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I will lift up my eyes to the hills—from where will my help come? 

My help comes from the Lord, who made heaven and earth. 

Psalm 121:1, 2 

How do we experience God’s great compassion? We begin with just enough faith to 
ask the question “where will my help come from?” (Psalm 1:1) We need to have only faith, 
“the assurance of things hoped for, the conviction of things not seen.” (Hebrews 11:1 NRSV) 
We need to have faith that as we move through our life that if the virus should strike or if the 
car accident happens; while the doctors and nurse are doing their best, the Lord will send help 
in most amazing grace-filled way that we never saw coming. 

As faithful followers of Christ, we teach this lesson to our children. Many of us 
memorized these two verses of scripture when we were in Sunday school. Over the years, they 
come to us in our need at various times.  

One time they came to my mind was six or so years ago as I was walking the halls of St. 
Mary’s Hospital in Rochester. I was there as a patient’s daughter, not as a pastor. Daddy was 
having arterial surgery, consequences of his decades as a two-pack a day smoker. He was a 
patient of Mayo Clinic, and his surgeon practiced her craft at St. Mary’s.  

My sister and I were waiting while the doctor performed his surgery. My sister works as 
an occupational therapist at St. Mary’s Hospital in Duluth. Then, I did most of my pastoral 
calls in St. Mary’s Hospital in Madison. As we went through the building as the patient’s family, 
we both noticed much of the hallway art was the same landscapes we were familiar with in our 
separate St. Mary’s. My sister joked that perhaps there is a design firm specializing in art for 
hospitals named St. Mary’s.  

Walking through the halls of St. Mary’s Rochester, I had time to look more closely at 
the pictures. Many of them had hills on the far-off horizon no matter what the subject matter 
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was in the foreground. One of those pictures with hills in the background was the Good 
Samaritan aiding the battered man on the side of the road. There is a line drawing that is similar 
on the top page of this sermon.   

The parable of the Good Samaritan is one of Jesus’ most famous parables. It is set on 
the road between Jericho and Jerusalem —a road winds between high hills. On this road a 
man walked alone. One imagines this man may have thought, “I will lift up my eyes to the 
hills.” We do not know his name or why he was going alone. So, wanting him to have a name, 
I call him Doran, an old Irish a name for one who travels whether a ‘he” or a “she.” As Doran 
traveled, he was attacked by robbers who beat him unconscious, took everything he had, and 
left him there on the side of the road in the middle of nowhere with nothing to do but die. 

 We can all imagine being Doran coming to a woozy consciousness looking up at the 
hills. The Jericho Road from Jerusalem is notorious for winding though steep hills with many 
gullies and curves where bandits hide. Lying there on the side of the road, Doran could only 
see hills on every horizon and wonder “Where will my help come from?” We can all identify 
with Doran. “Where will my help come from?”  

 Doran’s help came from the most unlikely source of all, the very person he expected 
least—a Samaritan.  

 Were you expecting the rest of the story? Were you expecting the people who were 
supposed to help, a priest and a Levite, to make their excuses about why helping a man they 
thought was dead just wasn’t on their do list for today? Well, if this were a sermon about why 
you should be a good Samaritan that would be a fair assumption. But that is not what this 
sermon is about. This sermon is about being the person left for dead on the side of the road 
who lifted his eyes and prayed for his help to come from the Lord.  

 The day Jesus first told this parable, the person he was speaking directly with a lawyer 
who was trying to trip Jesus up with a clever, tricky question. The lawyer was looking for a 
loophole that would give him permission to not care for his neighbor over some silly reason of 
ritual or worthiness. Jesus told the story and included a busy lawyer among the bad guys 
because there is no good excuse for not stopping to help a neighbor in need. Jesus taught the 
Levite that any person in need is our neighbor. By not helping the lawyer was as bad or maybe 
worse than the bandits, because who knew what horrid circumstances drove them to commit 
such a heinous crime? 

