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And who is my neighbor? The unforgettable parable of 

the Good Samaritan springs from a question. Jesus 

and the lawyer agree that loving God and neighbor is 

the summary of the faithful life. The lawyer has no 

follow up questions for Jesus about what loving God 

means. The lawyer wants clarification about the 

neighbor. And who is my neighbor?  

There is a shadow side to this question. This question 

implies…and who is not my neighbor? Who am I not 

responsible for? Who is it ok to ignore? The lawyer is 

trying to establish where his responsibility ends. 

Wanting to justify himself, wanting to impress Jesus by 

his seriousness about living a righteous life, he wants 

the exact letter of the Law. We might say: How do I 

limit my liability? Part of me wants Jesus to say: if you 

have to ask, the answer is Yes. If we ask Is this person 

my neighbor?, Jesus is always it seems going to say Yes.  

 



Instead of saying something like this, Jesus tells a 

story. If we are to imitate the Good Samaritan, we are 

the helpers. We are the people who give. We are the 

person who is healthy enough, strong enough, 

resourced enough to help and follow through. We go 

the extra mile. The privilege of being able to be of 

help, emotionally and materially is a blessing. It can 

also become a temptation to feel heroic. It can flatter 

our ego, our need to be needed. It can be a limitless 

and an exhausting role because there is need 

everywhere. Helpers can “burn out” and reach 

compassion fatigue. If we see ourselves only as an 

aspiring Good Samaritan, we might end up 

wondering like the lawyer: Where does my 

responsibility end?, because this is too much. I cannot 

be a good neighbor to all those in need.  

I invite us notice the other person at the heart of this 

story. If we are the wounded person the story is very 

different. We don’t have the choice to be the helper, 



we don’t have the privileged ability of being the 

person with resources of health and wealth. All that 

was taken from us by the robbers. We are dependent 

on some neighbor – any neighbor - to help. Where is 

Jesus if we are lying at the roadside?  

We remember Jesus saying: just as you did it to the least 

of these who are members of my family, you did it to me … 

(Mt. 25:40f ) In serving the wounded, we serve Jesus. 

Jesus is the Good Samaritan, but Jesus is also the 

wounded man, the person who cannot repay us, the 

person no-one else speaks to or touches. Jesus tells us 

over and over again in the gospel: beware of only 

seeing me in certain people and certain places.  

So today I simply invite us to see the whole story. 

Jesus is the Good Samaritan and the wounded man. 

There is as much holiness in being the receiver as the 

giver. Jesus is Savior and Jesus lies wounded and 

begging and shot and ignored and beaten in the 



streets of our cities. The grace of this parable is in the 

new relationship of care. The divine beauty is in the 

coming together of strangers in a new connection of 

humanity. For us, there is grace in tending to those in 

need and there is grace in letting ourselves be lifted 

up by others when we are wounded and abandoned. 

There is grace in our needs, there is grace in sharing 

vulnerability. When we share our heart, pieces of our 

reality and story, God is there. Thank God we are on 

this journey with others. Thank God we are not alone 

with no-one to help.  

The truth is, we are all living with wounds these days. 

In addition to any personal circumstances, the world 

feels unsteady because it is. Pandemic trauma, 

Supreme Court decisions that put us on a frightening 

path eroding freedoms and civil rights, climate 

change, the epidemic of gun violence and mental 

illness in our communities, and on and on. In times 

of trauma, God doesn’t abandon us. One of God’s 



greatest gifts is each other. We can be – we have to be 

- Good Samaritans to each other and we can 

remember that Jesus teaches there is grace not shame 

in being wounded.  

I know where I would rather be…I would rather be 

always the helper, not the wounded. It is very 

American to seek the illusion of complete 

“independence”. A fear many people have as we age is 

losing our independence and becoming a “burden” 

to others. Where can there possibly be any grace in 

being a “burden”…? I wonder if this parable suggests 

that there might be grace even there? I mean, why is 

the Good Samaritan doing this? No-one else is there 

to see, plenty of presumably “good people” pass by on 

the other side. It's not his job to take care of people, 

as it is the innkeeper’s. The Good Samaritan is doing 

this because he chooses to. It can be a gift to give 

others an opportunity to go above and beyond.  

 



I will always remember with gratitude the staff at the 

amazing care facility in England where my mother 

spent her last 18 months. I knew it was time to give 

my mother her last Communion, but there was no 

priest around except me, and I didn’t have anything 

with me except my prayer book. I asked the staff if 

they could please bring some bread and wine. Not 

only did they do this, they cut some brown bread 

into little round circles for wafers. They did this 

because they knew that was what my mother would 

recognize as Communion. Then they stayed to share 

in our Eucharist at the bedside. Such grace. It is grace

-full when we learn to receive. Not everything grace-

full is easy! In the continuum of human life, we 

gradually learn that we are inter-dependent. Part of 

our faith journey is learning to rely on God and our 

neighbor.  

 



For Jesus, neighbors are always in our path, not in 

our way. Jesus gets underneath liking our neighbor, or 

not. It really doesn’t matter to Jesus whether we like 

the neighbor. What matters to Jesus is that we choose 

to act in a loving way. When we act with love, liking 

can follow through that new relationship.  

The Christians I knew in high school and college 

were the oddest, most uncool, unsophisticated people 

on campus. I wasn’t one of them then, but I was 

curious about their group behavior. They hung out 

together but unlike other groups they seemed to have 

no standards of admission at all.  There was always an 

open welcome at their table in the dining room. 

Refusing elitism, avoiding gossip, just being kind and 

treating everyone the same. Those Christians. No 

standards at all. May we go and do likewise. If the 

church can be like that – if we can be the authentic, 



compassionate, grace-filled community Christ calls us 

to be - Jesus will once again turn the world upside 

down through people just like us. 

AMEN 
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