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Parables are very particular kinds of stories.  They rarely explain everything, but rather invite us to 

explore ideas and ask more questions.  And so, I have found myself wondering what the story of the 

“Good Samaritan” might be like from the point of view of the man left for dead on that road to 

Jericho… 

 

I was walking from Jerusalem to Jericho, down towards the edge of the Dead Sea: 17 miles, 

it would take at least 5 hours.  It’s a winding road, twisting deep into a canyon and it has a 

reputation for being dangerous.  But I had no choice; I had to travel that way.  The heat was 

unbearable, and there was nobody else on the road.  Suddenly I wasn’t alone, I was 

surrounded and under attack from all sides.  I don’t remember much, just the pain.  They 

left me by the side of the road, covered in dust and blood.  I couldn’t move.  Time passed; I 

don’t know how long.   

 

Then I saw somebody from the corner of my eye.  It was a priest from the Temple and he 

seemed to be stopping.  Wait, why was he walking away?  Couldn’t he see me?  How I 

longed to call out, but I had no strength and no voice.  Then somebody else came by.  

Please let them notice me, I shouted inwardly.  But the same thing happened; he too 

continued on his way.  Then somebody else came along and they stopped.  This man came 

over to me, looked into my eyes and saw that I was still alive.  Before I knew it, he had 

soothed and bandaged my wounds, lifted me up onto his donkey and took me to the 

nearest inn.  He left me there in the care of the inn-keeper, with enough money for me to 

stay for 2 weeks or more.  It wasn’t until later that I discovered who he was.   

 

I’ve thought about my experience on that road a lot.  Why did the Priest and the Levite 

walk right past me without stopping to help?  I’m a good Jew.  We’re part of the same 

community; couldn’t they see that?  I guess they thought that I was dead and they didn’t 

want to be considered “unclean” for 7 days for touching a dead body.  But why didn’t they 

even check to see if I was actually dead?  If they’d come close enough, they would have seen 

that I was still alive, and then they would have helped me, surely?  But he helped me.  He 

treated me so well, with such gentleness and kindness.   He risked his own life.  But I am so 

confused.  You see, he’s a Samaritan.  I’m a Jew.  We’re meant to be enemies.   
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They say they’re just like us, that they are true inheritors of Abraham and Moses just like us, 

but they’re not.  They don’t worship in the Temple in Jerusalem and they don’t even have 

the same scriptures as we do.  Once I found out he was a Samaritan, I felt really strange.  It 

was as if I’d rather have been left for dead on that road than have it known that I’d let a 

Samaritan help me.  Then I began to feel ashamed.  Why should I feel such revulsion that a 

Samaritan stopped to help me?  It was such a risky thing for him to do, but he was willing to 

help me whoever I was.  He risked the same law of impurity as the priest and the Levite.  

Why was receiving help from him such a problem for me?  It was as if there are some 

people I simply couldn’t bring myself to receive help from. 

 

If I’m honest, I’ve said “no” to help many times before, thinking I could get by alone, or 

because I didn’t want to admit to needing help, or I didn’t want to be helped by the person 

offering me help.  I think I’ve not always noticed people in need; I’ve been preoccupied, just 

like the Priest and the Levite.  Maybe I think others will stop and help them; maybe I’m 

worried about the consequences of stopping to help them, I don’t know. 

 

It says in our scriptures, “You shall love the Lord your God with all your heart, and with all 

your soul, and with all your strength and with all your mind; and your neighbour as 

yourself.”  In our community, we used to talk about who our neighbours were a lot.  I think 

most of us assumed that our neighbours were our fellow Jews; people we didn’t know but 

who we knew were like us.  But now I realise it isn’t as simple as that.   

 

The Samaritan was “my neighbour”.  He didn’t let a misplaced sense of duty prevent him 

from stopping to see if I needed help.  Nor did he let the division between our communities 

stop him.  He didn’t let anything stop him.  Could I do that?  I’ve come to recognise that in 

the compassion and care of my neighbour, I saw the compassion and care of my God.  

Somehow, I need to see beyond my own fears and preconceptions; I need to learn to 

receive help graciously and to give help generously.  So, each day, I turn to the Lord my God 

with all my heart and with all my soul and pray that I may learn to love my neighbour as 

myself.  Amen.   

 


