Eggs Are Eggs





	I was going to town the other day to run some errands and my wife Betty asked me if I would mind picking up some eggs on the way. 


	I said, “Sure, I’ll do that for you.” And off I went. I even remembered to actually get the eggs, too, which at my age is something of an accomplishment. At least I thought I had gotten the eggs, until I proudly laid (no pun intended) them on the kitchen counter.


	Betty immediately opened the carton and peered inside.


	“What’s wrong?” I asked. “Don’t you believe they put eggs in egg cartons anymore?”


	“There are two broken eggs in here,” Betty said, holding the carton out for me to see.


	“Well, don’t look at me, I didn’t break them,” I told her.


	“You’re supposed to look inside the carton before you buy them,” Betty informed me. 


	Well, shucks, I don’t mind learning a thing or two in my old age. “Okay, I’ll take them back,” I said.


	Some time later I returned, feeling really virtuous for making an extra trip to town to return the carton of eggs which had the broken ones in it for a carton of pure white absolutely intact twelve eggs. I not so proudly laid them on the table.


	Betty didn’t even open the carton this time. “These are small eggs,” She said. “We use large eggs.”


	I looked, then looked again. Right there on the carton, it said Grade AA Medium.


	“Isn’t medium close enough?” I asked.


	“It would be, except medium eggs are small. You have to get large eggs before they are medium sized.”


	“You want large eggs, though. How can I get large eggs if the large ones are only medium sized?”


	“That’s easy. You get Jumbo.”


	“Oh. Okay, jumbo it is.”


	I returned to town to the grocery store, not quite so enthusiastic this time. Very carefully, I picked out Grade A Jumbo eggs, opened the carton to be sure they were intact and bought the jumbo eggs which in reality were only large, not jumbo. On the way home I wondered if there was a gigantic class of eggs which in reality would only be jumbo sized, but I quickly stopped this line of thinking before I got into colossal or spaceship sized and started wondering how the chickens which laid those kind of eggs could be corralled.


	Home again, I silently laid the eggs on the counter, hardly proud at all but determined to get this egg thing right.


	Betty looked at the eggs. She didn’t smile. I wondered how much more gas I had in the truck.


	“What’s wrong now?” I asked.


	“These are only grade A. Why didn’t you get grade AA like you did the first time?


	“What’s the difference? They’re eggs aren’t they?”


	My wife reluctantly conceded that grade A eggs were in fact real eggs, but informed me that grade A eggs were unlike grade AA eggs.


	“What’s the difference?” 


	“Grade A Jumbo are the same as Grade AA medium. I wanted large eggs, remember?”


	“It has been some hours now, but yes, I remember. I’ll go back to the store.”


	“Maybe I better do it myself.”


	“No, I insist,” I said determinedly. “Never let it be said that you have a husband who can’t fetch the right kind of eggs for his wife. However, maybe you better write down exactly what you want this time.”


	Betty wrote it down. Grade AA Jumbo eggs. Look in the carton to be sure they aren’t broken.  I headed for town again. Very carefully, I checked Betty’s note against a carton of eggs. I opened the carton and inspected each egg. None of them were broken.  I had to take the carton’s word for it that they were, in fact, Grade AA since I must confess that the difference between A, double A and triple A escapes me. I paid for them while returning the previous carton, explaining to the clerk that apparently I didn’t know nearly as much about eggs as I thought I did that morning.


	I got home and plunked the eggs down on the counter. 


	“Careful!” Betty exclaimed. “Don’t break them after all this trouble.” 


	Betty opened the egg carton while I stood in resolute silence, certain I had gotten things right this time.


	“Why did you get brown eggs?” My lovely wife asked.


	“What’s the difference? They’re yellow and white on the inside aren’t they?”


	Betty looked at me as if I never finished third grade. “Brown eggs cost fifteen cents more a dozen. Didn’t you look?”


	“I looked to be certain I had Jumbo AA.”


	“Well, I wanted Jumbo AA white, not Jumbo AA brown.”


	“I’ll take them back,” I said.


	I stopped to fill the truck up with gas, stopped at the grocery store and got a carton of Jumbo AA White Unbroken Less Costly By God Correct Eggs and told the clerk to quit looking at me that way. I drove back home. I slammed the eggs carton on the counter.


	Betty winced. She opened the carton. Two eggs were broken from me laying them on the counter perhaps a little more forcefully than I should have.


	“How about some Jumbo AA White Inexpensive scrambled eggs?” Betty asked.


	“Suits me,” I said.


	While we were eating our scrambled eggs Betty asked me if I would pick her up some potato chips the next time I went to town. 


	Do you know how many types of potato chips there are now?


	I told her my truck was out of gas, the transmission was acting up and I didn’t like chips any more anyway.





The End
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