 But I am not Jesus, I am just his follower. And most people who come and listen to me 
preach or who read my print sermons are not powerful people who think they are too busy 
and looking for an excuse to get out of caring for our neighbor. Most of us today can identify 
with Doran left for dead on the side of the road. Whenever our choices have led to our peril, 
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we are Doran, a person who knows the Bible well enough to pray “I will lift up my eyes to the 
hills—from where will my help come from?” 

 This idea that Doran is us is not just mine. Centuries before it was possible for each of 
us to own a personal copy of a Bible to read at home; St. Augustine who once served as the 
Bishop of Hippo and by John Chrystom, “the Golden Preacher.” both preached The Good 
Samaritan parable by inviting their listeners to imagine themselves as the man left for dead.  

Each of us in our own way is Doran. Each of us is the one near death. Each of us is the 
one who needs help. Those old preachers who wanted us to see ourselves as the person 
needing help also preached that only Christ could truly be the Good Samaritan.  

 “Good Samaritan” as a two-word phrase is almost as familiar to us as the word “ice 
cream.” We know these compound words mean something completely different when they 
are put together than they do when they are apart.  

We often think of a good Samaritan as a person who is helpful or charitable without 
expecting a personal reward for their caring. “Good” is a simple word carrying ideas like 
“beneficial” or “skilled” when you say, “She is a good nurse.” When we think of “good 
people” in general, we often think of people who are virtuous or ethical. We think of people 
who put the common good above their own interests. We all hope that when the situation 
demands it, we too will be found to be good.  

 But will we be good when we are the Samaritan? According to Jews in Jesus’ time, a 
Samaritan was your enemy. Here is the definition of “Samaritan” from the current on-line 
Oxford English dictionary: “a member of a people inhabiting Samaria . . . in the region of 
Nablus … adhering to a form of Judaism accepting only its own ancient version of the 
Pentateuch as Scripture.” Samaritans believed true worship happened in the Tabernacle, the 
tent God asked Moses to have the people build. Samaritans were opponents of any other Jew 
who thought the Temple must be in Jerusalem. The Samaritans were deeply at odds, almost at 
war, with the priest and the Levite who walked on by. Their shared conflict was a Hatfields 
and McCoys kind of feud. A bold preacher could refer to modern partisan politics. This 
preacher lacks such boldness and will stay with imagining herself as Doran praying on the side 
of the road.  

 A virtuous adversary who crosses a line to help an opponent or victim in need. For 
example, Christ was the adversary of sin as he set aside his divinity to be born in the stable of 
an inn. When we are the person battered by sin-- be it our own sin or another’s sin—when, 
not if but when, we are the person in mortal need lying on the side of the road, only Christ is 
fully capable of crossing the divide made by sin to restore us fully to life. Only Christ who “will 
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keep your going out and your coming in from this time on and forevermore.” (Psalm 121:8, 
NRSV) is truly able to be our good Samaritan.  

 In this time of COVID, I have some new to me thoughts about this parable that I 
would share as my sermon ending.  

This past week I went to visit my daughter in Fergus Falls, three plus hours west of us 
on I-94. I was far enough into greater Minnesota that there were some very pointed billboards 
attacking their governor for his mandates. According to my daughter, their COVID rates are 
low and many people think this pandemic will go away on Wednesday, November 4th. On 
Friday afternoon when traffic made my three plus hour drive a four plus hour drive, it is a long 
enough trip that I had to take a rest stop. Aware of the current Minnesota mask mandates, 
when I made my rest stops I put on my mask. At the first wayside rest as I drove west, I 
wondered if I would be attacked verbally for wearing my mask. But my need for a rest stop 
outweighed my fear of another person’s words. At least I did not have to worry about being 
attacked by bandits, beaten, and left for dead.  

 I wonder if all the other people wearing masks for their rest stops had the same fear I 
had. But I saw no one indoors who was not wearing a mask. There was a nervous older couple 
wearing medical grade masks going out as I went in, as though this was their first outing since 
March. I saw several people wearing a mask walking between building and vehicle. We were a 
mask-wearing people united in caring for each other. We were all the Good Samaritan putting 
our neighbors’ need ahead of our own.  

 Amen. 

 


