Laundry for idiots, er, guys

by Rob Jenkins

Like many guys, I learned to do laundry in college.  Each week, I had to deal with the age-old question, “Do I wash clothes, or just buy new underwear?”  

At the time it cost $2.50 to do two loads of laundry. A three-pack of drawers went for $2.79 at Kmart.  Clearly a no-brainer.  After five years, I graduated with a bachelor’s degree, $153.75 in library fines, and 248 pairs of shorts.

Only when my jeans began to move around the room by themselves during the night would I venture into the laundry room, dividing my clothes into two loads—truly disgusting and merely filthy—and tossing each into a machine with as much detergent as I could beg, borrow, or steal.  

Later I’d take everything out of the dryer, put the shirts and slacks on hangers, and dump the rest into an old pillowcase.  This worked OK.  I never once had a woman turn me down for a date because of the way my clothes looked.  At least, that was never mentioned as a reason.

Unfortunately, none of this history means anything to my wife.  In her world, laundry must be sorted into at least eight different piles, using some arcane formula that would befuddle Harry Potter. Then it has to be washed with just the right amount of detergent, fabric softener, and bleach. Later, everything is folded, maybe even ironed.

That’s a lot of work.  Fortunately, married guys rarely have to do laundry, because their wives don’t trust them.  This is proof that women are smarter than men.  

However, if as a guy you do find yourself facing this unenviable task, perhaps because your wife is out of town or has done something else really inconvenient, like have a baby, here are some useful tips for handling it as efficiently (read, “with as little work”) as possible.

First, divide your clothes by color into no more than three small loads.  Leave your wife’s clothes in the hamper.  If she’s out of town or otherwise incapacitated, she doesn’t need them anyway.  

Shove the kids’ stuff under their beds. You can pull it out later and upbraid them for not using the hamper—thereby not only lessening your workload but making you seem like a concerned father.

Second, wash everything on cold/cold, no bleach.  That way, if you did a poor job dividing colors, you don’t have to worry about anything getting too ruined. The clothes may not actually get clean, either, but as long as there’s a faint odor of detergent, you can always blame the machine.

Third, quickly hang any clothes that would normally be ironed.  This should keep them relatively wrinkle free.  Above all, never iron children’s clothes, unless you plan to shellac the child, clothes and all.

And finally, if all else fails, you can always make a last-minute run to Kmart.

