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Luke 10: 25-37 
25Just then a lawyer stood up to test Jesus. “Teacher,” he said, “what must I 
do to inherit eternal life?” 26He said to him, “What is written in the law? 
What do you read there?” 27He answered, “You shall love the Lord your God 
with all your heart, and with all your soul, and with all your mind; and your 
neighbor as yourself.” 28And he said to him, “You have given the right 
answer; do this, and you will live.” 
 29But wanting to justify himself, he asked Jesus, “And who is my 
neighbor?” 30Jesus replied, “A man was going down from Jerusalem to 
Jericho, and fell into the hands of robbers, who stripped him, beat him, and 
went away, leaving him half dead. 31Now by chance a priest was going down 
that road; and when he saw him, he passed by on the other side. 32So likewise 
a Levite, when he came to the place and saw him, passed by on the other 
side. 33But a Samaritan while traveling came near him; and when he saw 
him, was moved with pity. 34He went to him and bandaged his wounds, 
having poured oil and wine on them. Then he put him on his own animal, 
brought him to an inn, and took care of him. 35The next day he took out two 
denarii, gave them to the innkeeper, and said, ‘Take care of him; and when I 
come back, I will repay you whatever more you spend.’ 36Which of these three, 
do you think, was a neighbor to the man who fell into the hands of the 
robbers?” 37He said, “The one who showed him mercy.” Jesus said to him, “Go 
and do likewise.”  
 

 Sometimes, I have wondered whether it is possible for a story that has 

become so cliché to still function in the life of the community. In our culture, 

the “Good Samaritan” is recognized as anyone who comes to the aid of 

another and the role has little to do with faith. We’ve named hospitals, 

service agencies, housing complexes, medical transport companies, laws, 

policies, foundations and financial funds, among other things, after this 

parable. It’s so well known … or at least, so commonly referenced that it’s 

even been shortened in some instances to just Samaritan. Samaritan 

Housing, Inc., you don’t even have to be good to live there!   



 

 Sometimes I have wondered whether we, as a community, as a society, 

would ever be able to move beyond the common reading of this story as 

teaching us to “be helpful when you come across someone in trouble.”  And, 

given my background with social service agencies and the homeless shelter 

system here in our county, I have to admit that the temptation is to write a 

sermon about how this story told by Jesus should make us feel a little guilty 

when we ignore a person who is homeless or in need. I don’t want to exclude 

offering help to those depending on the kindness of strangers, but this clichéd 

parable goes so much deeper than that. This is a story about living the Gospel 

as law.   

 First, we hear a lawyer approach Jesus to test him. “What must I do to 

inherit eternal life?” He’s a lawyer; he knows the law, so Jesus asks him what 

the law says. The lawyer replies, “Love the Lord your God with all your 

heart, with all your soul, with all your strength, and with all your mind; and 

your neighbor as yourself.” “Yep, you’ve got it right, you can go on your way,” 

Jesus tells him. Oh, if only the lawyer had gone on his way!  Instead, we get 

verse 29, “But, wanting to justify himself …” AKA: wanting to limit who 

qualifies for his love, he asks Jesus to answer the question, “Who is my 

neighbor?”   

 For the lawyer in the text, the law is gospel. He wants to know exactly 

what he must do to get the reward of abundant life. There’s probably a little 

bit of lawyer in all of us. We want to seek refuge in rules. We want to glorify 

the boundaries we’ve set. We desire to be comfortable in knowing we are good 

people; people who follow the norms, people who, generally, treat others well, 

people who haven’t done anything overtly wrong. But living the law as gospel 

is different than living the gospel as law.   

 And so, we get a story; a story about deeply strained relationships 

between entire groups of people. We get a story of differing ethnic identities 



 

and the longstanding cultural hostility that gives every reason for those 

hearing the story to assume that the Samaritan and the wounded traveler 

will have nothing to do with each other. We get a story about assumptions 

that get challenged and belief systems that get broken down and dismantled.  

We get a story about the end of a world ordered by a narrow definition of 

“neighbor.” It’s a story, not about living the law as if it were gospel truth … 

but instead, about living the gospel as if it were the law of the land.   

 Sometimes I wonder what could possibly be preached about this story 

that we haven’t heard before, but sometimes it feels like we need to hear 

again what has been preached before. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. preached 

about this parable and he told this story, “I remember when Mrs. King and I 

were first in Jerusalem. We rented a car and drove from Jerusalem down to 

Jericho. And as soon as we got on that road I said to my wife, ‘I can see why 

Jesus used this as the setting for his parable.’ It’s a winding, meandering 

road. It’s really conducive to ambushing. That’s a dangerous road. In the days 

of Jesus it came to be known as the ‘Bloody Pass.’ And you know it’s possible 

that the priest and the Levite looked over that man on the ground and 

wondered if the robbers were still around. Or it’s possible that they felt that 

the man on the ground was merely faking, and he was acting like he had 

been robbed and hurt in order to seize them over there, lure them there for 

quick and easy seizure. And so the first question that the priest asked, the 

first question that the Levite asked was, ‘If I stop to help this man, what will 

happen to me?’ But then, the Good Samaritan came by, and he reversed the 

question and asked, ‘If I do not stop to help this man, what will happen to 

him?’”   

 Dr. King continues, “On the one hand, we are called to play the Good 

Samaritan on life’s roadside; but that will be only an initial act. One day we 

must come to see that the whole Jericho road must be transformed so that 



 

men and women will not be constantly beaten and robbed as they make their 

journey on life’s highway. True compassion is more than flinging a coin to a 

beggar; it is not haphazard and superficial. It comes to see that an edifice 

which produces beggars needs restructuring.”   

