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In my life, I have never met a Samaritan, and I’ve never been on the road to 
Jericho. I bet most of us can say the same. And so, I wonder how easy it is to 
latch onto the scandal and animosity stirred by this story in the gospel that 
people felt in Jesus’ day. We run straight to the happy ending, but the tension 
lies in the fact that Samaritans and Jews couldn’t stand each other. For Jesus 

to call the Samaritan “good” to a group of folks who think of goodness as 
defined from their perspective was shocking since there was nothing of value 
they saw in one another. That’s why this story gets the moniker “The GOOD 
Samaritan.” Because no one ever expects anything good from THEM. Have you 
ever noticed that we do this? We qualify the good in others when they are not 
“US?” And we can treat those random moments of goodness as outliers, rather 
than transformational. We all have mindsets like this in some way.  
 
My family has a “Good Samaritan” story and even though the ending is good, I 
confess to you that for almost two decades after, I hung onto a narrative of 

almost hating a place and its people and assumed that nothing good could be 
found there in anyone. I allowed the negative part of the story to be what I 
traveled with. And not the goodness.   
And it goes like this. My father used to travel to New York City as a part of his 
job as a retailing executive, and of course back in the 1980’s, New York City 
was a different place than it is today. Just like the road to Jericho was a 
“dangerous road,” New York City was engulfed in violent crime. The good news 
is that today the city is almost the complete opposite, with crime levels as low 
as they were in the 1950’s. But back in the mid-1980’s, the streets in New York 
City were like the road to Jericho. And people like my Dad regularly traveled 

there.  
 



One night, after dinner with some coworkers, my Dad came outside to hail a 
cab. A car pulled up and the driver asked for directions. Forgetting all his city 
boy roots, my Dad leaned forward to respond. But it was a setup. He was hit 
from behind and thrown into the car by co-conspirators. Though exactly what 
all happened is sketchy, what we know is that my Dad’s clothing was slashed to 

look for any valuables, and he was drugged, and beaten and lost his front teeth. 
It was a hard thing to have to pick my Dad up at the airport like that. 
But eventually my Dad was thrown from the car onto the sidewalk by the side of 
the road and left for dead.  
 
In New York City, in the day, or even now, seeing a disheveled beaten up guy on 
the sidewalk, seemingly “sleeping it off” would mean nothing to the many 
people who would pass by, or walk around, on their way. My Dad could have 
laid there in the gutter.  
But you see there was this man, a street vendor.  

 
He saw my Dad thrown from the car. There are as many as 20,000 street 
vendors in New York City—mostly immigrants who run small businesses. 
Vendors are subject to costly fines for “quality of life” crimes, including vending 
without a license and vending too close to a crosswalk.  
Since there is a cap on vending permits of 3000 for a whole city like New York 
most vendors to operate in the shadows, facing police harassment and fines, 
and falling into legal problems due to unaffordable tickets. It has also created 
an illicit market for permits, with illegal leases costing as much as $25,000 per 
year. That’s a lot of hot dogs to sell just to break even. 

 
So, imagine this man who sees my Dad. 
If he calls the authorities, what might happen?  
He could find himself on the wrong end of the law. He could lose his livelihood; 
he could jeopardize his own life. What if the people in the car remember him?  
Can we begin to imagine this?   
There are so many scenarios that end with him keeping his head down. Why 
invite trouble? And frankly, when has any middle-aged white guy in a suit ever 
helped him?  
 
But this person who is sadly nameless and faceless to us, whose name didn’t 
even make a police report, stepped into the breach. He called for help and 
offered what he could even at great cost to himself.  
Because he sees my Dad differently.  
And that’s why my Dad is still with us.  
Another person that same day was abducted in a similar way and was found 

dead on the Long Island Expressway. This is the gospel in my real life.  
 



Often when this gospel is preached, we could now hear a sermon on “go help 
people.” Or maybe a sermon on realizing we are the one in the ditch and how 
much we need Jesus. I want to travel another way this day. To stop and 
consider all of the ways that each day we humans can grace each other. When I 
preached on the Good Samaritan window here awhile back, I said that yours 

are the hands through which Christ acts. And I look around and see all of you 
this day and celebrate how WE ARE… the hands of Christ.  
But, let’s travel on.  
 
Remember that in spite of this great ending for my family, I told you how I felt 
about New York and New Yorkers. Until I remembered that the gospel of the 
Good Samaritan in our lives is not limited to one person or group or moment.  
My judgment on a city and its people was falsely placed.  
It’s so easy to fall into a negative narrative. It took another day and a Native 
New Yorker to show me the beauty of a city I now love to visit whose diversity is 

not perfect but is absolutely a treasure. With my eyes opened, I see more 
clearly. I had to grow in God’s knowledge. 
 
And in this light, I invite you to join me and consider all of the seemingly 
nameless and faceless people who grace lives every day. The hands of those 
that grow and harvest life giving food. The hands of those that clean up after us 
in restaurants and hotels and hospitals and nursing homes. The hands of those 
who reach out to care even at great risk because it is necessary.  
Maybe some might argue, “but Pastor, we don’t know if they do this because 
they were living out their faith in God.”  

“We don’t know if the street vendor who saved your Dad was a Christian.” 
“We don’t know about any of these people so how are they showing us the 
gospel of Jesus? 
 
Well… do not know in the gospel of Luke that the man identified only as a 
“Samaritan,” which is a cultural label, is actually a man of faith. We know that 
the folks in Jerusalem would say that even if he was, he was a person with the 
wrong faith. Yet, it is through him, Jesus says, that loving those we encounter is 
demonstrated. God’s purposes can be and are revealed in ways beyond our 
constructs. Every day, everywhere God is breaking through, in and through 
those created in God’s image- which is all of us. Maybe the one you least want 
to see is who you need.  
What if God wants us first and foremost to see THAT? 
 
Someone you may not know, or identify with, or even approve of, is ALSO being 
used by God to demonstrate love and mercy in the world.  

God uses all of us to offer what shows the love and mercy of God in the world, 
without exception or qualification.  
 



How might that change how we see others?  
How might that change how we see God?  
That’s life changing love.  
Friends, in the midst of all we face in our country and our world,  
I truly believe that the gospel of loving our neighbors starts here.  


