date!

If you don’t cook – be proud!  Hold your head high at any holiday event.  Warm that food and serve it to your mother-in-law with confidence!  If you have been branded along with me as the woman who never cooks, know that you are not alone!!  There are a few of us left!  The next time he complains it has been forever since you have cooked, remind him you can’t remember the last time he put out the trash, mowed the yard or put down the toilet seat!  Stand strong and stand united sister, for you are not alone!!!
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