
Jesus About Town - The Grocery Store Encounter. A story sermon written and told at Mt. Hope on June 28, 2015 by Steven 

Schafer. Texts: Nehemiah 9: 17- 21 and Matthew 6: 26-34. 

 

 I am constantly impressed with how many people there are in the world. There are people everywhere. I think there surely must 

be too many. I know there are up on Orchard Lake Road where we live. Congestion everywhere. When we visited Rachel when she 

lived in Washington D.C. it was so overrun by people that it makes West Bloomfield look like a wilderness. Too many people. 

 

 I did some research and found that people in the know say that the earth can sustain between nine and ten billion people. We're 

already north of seven billion and should reach nine by mid century if the current population growth continues.  

 

 Do you remember 1970? Not so long ago for most of us. There are twice as many people in the world today as there were in 

1970. No wonder it seems so crowded! Scientists believe that we won't/can't reach nine billion without some kind of catastrophic event. 

Before nine billion there will be massive starvation throughout the world or disease epidemics. They say nature has a way of protecting 

itself and will if necessary. There is a ray of hope, though. Research shows that we are already in the process of making a U-turn. 

Fertility rates are declining to what they call the "replacement" level. More and more families are having only 2.1 children. With people 

dying as they grow older, we should be OK, they say (they hope).  

 

 What do seven billion people eat? Where do they all live? How can clothes be made for all of them (all of us)? It's enough to 

keep you up at night, fretting about it.  

 

 I suppose that's why Jesus told us not to worry. God has it all under control in some celestial way. "Look at the birds of the field," 

Jesus said. "They neither toil nor reap yet God takes care of them... how much more valuable to God are you?" And it's true. God has 

sustained nature for a very long time and taken care of even the least likely to survive plants and animals. By extension, God will take 

care of us. 

 

 Jesus, of course, just like the rest of us, had to eat. And not having a homemaker wife who did all the grocery shopping, he found 

himself in the grocery store from time to time. He actually didn't mind it. Some of his best stories came from being out and about and 

interacting with people - finding out what they worried about, what their concerns and needs were, how they lived their lives. 

 

 At the grocery story he'd often strike up conversations in the produce section. That seemed to be fertile ground. It's a bit more 

open than the aisles of the store, so more conducive to chatting. Sometimes his encounters were quite by accident. One time he 

overheard a woman making a comment, "God, are these melons huge." He thought she was talking to him, so he'd reply, "Well, thank 

you. We try to do our best. Sunshine, rain... the farmer plays a pretty important part, too." 

 



 Then he would be surprised when she looked at him like he was some kind of kook or something and rush off. He never could 

get used to people using the word "God" as an exclamation or as a interjection. To him God was his father - God was him, himself. To 

even say the word was, to him, a prayer. He was glad the woman acknowledged just who it was who made the melons large even if 

she was a bit skittish. 

 

 There was another occasion, several years ago now. He was minding his own business, doing his shopping, when a man ran 

right into his cart as they rounded the end of an aisle. They both apologized profusely and Jesus saw that the man had a couple of 

packages of diapers and a carton of beer in his cart. He jokingly commented, "That's quite a combination of purchases. Your baby 

driving you to drink?" 

 

 The man laughed and said that that wasn't the case but it might not be a bad idea to handle all the middle-of-the-night feeding 

times. He said he was SO tired. "The baby," he said, "is four months old and wakes up every four hours like clockwork, demanding 

food. My wife and I are exhausted." 

 

  Jesus tried to encourage him by telling him that soon that would all end and they'd all eventually get good night sleeps again 

and that, in a year, sleepless nights will be forgotten and the joy of that little one will be overwhelming. "The sleepless nights will come 

back, though," he warned, "probably about thirteen or fourteen years from now." The man chuckled and said, "Don't I know it?" 

 

 Jesus said, "Do have a good day. May your child give you and your wife the greatest days of joy of your lives." And they both 

went their own way, continuing their shopping.  

