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2 Kgs 5: 14-17 
Ps 98: 1, 2-3, 3-4 
2 Tm 2: 8-13 
Lk 17: 11-19 

 

 

“BIG JERRY, LITTLE JERRY” 
BY JACK SHEA 

 
Big Jerry groaned when his wife told him he had to go to the store. It 

was the Wednesday before Thanksgiving and the grocery store would 
be Grand Central Station. But when he heard that one of the missing 
ingredients was cranberry sauce, he nodded reluctantly. 

“How could you forget cranberry sauce?” he muttered. 
But when his wife yelled from the upstairs bedroom, “Take Little 

Jerry with you,” Big Jerry knew how she could forget cranberry sauce. 
This was all part of a bigger plot. 

Lately, Big Jerry’s wife had been on his case. He wasn’t spending 
enough time with his son. “He needs you, Gerard.” Always “Gerard” 
when there was a lesson to be given. “Just because he’s gotten older, 
that doesn’t mean you two have to be so far apart. He’s only eleven, you 
know.” Always “you know” when she thought he didn’t know. Big 
Jerry did not like these chiding lectures. It made him feel that he was a 
bit of a fool, and anyone who had done as well as he had in business 
was no fool. 

Big Jerry stuck his head into the den. 
“Want to go to the store?” 
 
Little Jerry buttoned the television dead and was at his father’s heels. 
Big Jerry knew that sometime tomorrow Little Jerry’s mother would 

probe, “What did you and Jerry talk about when you went to the store?” 
She was hoping for something significant, like the facts of life or the 
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value of a buck. 
So Big Jerry tried to get a conversation going. 
“How’s school?” 
“OK.” 
“How’s your basketball team doing?” “Lousy.” 
“What were you watching on TV?” “A movie.” 
Big Jerry put his foot on the gas. This is normal, he thought to 

himself; this is normal. 
At the store the cranberry sauce, five cans, was scooped up. Big Jerry 

had feared they might be out of it. They also found the lettuce, nuts, diet 
Coke, pie-crust mix, rolls, orange juice, and something called nutmeg. 

When they turned out of the last aisle, they saw the people. The line 
at the “Under Ten” checkout counter was over ten people long. 

“Grand Central Station,” muttered Big Jerry. 
“What?” asked Little Jerry. 
“Lot of people.” 
“Yeah.” 
The checker was a teenage boy, and he was carrying on a 

conversation with the neighboring checker, a teenage girl. It was about a 
party both had been to and both had hated. To Big Jerry’s ears every 
other word was “boring” and “really.” 

More work and less talk, thought Big Jerry. He noticed the other 
people in line were giving each other exasperated looks. Big Jerry began 
to mumble under his breath. He noticed the checker had a bad case of 
acne. 

By the time they got to the front, Big Jerry was steaming. But he said 
nothing. He just put a fifty-dollar bill on the counter. 

The checker, happily gabbing away, rang up a $19.35 charge. When 
Big Jerry saw how much it was, he picked up his fifty and put down a 
twenty. 

The checker did not notice the switch, and gave him $30.65 in change. 
Big Jerry hesitated. This kid deserves to be taken, he thought. Little Jerry 
was at his side. 

“I gave you a twenty,” Big Jerry said. 
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“No you didn’t. You gave me a fifty.” 
“I gave you a twenty.” 
“I saw the fifty,” the checker insisted. 
“Look in the drawer!” Big Jerry’s words came out as a growl between 

clenched teeth. 
The checker checked. “Oh yeah.” He took all but the sixty-five cents 

back. 
In the parking lot a man came up behind Big Jerry and his son. “You 

should have taken that jerk for the thirty.” 
In the car, Little Jerry said to his father, “That was neat, Dad.” And he 

began to talk-about school, about basketball, about the movie he was 
watching on TV. 

Big Jerry tried to listen, but he didn’t hear much for three insights, in 
rapid succession, raked his mind. 

 
1. If Little Jerry hadn’t been there, he would have grabbed the 

thirty and walked. 
2. His wife was wrong. Little Jerry didn’t need him; he needed 

Little Jerry. 
3. And he was glad tomorrow was Thanksgiving. 
 
 

PAPA JERRY HIJO JERRY  
POR JACK SHEA 

 
Papa Jerry gimió cuando su esposa le dijo que tenía que ir a la tienda. 

Era miércoles antes del Día de Gracias y la tienda de comestibles sería 
estación del Grand Central. Pero cuando escuchó que uno de los 
ingredientes que faltaban era la salsa de arándano, asintió de mala gana. 

