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Luke 6:27-38
At lunchtime on Tuesday, the doorbell rang. A 40-ish woman, clean, well-dressed, well-spoken, said, “Can I come in to ask you something?” 

She was living in Buckhannon, having moved there from Virginia, and she came to the emergency room in Weston because she had issues with the Buckhannon hospital. She was bi-polar and needed medication, but Wal-Mart was the only place she could get it. Could I get her to Wal-Mart and buy the medication for her? She had been without the pills for three days—her purse had been stolen, and, although she had reported the theft to the police, they couldn't help her. She couldn’t go much longer without the medication—her mind was racing, and she might do something crazy. 

I consulted with Sister Eileen who told me to call Our Neighbor. We, as a church, financially support Our Neighbor, which is a kind of clearinghouse for these situations. Sandy King serves as Our Neighbor’s director, and the woman in our office had already talked to her. In fact, she had called Our Neighbor just before coming here. Sandy had told her then that the pills were classified as a controlled substance, and Our Neighbor cannot pay for those.

I turned to the woman and told her we could not help her. Sandy would get her to Wal-Mart in a taxi, but we wouldn’t give her money for the pills. She wasn’t happy with the answer and became more and more agitated as she explained and re-explained her story for the next ten minutes. Finally, the taxi arrived, and she stormed out, hating us, hating the church she depended on to help her, hating this state, hating the world!

Remembering this gospel, especially “Do to others as you would have them do to you,” I kept putting myself in her place. I believed every word she said because I knew if I was sitting there among strangers, I would want someone to believe me. I wanted to take her to Wal-Mart myself, buy her the pills, and drive her home. But I didn’t. I wasn’t supposed to. There are rules, and I was bound to follow them. Later, when I asked Harry for advice, he said, “You did all you could do.” Yeah, I did was I was supposed to do, but was it the right thing to do?

Sandy called the next morning with an update: Wal-Mart wouldn’t fill the prescription. The woman had called and said something was wrong with the script the hospital had written and that she was on her way home.

Did I do right by this woman? If not, here’s hoping that the measure that Jesus talks about in today’s gospel is really, really long. I’m counting on it.