 

 Like I said, this was a while back and Jesus, being all knowing, knew that that little girl did grow up and gave her parents 

countless sleepless nights but that now she is in her twenties and they know she is the greatest thing that ever happened to them. It 

probably didn't hurt to have a blessing bestowed on her as a baby by the King of the Universe himself. 

 

 Like all men, Jesus found the rationale for where the grocery store put things beyond comprehension. To him (and most men) it 

would seem that you'd put the spaghetti sauce right beside the spaghetti and the hamburger buns near the hamburgers and the 

condiment selection right there, too. But the buns were way over in the bread aisle and the Heinz was in with the sauces. At least the 

hamburger was in the meat counter. Easy enough to find. But why not use more logic in food placement rather than making you run all 

over the store? 

 

 It wasn't a big grocery day for Jesus. A dozen items - maybe a few more -  were in his cart as he headed for the checkout. When 

he got there he was dismayed to see long lines with heaping carts. He knew this was going to take forever. Only two lines were open - 

a third if you counted the express lane for ten items or less. He knew he had more than ten so really couldn't go through the express 



line. He knew people did that - it kind of bugged him - but he wasn't about to cheat. That's just not who he was. So he got into the 

shortest of the two lines, knowing that there was little doubt that it would also be the slowest.  

 

 The three carts just ahead of him were women who obviously knew one another. It didn't matter to them that the line was long. It 

was a good opportunity to chat with one another and, so long as they had nothing frozen that might melt, they had plenty of time.  

 

 One of them had picked up one of those tabloid newspapers at the end of the counter and the three were looking at something in 

it and laughing. Jesus loved humor. Whenever he could, he made jokes. His jokes of long ago lose something in translation and, 

because of two thousand years of cultural evolution, most people don't recognize them as being so funny, but he got some pretty good 

laughs when he came up with some of them back in the day. He remembered that one he told that would have made a great Saturday 

Night Live sketch about criticism. One guy with a log protruding from his eye says to the other, "You're blind as a bat, let me take that 

speck of dust out of your eye so you can see clearly." That got some chuckles. 

 

 He kind of liked eye jokes. He remembered that other one about the foolishness of the Pharisees. He said it was like the blind 

leading the blind - both will fall into a ditch. That probably wouldn't play well today, but it was pretty good back then.  

 

 Then there was the one about straining your milk to get out gnats and then swallowing camels. He loved the visual impact of that 

one. He loved those raucous parties he went to with the publicans. And they loved having him there. 

 

 Jesus figured he needed some new material, so he was quite interested in what the women were finding so funny. But he didn't 

know exactly how to find out. So he kind of sidled over to take a look at something on the impulse rack behind them so he could sneak 

a peek over their shoulders to see what they were looking at. He saw the pages they were looking at but didn't quite understand their 

laughter. He knew what it was as soon as he saw it, though. He saw a picture of the president of the United States and in a smaller 

picture, atop the larger one, down in one corner. Remember, I said this was a number of years ago. Across the picture was inscribed 

the name "Monica." 

 

 He knew what the story was. But it wasn't funny. It was tragic and sad and, in some ways, unbelievable. A man so public, so 

powerful, so charismatic, caught taking advantage of a young innocent woman. He knew that it would devastate her and mark her life 

forever. He knew that the act had damaged the nation. Why were they laughing? 

 

 Now, if you read the gospels, you quickly realize that Jesus was never a stranger to making people feel uncomfortable. Even so, 

the women laughing so noticeably made his approach not totally unacceptable. "What's so funny, ladies?" he asked. 

 



 The laughing stopped abruptly at the stranger's voice. They really hadn't expected anyone to intrude on their little soirée. One of 

them said, "I beg your pardon?" 

 

 "I noticed you having such a good time over whatever you're reading about. Standing in this line is pretty boring and you all seem 

to be enjoying yourselves pretty much. What are you finding so funny?" 

