REFLECTION ON CHOICES
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Today, I was shopping at a well known high street store, offering reduction on meat near the ‘limit’ of their sell-by date.  Having looked at some whole roasting chickens, chicken thighs and chicken legs, and made a choice of 2 whole chickens, a packet of thighs and 3 packets of legs I felt content with my selection.
I noticed a woman, perhaps in her mid-to-late twenties, shopping with her little girl.  She was looking at the whole chickens not on reduction and I drew her attention to the ones that were reduced.  

She was interested and had a look, as she was looking for something to cook for tomorrow’s dinner.  I had told her I would be cooking some today and freezing the rest and I pointed to a packet of legs on the shelf which was obviously stale, because they were very pale and looked off.  She agreed that they were obviously no good.
As she looked at the reduced chickens, she asked me the date and we simultaneously established that it was the 20th of August:  The chickens were dated for the 22nd of August.  

She told me that they were alright, but that some of them could be greenish underneath.

For a split second, I was about to go on the defensive and justify my choice of chicken.   But in the other part of that second, I realised what she had said may be true and I had not checked the underneath of the packets:   

But instead I immediately retrieved the chickens from my shopping basket, turning each packet upside down to check them:
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And sure enough, the thighs were greenish underneath.  I put them back, on top of the no-good chicken legs, turning the packets vertically so it might be obvious to other shoppers that they were suspect!
I thanked the young woman very much and was glad that I had taken her advice:  We both then moved onto some diced beef that was also on reduction and both agreed, as she said, that the meat was rather dear with only 50 pence having been taken off, and that the 50 pence or more off the reduced chicken was the better deal. 

I left her choosing from the rest of the reduced chickens.
At the check-out counter, I think I surprised the young girl on the till as I passed her the 2 whole chickens after scrutinising the underneath of the packaging.

REFLECTION:


On returning home, whilst putting away some of the chicken in the refrigerator and setting the rest to soak in salt and vinegar, it suddenly hit me that I had matured:

I had not taken umbrage at the advice of a woman, perhaps 25 to 30 years my junior and that in trying to help her, by pointing out the reduced chicken, she had in fact taught me something, which I will share with my family members.

CONCLUSION:
The Bible tells us that we are to remain humble and teachable.


