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Luke 10:25-37

You know what a curve ball is, don’t you? That’s what Jesus threw to the “scholar of the law” who asked him, “And who is my neighbor?” The lawyer knew what the correct answer to the question was supposed to be—it’s right in Leviticus where Jesus found the rest of his answer. His neighbor was his fellow Jew.

Uh, no, wrong answer, Jesus tells him. Your neighbor is the merciful Samaritan, the one who spent his time and money caring for a half-dead stranger on the road the Jericho, a very dangerous road surrounded by desert. Your neighbor is the guy you call “the one” because you can’t bring yourself to say “Samaritan.” And to think Jesus would use a Samaritan as the hero of today’s story! Just last week his buddies James and John wanted to call fire down on the Samaritan village that wouldn’t welcome him and the apostles.

I really like to think that I’d be the Good Samaritan, the one who doesn’t walk by someone who needs help. But I’m not. I’m mainly self-centered.

One Saturday evening a couple of weeks ago, I was driving on I-79, coming home from a trip to Clarksburg. There was a white car pulling off onto the roadside. “Gee,” I thought, “That car sure looks like Kathy Boyle’s car,” as I sailed by.

Two seconds later my cell phone rang. “Did you just pass me on the road?” It was Kathy Boyle. Oops. The car didn’t just look like Kathy’s car. It was her car!

She, too, was driving home when one of her tires went flat, and she had to pull off. Did I turn around and go back and help her? After all, she is my best friend.

“Don’t you have ‘On-Star’?” I asked as I pulled off at my usual exit. So she called On-Star, and they told her it would be two hours before someone could get there. Forget that. So I looked up an AAA garage number for her—yeah, I was already home, kneading my pizza dough. By that time, the Interstate Patrol came by and helped her.

I considered turning around and going back to help her, but I talked myself out of it. I’m pretty good at solving problems and looking up phone numbers, but I stink at changing tires. I wouldn’t have been much help to her on the side of the road, unless she needed me to make jokes, and I doubt she was in the mood for that.

So, if it was that difficult for me to stop and help somebody I really, really care for, how hard would it be to help someone I don't know or dislike? I don’t know about you, but I would find it pretty much impossible. Looks like I have to work on that “be merciful” issue a little harder.