“¿Cómo puedes olvidar la salsa de arándanos?”, Murmuró. 
Pero cuando su esposa gritó desde la habitación de arriba, “Llévate a 

Hijo Jerry contigo”, Papa Jerry supo cómo podía olvidar la salsa de 
arándanos. Todo esto era parte de una trama más grande. 
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Últimamente, la esposa de Papa Jerry había estado en su caso. No 
estaba pasando suficiente tiempo con su hijo. “Él te necesita, Gerard”. 
Siempre “Gerard” cuando había que dar una lección. “Solo porque haya 
envejecido, eso no significa que ustedes dos tengan que estar tan 
separados. Él solo tiene once años, ya sabes “. Siempre” sabes “cuando 
ella pensaba que él no sabía. A Papa Jerry no le gustaban estas 
conferencias de reprensión. Le hizo sentir que era un poco tonto, y que 
cualquiera que lo hubiera hecho tan bien como él en los negocios no era 
tonto. 

Papa Jerry asomó la cabeza al estudio. 
“¿Quieres ir a la tienda?” 
 
El Hijo Jerry abofeteó la televisión y siguió a los talones de su padre. 
Papa Jerry sabía que mañana, en algún momento, la madre de Hijo 

Jerry indagaría: “¿De qué hablaron tú y Jerry cuando fuiste a la tienda?”. 
Esperaba algo significativo, como los hechos de la vida o el valor de un 
dólar. 

Entonces Papa Jerry trató de iniciar una conversación. 
“¿Qué tal la escuela?” 
“OKAY.” 
“¿Cómo está tu equipo de baloncesto?” “Pésimo”. 
“¿Qué estabas viendo en la televisión?” “Una película”. 
Papa Jerry puso el pie en el acelerador. Esto es normal, pensó para sí 

mismo; esto es normal. 
En la tienda se recogió la salsa de arándanos, cinco latas. Papa Jerry 

había temido que pudieran estar fuera de esto. También encontraron 
lechuga, nueces, Coca-Cola light, mezcla de masa de pastel, panecillos, 
jugo de naranja y algo llamado nuez moscada. 

Cuando salieron del último pasillo, vieron a la gente. La fila en el 
mostrador de caja “Menos de diez” tenía más de diez personas. 

“Estación del Grand Central”, murmuró Papa Jerry. 
“¿Qué?” Preguntó Hijo Jerry. 
“Mucha gente.” 
“Sí.” 
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El inspector era un adolescente y estaba conversando con el inspector 
vecino, una adolescente. Se trataba de una fiesta a la que ambos habían 
asistido y que ambos habían odiado. Para los oídos de Papa Jerry, 
cualquier otra palabra era “aburrida” y “realmente”. 

Más trabajo y menos conversación, pensó Papa Jerry. Se dio cuenta 
de que las otras personas en la fila se miraban exasperadas. Papa Jerry 
comenzó a murmurar entre dientes. Se dio cuenta de que el corrector 
tenía un mal caso de acné. 

Cuando llegaron al frente, Papa Jerry estaba humeante. Pero no dijo 
nada. Acaba de poner un billete de cincuenta dólares en el mostrador. 

El corrector, felizmente hablando, llamó a un cargo de $ 19.35. 
Cuando Papa Jerry vio cuánto era, recogió sus cincuenta y dejó unos 
veinte. 

El inspector no notó el cambio y le dio $ 30.65 a cambio. Papa Jerry 
vaciló. Este niño merece ser tomado, pensó. El Hijo Jerry estaba a su 
lado. 

“Te di veinte”, dijo Papa Jerry. 
“No, no lo hiciste. Me diste un cincuenta. 
“Te di un veinte.” 
“Vi los cincuenta”, insistió el inspector. 
“¡Mira en el cajón!” Las palabras de Papa Jerry salieron como un 

gruñido entre dientes apretados. 
El corrector comprobó. “Oh, sí”. Tomó todos menos los sesenta y 

cinco centavos de vuelta. 
En el estacionamiento apareció un hombre detrás de Papa Jerry y su 

hijo. “Deberías haber tomado ese idiota por los treinta”. 
En el auto, el Hijo Jerry le dijo a su padre: “Eso estuvo bien, papá”. Y 

comenzó a hablar sobre la escuela, el baloncesto, la película que estaba 
viendo en la televisión. 

Papa Jerry trató de escuchar, pero no escuchó mucho durante tres 
percepciones, en rápida sucesión, lo sacudió. 

 
1. Si el Hijo Jerry no hubiera estado allí, habría agarrado los treinta y 

caminado. 



  
 

Rev. Peter G. Jankowski Page 6 
28th Sunday OT – C October 12-13, 2019 

2. Su esposa estaba equivocada. El Hijo Jerry no lo necesitaba; 
necesitaba al pequeño Jerry. 

3. Y se alegró de que mañana fuera el Día de Acción de Gracias. 
 
 
In my reflection this week, the theme that most evident to me in our 

Sunday readings was that of “thanksgiving.” The story of today’s gospel 

is about a group of lepers that were healed, but only one of them, the 

Samaritan, the one who represented the lowest class of believers in the 

faith, was the one who came back and gave thanks to the Lord for the 

gift he had received. 

