
“Green pickles and red Jell-o” 
 
Before you accuse me of plagiarism by trying to emulate the great author, Dr Seuss and his 
famous book, “Green Eggs and Ham”, I give you my word that my intentions are honorable and 
my title for this little essay only coincidental.  Hopefully, this gets me off the legal hook.  After 
reading this piece, you’ll understand why I had no choice in selecting this particular title. 
 
Last Wednesday evening, my neighbors treated me to dinner at a local Chinese buffet style 
restaurant.  This establishment features a buffet unlike any other I’ve ever seen.  It’s huge!  They 
offer the traditional Chinese dishes as well as exotic Asian delights.  If you have a craving for 
octopus, frog legs, crab legs, mollusks, squid, or spicy hot numbers, this is the place for you. 
 
Having rather cowardly Norwegian taste buds, I gravitate towards the more traditional fares like 
sesame chicken, stir fry, rice, egg rolls, and the like.  Now, when I visit a Mexican restaurant, I 
usually order, well, something Mexican like burritos or enchiladas.  If my dining adventure takes 
me to an Italian eatery, I’ll select Italian food.  I particularly like lasagna.  Perhaps you see a trend 
here?  Whenever I visit an “ethnic” restaurant specializing in certain foods, I’ll not be ordering a 
burger and fries.  I don’t go to a Chinese buffet to order fried chicken. 
 
As I said, my neighbors and I were at the Chinese buffet last Wednesday evening.  On my first 
trip through the buffet I came upon a little girl carrying her plate followed by her grandmother.  
This little girl had the biggest grin on her face.  She had selected the food that she wanted and 
was making her way back to the table to enjoy her selections.  What did she have on her plate?   
I think you’ve guessed that by now.  She had two green pickles and a helping of red strawberry 
Jell-O cubes.  That’s it!  Nothing else.   
 
I looked at her grandmother and we both laughed.  I said, “You’ve come all the way to this great 
Chinese buffet and she selects pickles and Jell-O”.  She said, “That’s what she really wanted”.     
I mentioned to her that I write short essays and this gave me an idea for my next story, “Green 
pickles and red Jell-O”.  She said, “Go for it”. 
 
Later that evening, I began thinking about that little girl and her night at the restaurant.  I expect 
that her mom and dad told her earlier in the day that they were planning on taking Grandma out 
to the buffet for dinner.  It appeared they also told her that she could select whatever she wanted 
to eat.  She must have thought about that all day long.  She was probably so excited when they 
got to the restaurant.  Upon arrival, she grabbed her Grandma’s hand and pulled her towards the 
buffet.  Her mom and dad were still sitting at the table waiting for the beverages to be delivered 
when this little girl and her Grandma returned from the buffet. 
 
Her parents could have chided her about her choices.  They could have gone on and on about 
how much it cost for her meal and why she should have chosen more sensible food.  They did no 
such thing.  This wasn’t a matter of right or wrong, practical versus impractical, or a matter of 
nutritional requirements.  She was given the choice that day to make her own decision.  Her 
selections were not what mom or dad would have picked, but that didn’t matter.  
 
It’s a different story in real life sometimes with us adults.  Too often we are judgmental and quick 
to criticize.  Whenever someone does something differently than how we would do it, we think 
they’re wrong.  We can be very intolerant at times.  We can be rude and discourteous if for no 
other reason than someone is not like us. 
 
I have found when I’m critical or intolerant, it’s usually for no good reason at all.  The issues are 
generally petty matters, petty affairs that should never have surfaced in the first place. I don’t 
know where I ever got the notion that I’m such hot stuff?  Who says I’m right anyway?  If 
someone chooses “green pickles and red Jell-O”, is it my place to tell them they’re wrong?  No!   
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Life would be much calmer, simpler, and pleasant if we would get off of our “soapboxes” and stop 
trying to rule our world.  We are not put here to control others and see to it that everything 
happens the way we think it should.  Live and let live.  We live in a world that is like a buffet.  
Choices abound.  Each one of us is given the ability to make choices.  Sometimes our choices 
may be wrong.  Sometimes we might just get it right.  We may not always agree with each other’s 
choices.  So what?  That shouldn’t be upsetting.  Then, why do we keep letting these things upset 
and annoy us?  It’s our own fault!  Once we realize this and accept others, we can return to calm.   
 
No one demonstrated acceptance, tolerance, patience, compassion, and forgiveness like Jesus 
Christ did while He walked this earth.  What an example to follow!  He was criticized by the 
religious leaders of the day because he would actually talk and mingle with people they 
considered to be the “untouchables” of society.  He didn’t condone what many of them did, but He 
was kind and considerate to them, never judgmental.  Even while dying, He took the time to 
forgive the ones who killed him with his dying breaths.  If He can do that, surely I can be a better 
person than I am. 
 
Lasagna, Chow Mein, or a burger and fries?  This type of music or that type of music?  
Conservative clothes or funky clothes?  Lutheran Church or Catholic Church?  These and many 
other choices are really insignificant when it comes to relating to one another.  Getting along with 
each other is sure a heck of a lot better than being at odds with each other.   
 
I intend to take a lesson from that little girl’s parents who were perfectly comfortable with her 
choice of “Green pickles and red Jell-O” for dinner that night.  How about you? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