 

 "Oh, I suppose it isn't really funny at all," one of the women said. "It's just so bizarre that such things make the news. The 

president had this affair with an intern in the White House. You've heard about it, I'm sure." 

 

 "Of course. I think everyone has. But what are you laughing at?" 

 

 "The details. This young girl - twenty two  years old - messing up her life just for a romp with a powerful man. What was she 

thinking? What did she expect to happen? Did she think she wouldn't be found out? She is such a little tramp." 

 

 "And the president," began one of the other women, "What is it with powerful men - what it is with all men. They think they can 

get away with anything. I'm glad he got caught. And it is funny. He has become the latest American joke. I hope they impeach the guy 

and get rid of him." 

 

 "The thing is," said Jesus, "it's not funny. It's the common story of the human condition. We push the limits. We test God. We fail 

the morality test. But let me ask you women this, which of you have not done things for which you are or ought to be ashamed?"  

 

 The women all looked away. It was clear that Jesus had hit a tender spot in each of them and made them quite uncomfortable. 

They couldn't even look at one another. One of the women - the one who had insisted that it was funny -  said, "Oh, my. I forgot to get 

trash bags." And she pushed her cart out of the line and headed down a nearby aisle. The second woman lifted her head and stared 

icily at Jesus. She stared at him like she wanted to kill him - in the coldest way possible. She stared for what seemed an eternity. Jesus 

just stood there absorbing her anger, not turning away, but not returning her death-ray gaze either. Then the woman turned and walked 

away. She was clearly so livid she couldn't even say a word. She left her cart where it was, not to return for her supplies until long after 

Jesus was gone.  

 

 The third woman, Jesus saw, had tears streaming down her cheeks. She turned away from Jesus, continuing to await her turn at 

checkout, not wanting any more of what started out as a nice shopping day. 

 

 "Ma'am?" said Jesus.  

 The woman turned to him. "What do you want?" she asked.  



 "You're Monica, aren't you." 

 "No. My name is Pat. Please leave me alone." 

 "I know you're name is Pat. But you're  Monica, aren't you?" 

 "No! What's it to you?" 

 "Your friends are gone. There's no one here who condemns you. Least of all me." 

 "I don't need your pity. Go away." 

 "I will never leave you nor will I forsake you so long as you are hurting. I want you to know that someone cares."  

 

 The woman turned to Jesus, not really paying attention as to whether others were watching or listening or not. At that moment it 

was just her and Jesus in that line. "Sir, I've done some unspeakable things - things I'm not proud of. Yes. I am Monica. Not as young. 

Not as pretty, but I'm her in just about every other way." 

 

 "You don't have to be, you know. You can stop what you're doing this very day. God will forgive you and restore you. God will 

give you strength to live life on a higher plane than you have been." 

 

 It was finally her turn with the cashier, so she began unloading her cart onto the conveyor belt. Her mascara was a mess but the 

tears had stopped. The cashier noticed but didn't say anything. Because the other two had left, Jesus was next. He had chased them 

off (that wasn't his intent but he rather liked to be two carts closer).  

 

 He never saw the woman again. He didn't even know her name. But over the course of the next few days he thought of her 

often. He thought of how often our lives are filled with secrets and how those secrets dominate us - how our secret lives and secret sins 

impact us and keep us from enjoying life to the fullest. He thought of how sin tarnishes the good in our lives and how guilt keeps us 

living on edge. 

 

 "If only," he thought. "If only people would know the truth about how their actions so profoundly impact their lives - for better or 

worse - they would certainly live more righteous, chaste, good lives. They would take God's advice in the commandments. If only they 

would realize that after they fall they simply have to look up and God would be there for them - always. Ready to pick them up and 

forgive them and let them start all over again. If only they would understand that the sins of others are no different than their own in 

seriousness, perhaps they wouldn't be so quick to laugh." 

 

 There are a lot of people in this world. Every one of them needs hope. Every one of them needs peace. Every one of us needs a 

conversation with Jesus.  

 

 


