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Sermon, St. David’s, Proper 10C, Luke 10:25-37 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

Last Sunday, I talked about what God values vs. what we value, asking what you are most proud 

of in your life, and then asking you to reflect on whether God shares your pride. Today’s Gospel 

can help us to continue reflecting on these themes.  

Before diving into the parable itself, the context in which Jesus shares the parable is important. A 

lawyer stands up to test Jesus. Now, this is not a lawyer-bashing church. We have lots of lawyers 

and we love them. I happen to be married to one. The detail about this man being a lawyer is 

there not to show that lawyers are evil but to show us that this guy is smart and knows the rules. 

The key is that the lawyer stood up to test Jesus. This is not a seeker longing for this teacher to 

help him on the path by telling him what to do to inherit eternal life. This guy knows the rules 

and wants to see if Jesus knows them, too. 

Jesus answers his question with a question. I LOVE THIS ABOUT JESUS. I especially love it in 

terms of Bible study. I am suspicious of clear answers, especially when it comes to this ancient 

text that we Christians devote so much of our lives to studying. Jesus knows the rules, too, but he 

turns the question back to the guy. “You shall love the Lord your God with all of your heart, and 

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

yourself.” 

This lawyer knows the rules, and his answer is perfect. Beautiful. It’s all about love. Jesus tells 

him yep, that’s the right answer. Go for it. 

But that word “right” that Jesus uses is the Greek word orthos, which means “straight” or 

“correct.” Like “orthodoxy.” This lawyer may know the rules but straight or right does not mean 

truly understanding. We can say that we love God, but actually loving is harder, isn’t it? What 

does it mean to love God with all of your soul? With all of your strength? How does that work?   

The lawyer doesn’t dwell on those parts. He asks,”seeking to justify himself”: “And who is my 

neighbor?” 

Who is our neighbor? Who’s in, and who’s out? 

This question scares me more this year than it did last time the reading came up three years ago, 

because in 2022, we are more divided than ever. Many of us think that if you believe differently 

than I do about abortion, you’re not my neighbor. If you voted for that man, we can’t be 

neighbors. Many of us think that you are ignorant or willfully opposed to an issue that is core to 

my identity, so we cannot be neighbors. 

Jesus could have just said to the lawyer, “love everybody,” but such a lack of specificity would 

have been less shocking than the story he tells instead, about the Samaritan who helped the 

robbed and beaten man who had been left for dead.  

You may have heard it said that the reason the priest and Levite didn’t help the man was because 

that would make them ritually unclean, but that’s a horrible denigration and misinterpretation of 

Judaism. Priests and Levites would have been thought of as first responders, the kinds of people 

those first listeners would have expected to help. Their religion absolutely would not have 
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required them to pass by a dying man. I’m not sure that we have true equivalents to priests and 

Levites today, because we tend to be suspicious of each other and of authority. For example, 

priests today might be respected by some of you in this room, but outside of it we priests are 

often associated with terrible things. With broken trust. 

Who has broken your trust? Who are that priest and Levite for you?  

And when have you been that priest of Levite? All of us here this morning count as upstanding 

citizens. We are Christians. We are called by God not to turn aside when we see suffering—yet, 

we do. I know I do. When I see people on a median on a busy street at a stoplight with a sign 

asking for assistance and I avoid eye contact. I know I’m not the only one: that’s one reason 

we’re creating manna bags next month. But there are many smaller ways I turn away as well. 

Sometimes I have seen people cry and thought they were being dramatic. Or on social media, 

someone is in distress and I scroll on by.  

Passing on the other side is easy. I’m not advocating for giving all of your money to the man on 

the median or trying to save all of the sad people on social media. But: examine your life and 

think about when you have turned aside. Those examples are the easy ones. What are harder 

ones? What don’t you want to admit? God already knows. We each need to grapple with our own 

shortcomings. 

I struggle with interruptions. I’m a writer who need uninterrupted time to write, including 

sermons. Yet Henri Nouwen famously said “the ministry is in the interruptions.” C.S. Lewis said 

“what one calls the interruptions are precisely one’s real life.” Deitrich Bonhoeffer said “We 

must allow ourselves to be interrupted by God.” And Malcolm Gladwell tells a story about 

seminarians who were asked to give a talk about the Good Samaritan across campus and were 

told they were late. All of the seminarians in the study rushed by a man in distress who had been 

planted there to see if they would stop on the way to their talk about the good Samaritan. They 

did not. 

I like to think that I would have stopped, but we all know how much I hate being late and how 

seriously I take sermon-writing Thursdays. Connie was out this week. I told Sharon, our 

Thursday volunteer, that I would need uninterrupted time to work on my sermon. But before I 

closed my door I came across something in an email that bothered me, and I told Sharon, so she 

sat down in my office and we had a long talk, and I was grateful for that time together instead of 

a closed door. While I need to focus to write, I also have to keep my heart open. 

While this story has something to say about allowing interruptions, a heart-to-heart with Sharon 

was a far cry from Jesus’ parable. The Samaritan as savior was a shocking choice for Jesus’ 

story. There was mutual enmity. “But a Samaritan while traveling came near him; and when he 

saw him, he was moved to pity” would have shocked not only the lawyer who knew the rules but 

all of Jesus’ followers. In our Gospel reading from Luke two weeks ago, the Samaritans did not 

receive Jesus, and his disciples said, “Lord, do you want us to command fire to come down from 

heaven and consume them?” Command fire and consume them. This was hate. 
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The kind Samaritan was not a usual hero, and yet, as the lawyer was forced to admit, he was the 

only individual who showed mercy. Sometimes the oil and wine the Samaritan used when 

tending the sick man are compared to the unction we use here on third Sundays and the wine that 

we share every week. While I don’t think that was a connection Jesus necessarily had in mind 

when he created this story, it’s meaningful to me. Not everyone chooses to be anointed with oil, 

but it can be powerful. Not everyone consumes the sacramental wine, and not everyone has to: 

remember, communion is valid in one kind. But the shutdown showed many of us how much we 

valued the sacraments. 

I love the idea of a despised Samaritan offering oil and wine to this man. I love the way we 

gather around this table on Sundays and share communion without regard to who we are or what 

we’re wearing or how we smell or what we’ve done. Who we voted for. What we believe about 

the death penalty or vaccines or abortion. No one says, “Have you been baptized?” before 

offering the bread of life. We don’t ask your political affiliation. We meet in Christ. 

How can you be open to interruptions today? What are wounds in the world right now that you 

can pour oil and wine on? Which neighbors do you ignore? 

 