I thought about this gift of thanks. In our society, we have many 

ways to show our appreciation for the services we have received. In my 

life, I have received many “thank you” cards from the faithful who have 

received the ministry of God offered to them in their lives. Sometimes 

the thanks comes in the form of applause, a unitive sign from the 

community of their appreciation for one’s work. At a restaurant, we 

offer a token of thanks in the form of a gratuity or tip, which usually 

comes in the form of 15% of the final bill. I find it interesting that the tip 

is mandatory at some restaurants when eight or more people that dine 
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together. I used to go crazy over the tip until I started realizing how 

much the servers are actually paid for what they do. Now I usually over-

tip just for the principle of the thing. 

As all these images and signs of thanks were crossing my mind, I was 

in the midst of hearing confessions around the diocese for young and 

old alike who wished to have their sins cleansed. As I was sharing time 

with the faithful in this sacrament, I noticed that the people who 

experienced difficult times in their lives gave great thanks for the 

pardon they received for their sins. I also noticed that many people who 

had lesser sins, and many of our children as well, did not give thanks for 

the forgiveness they received. 

In a way, this is not a complaint, just an observation. I notice that I 

myself have the same problem within my own life. Oftentimes I take for 

granted the simple tokens of kindness that people offer me and I forget 

to thank them for their generosity. When I was young, I don’t remember 

if I even thanked my mother for cooking the dinner at anytime or my 

father for putting clothes on my back and a roof over my head. As I got 



  
 

Rev. Peter G. Jankowski Page 8 
28th Sunday OT – C October 12-13, 2019 

older, I started paying attention to those signs of gratitude and 

sometimes go overboard in thanking those for the service they offer. 

Nevertheless, I believe that it is better to thank too much than not to 

thank at all. 

I started thinking to myself that this meal that we share each week is 

the meal that will save us and bring us to heaven, the most important 

meal in our lives. If we were coming to this meal for the first time, if we 

were someone just entering the faith, I suspect that we would give great 

thanks and tell our story about our lives prior to the entrance into the 

faith. I was thinking, now that we are starting the RCIA Process again in 

the parish, about those who wish to return to the Catholic faith (and 

those entering the faith for the first time) and the thanks that they 

express for our community welcoming them with open arms. I am often 

told by these folks that what the so-called “cradle Catholics” often take 

for granted was something new in their life, as if something that seemed 

hidden was all of a sudden revealed to them. They tell me about their 

even greater appreciation for what we do at this meal because they 
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realize it as a gift, something to which they wish to turn back to over 

and over and over again, giving thanks each time for something that 

once was missing in their lives. 

The sign that we as Catholics use to show our appreciation at Mass is 

through a simple sign of the cross with which we begin and end every 

Mass. It is through this sign that we recall what Christ did for us and 

how grateful we are for him assuming the punishment for the sins that 

we do not deserve to have cleansed, an act that we can never repay 

thoroughly through a gratuity or any other sign. The last line we speak 

at Mass, Thanks be to God, reminds us to thank God for the gift we just 

received at the altar and the promise that we will show how thankful we 

are by the way we love and serve the Lord. What a shame it would be to 

disregard that thanks when we come to church late or leave early, when 

we accept the gift and live a life outside of this Mass that is unworthy of 

the gift we just received. 

The Samaritan in the Gospel of Luke represents every person in the 

world who encounters Christ for the first time and gives thanks for what 
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they have received. Like Naaman the Syrian in the first reading today, 

the Samaritan represents every person who has been cast out of the faith 

due to prejudice or arrogance, due to the hatred or indifference that fills 

the heart of those who do not truly accept Christ’s love in their lives. 

Christ tells us that it is through the Samaritan, through Naaman, 

through those who receive the faith for the first time as if they were a 

child receiving the gift of their parents that those of us who have been 

blessed with Christ’s presence throughout our lives should be giving 

thanks at every possible moment that we recall him in our lives. 

Today is the day to give thanks for the parents that cook for us and 

put a roof over our heads. Today is the day to thank God for the family 

and friend that surround us and support us. Today is the day to thank 

God for the Samaritans of the world who show us how to give thanks in 

the first place for those things to which we do not pay attention. And 

today is the day to allow ourselves to live the grace of Christ as a sign of 

our thanks for all the benefits that God has bestowed on us. 
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May we thank the Lord for what we have. May we never take it for 

granted. May we show the Lord how thankful that we are in the way 

that we love and serve others. This is our prayer. 


