
The Spider in the Grocery Store 

A Sister Rose Mary story 

 

Mister Macaroni 

Owned a grocery store 

Full of fruits and vegetables 

And meat and bread and more. 

 

Many of his neighbors 

Came to his store each day 

They’d pick out food for dinner 

Then get in line to pay. 

 

At ten o’clock on Saturday 

About three weeks ago 

A woman had just chosen 

A juicy red tomato. 

 

As Mister Macaroni 

Was putting food on shelves 

He looked up very suddenly 

When he heard the woman yell. 

 

It was Mrs. Rigatoni 

She was standing by the beets 

And pointing with her finger 

Her face white as a sheet. 

 

The creature she was pointing at 

Was furry, small and black 

It had eight little legs 

And a little rounded back. 

 

It was a harmless spider 

In a corner of the bin 

That the lettuce and potatoes 

And cucumbers were in. 

 

Mister Macaroni 

Hurried over to her side 

In time to see the spider 

Crawl to its web and hide. 

 

“Mrs. Rigatoni,” 

He said to calm her down 

“Please don’t fear that spider,” 

But she gave him a frown. 

 

“I don’t buy food,” she said 

“That’s touched by spider feet 

If that spider has been on it 

Then it’s no good to eat.” 

 

She left her grocery cart 

That was full of food and drinks 

And stormed out of the store 

More quickly than two winks. 

 

All the people who had come 

For butter, milk and eggs 

Would not buy any food 

That was touched by spider legs. 

 

So they left their grocery carts 

In the aisles of the store 

And like Mrs. Rigatoni 

They headed out the door. 

 

Now Mister Macaroni 

Began to get quite worried 

He had to think of something 

And do it in a hurry. 

 

“I can’t keep my store open,” 

He sadly told himself 

“If no one buys my food 

And it sits there on the shelf.” 

 

Then he spotted someone 

Who had not left the store 

She was wearing a black veil 

Her black habit touched the floor. 

 

She was walking rather slowly 

With the help of her short cane 

She was very short herself 

But her smile was quite plain 

 

It was Sister Rose Mary 

You’ve heard the stories told 

About this little nun 

Who’s a hundred and five years old. 

 

“I’m so glad you’re here,” 

Mister Macaroni cried 

He told her about the spider 

Who’d gone to his web to hide. 

 

“Mrs. Rigatoni 

Saw that spider in my store 

She said she will not come 

To buy food here any more. 



“The neighbors said the same 

Hardly anyone has stayed 

Without all of those customers 

My workers can’t get paid.” 

 

Sister Rose Mary listened closely 

And took some time to think 

Then asked for a cup of coffee 

With cream, to sit and drink 

 

“Please let me drink my coffee 

And sit here in this chair 

I want to watch the spider 

To find out why he’s there.” 

 

So Sister sat and drank 

And watched the spider crawl 

Around the squash and beans 

That were piled next to the wall. 

 

Spiders will eat any bugs 

But their favorites are the flies 

Spiders say they taste like chicken 

And their wings taste like French fries. 

 

Then Sister Rose Mary 

Figured out what she must do 

To help her favorite grocery store 

And those who worked there, too. 

 

“Mister Macaroni,” 

She said in her soft tone 

“I think this spider’s hungry  

He needs a different home.” 

 

Mister Macaroni said, 

“I cannot take him home 

My wife won’t let a spider 

Come to our house and roam.” 

 

“You don’t need to take him,” 

Sister said, nice as could be 

“The spider is most welcome 

To come back home with me. 

 

 

“Every day when I’m in chapel 

Taking time to say my prayers 

I’m bothered by a hundred flies 

All flying here and there. 

 

“If this spider comes with me 

And spins a brand new web 

Maybe he can eat the flies 

That buzz around my head.” 

 

The spider had been listening 

And thought it would be nice 

To live in Sister’s chapel 

And eat a hundred flies. 

 

He crawled out of his hiding place 

In a corner near the beets 

He jumped off of the celery 

And landed at her feet. 

 

Then the spider climbed right up 

The side of Sister’s cane 

Until he reached the top of it 

Then sat down very tame. 

 

“We’re leaving now,” said Sister 

As she walked on past the eggs 

She waved good bye with one small hand 

While the spider waved four legs. 

 

Then Mister Macaroni 

Said, “Thank you very much. 

I’ll tell all my customers 

To come back here at once.” 

 

The people came back to his store 

And bought cantaloupes and pears 

While the spider and Sister Rose Mary 

Went to her chapel for her prayers. 


