
Exercising Grocery Store Patience 

Bank Card Debacle 

A shaky old man in line in front of me at the grocery store tried to pay with his ATM card 
(it looked like an ATM card, but for all I know—and all he knew—it could have been his 
library card). He could barely figure out how to get it to slide through the slot, and when 
he punched in the numbers I knew I was in for a wait because he had to hunt for where 
each number was on the key pad—the universal standard number layout for all phones, 
calculators, ATM machines, etc. 

Well, he never got the sequence right, but he tried so many times that the bank shut 
down his card, according to the message that the cashier got on her register. "I'm sorry 
sir, but the bank is shutting down your card," she was sorry to report. I had my card out, 
about ready to pay for his cart of groceries, the price I would pay to preserve my 
chances of getting out of the store before the end of the day. 

Instead, the cashier tried a few of her tricks with the card (running it through as credit, 
etc.), only serving to extend the hopes of the old man, who was still under some 
mysterious spell, gazing forlornly at the key pad. The outcome was as I expected and 
when the tottering old man was told that his card was locked and that he would have to 
call his bank to resolve it, he snapped to attention and acted like he had just been told 
his entire family had been killed. 

“What am I going to do now?” he shouted in a panic. He shuffled from one foot to the 
other, completely paralyzed with indecision, unable to imagine a single viable course of 
action while holding fast to his spot at the keypad, waiting to be rescued. The cashier 
abruptly abandoned her register to usher the gentleman to the courtesy desk, so I gave 
up my loyalty to the aisle and started packing my groceries back into the carriage. 

“Can you find the right number to call?” I heard him pleading with her on his way over 
there, now turning all his bank problems completely over to the grocery store while he 
waited, bewildered, on the bench. The cashier whisked herself back to her post and 
encouraged me to put my stuff back on the belt, telling me how patient I had been, 
repeating this so many times that I suspect she thought that I had been near losing it. I 
presented myself as very understanding, “these things happen. . .” which certainly could 
not have matched my demeanor while I had been witnessing the bank card debacle. 

I walked out of the store feeling the cashier's praise, nevertheless, a warning voice 
lingered. My patience had been drained during that experience. I had come too close to 
losing my patience all together, close to acting in some foolish and regrettable way. I left 
with a lesson learned and a strong commitment to get more of a grip on my patience. I 
don't ever again want to come so close to that person in line who does something 
regrettable just because a shaky old man can't navigate the key pad.


