
Exercising Grocery Store Patience
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I finished my grocery store route by completing my shopping at Stop & Shop (that’s 
right, each week I go to every local grocery store, based on what they specialize in and 
what’s on sale—it saves money, but certainly not time, and it increases quality, though it 
does decrease patience). I picked the shortest checkout line, which I immediately 
regretted. It was just one person, but the woman had a mountain of groceries. The belt 
was already stuffed and piled high and the cart was still fairly full.

To make matters worse, after scanning each item, the cashier had to make a 
conversational comment, “Oh, these are good, I’ve had these. . .that’s a good price for 
bacon. . .my kids love these.” Nearly every item had to be discussed. The morning 
marched on, but eventually there were no more items and, thankfully, nothing more to 
talk about. The lady's total was more than $300.00 and her carriage looked like a 
landfill, plastic bags piled precariously high, flowing over the top edges of the carriage, 
some contents slipping out. Even the under carriage was stuffed. Then this happened. 
The woman asked if she could pay with a check. I wanted to say, “You can, if you want 
that to be the last act of your life,” but I didn’t. 

There was so much discussion earlier about Fruit Loops and Bagel Chips and dozens of 
other items, that you would think the question about writing checks (actually, the only 
essential topic here) could have made its way into the conversation before reaching the 
time to head home.  And by the way, who writes checks, and who just starts writing 
them after everything is completely packed into the cart? All right, it's okay to write a 
check, but when it's time to pay, the only thing you should have left to fill in is the 
amount. Use your downtime—waiting for your things to get wrung up and packed into 
bags—to get your paperwork done.

Okay, a few deep breaths, I know some of the groceries from the last store are probably 
now melting in the trunk of my car—brilliant strategy going store to store. A few more 
clumsy tries and the cashier might get her register to accept the battered and beat up 
check instead of continually spitting it back out. Finally, the register gives up the fight 
and agrees to take the check and the transaction is complete, but no. 

Before she can head her oversized load out of the store, the woman asks the bagger 
where she put the bagels, because she wants to eat them on the way home. For crying 
out loud, they could be anywhere in that enormous pile; can you just hold on until you 
get home or at least pull over to the courtesy desk instead of tying up the two store 
employees who are supposed to be ringing up the next person in line? They pull 
countless bags back out of the cart and put them back onto the packing area, fishing 
through each one, until they finally find the bag with the bagels. They pack her back up 
and she begins maneuvering her load toward the door. Every few feet a bag slips off the 
pile and crashes to the floor. “Can you make it,” the cashier calls out, stepping back 
from her register and leaving my stuff sitting there. I smile broadly at the cashier when 
she returns, remembering to exercise my grocery store patience instead of engaging in 
the regrettable.