 Sometimes, this parable feels cliché to me, but more recently, there’s 

that one line that keeps playing over and over again in my heart and mind.  

“One day, we must come to see that the whole Jericho road must be 

transformed….”  

 It’s in light of that idea of the Jericho road needing transformation that 

I’ve been reflecting on some of my own experiences. I’ve been thinking about 

the time, not too long ago, while traveling back home to Waukesha after a 

trip north to see family, when I watched a state trooper pull out of a great 

hiding spot in the highway median. I wasn’t speeding … much … and I didn’t 

really know why I was being pulled over. Turns out, that when we had 

bought the car, almost two years prior, and the salesperson asked if we 

wanted to, “Ruin the great look of the front end” by attaching a license plate 

… I should have said “Yes,” but I didn’t, and driving without a front plate is 

against the law in Wisconsin. A warning to fix it and I was on my way. It 

wasn’t a Jericho Road moment for me.   

 Not long after that, I thought about getting my bike out of the garage, 

cleaning it off, and starting to ride it around town, like I have in the past. I 

hate to admit it, but I didn’t do it … mostly because who wants to ruin a good 

hair day with a bike helmet? It never crossed my mind that if I did get my 

bike out, I would have to go and register it before I rode it. I hadn’t ever done 

that before in Waukesha despite the fact that bike registrations are required 

by law. It wasn’t a Jericho Road moment for me.   

 Shortly after that, Steve had a root canal and was given a prescription 

to deal with the pain from surgery. We were going out with some friends, so, 



 

as often happens for couples, he put his prescription bottle in my purse for 

safe-keeping. It wasn’t a Jericho Road moment for us.   

 In the past few weeks, I’ve gone out with friends, I’ve gone to work; I’ve 

walked, stood and even sat on sidewalks and public benches for extended 

periods of time. None of those were Jericho Road moments for me. I didn’t 

feel unsafe. I was never worried that I would get in trouble for what I was 

doing. I wasn’t afraid, I wasn’t given a citation and I certainly wasn’t jailed.  

It never even crossed my mind that something like that, or worse, could 

happen to me.    

 But in reading today’s text, I’m convicted by the fact that none of those 

things were Jericho Road moments for me … but they are moments of terror 

and danger for others.   

 Every road is Jericho Road right now for some people. Every road is 

Jericho Road for those who wear police uniforms to work. Every road is 

Jericho Road for those with black or brown skin. Every road is Jericho Road 

for those with mental illness that struggles against treatment. Every road is 

Jericho Road for those who are homeless … and for those who are gay or 

lesbian or bisexual or transgendered. Every road is Jericho Road for our 

service men and women, some of whom are still fighting wars that their 

parents fought. Every road is Jericho Road for those who are Muslim and 

those who are Jewish. Every road is Jericho Road for the children being 

brought to our border and for the border security officers tasked with trying 

to care for them. Every road is Jericho Road for so very many people in our 

midst.   

 This week I have been convicted of my own inability to fully understand 

… because I wasn’t black or brown skinned when I was pulled over by a 

police officer. I can’t fully understand because I’m not in danger and under 

the kind of intense scrutiny like law enforcement officers and border security 



 

officers every time I go to work. I can’t fully understand because I’m not 

homeless in a world where there are laws that ban sitting or sleeping on 

public benches, even when there are no beds available in shelters. I can’t 

fully understand, because I have never been worried that I would be given a 

ticket for an unregistered bike, or receive a fine for carrying a loved one’s 

prescription for them like some of our guests at the homeless shelter received.  

I can’t fully understand, because I haven’t been diagnosed with a mental 

illness, and because if I was, I have insurance that would cover the care and 

medication I need. Sometimes, I wonder whether this parable really means 

anything anymore, but this week, I’m feeling convicted by the reality that 

every road is Jericho Road for some people in our community … but not for 

all of us.   

 We live in a world where the law is gospel for some people. And yet, we 

are called, to live as if the gospel were law. What we find is that if we live the 

gospel, if we live the Good News, as if it were the law of the land; we find we 

travel by grace, unsure of where we might be led as we are sent to respond to 

the human need found in those we encounter on the road.   

 But the challenge is larger than seeing how many Good Samaritans can 

rescue individuals. If travelers on this journey of life are being assaulted on 

the road, we have to do more than bind their wounds. We have to make the 

road a safer passageway. More than rescuing one person at a time, we must 

transform the culture that renders and leaves for dead entire groups of 

people.   

 Transforming this culture begins with transforming our own hearts.  

That begins with listening to our neighbors; especially those who are not like 

us. It begins with truly hearing their stories and not trying to explain them 

away, or justify unjust actions, but instead simply listening.   



 

 Transforming Jericho Road begins with understanding that those of us 

who can drive the streets, or go to work, or enjoy the park, or go out with 

friends without fearing for our lives and our wellbeing, we are the ones given 

the responsibility to transform that road. It begins with a willingness to be 

uncomfortable, yet still engaged in conversations. And most importantly, 

transforming Jericho Road means relying on The One who calls us to this 

work, knowing that being called to transform the Jericho Roads in our world 

and in our community is a call that comes with the strength and the courage 

of the God who calls us.  

 Every road is Jericho Road, my brothers and sisters and siblings, but 

we, with God’s help, can make the rough places smooth. We, with God’s help, 

can make the crooked places straight. We, with God’s help, can create oases 

in desert places. We, with God’s help, can transform hurt into healing. We, 

with God’s help, can give voice to those who have neither the strength, nor 

the way, to speak for themselves. Every road is Jericho Road, my friends.  

And you and I are called, not just to tend to our siblings broken on the side of 

the road; but to transform the very road itself. May we follow that calling … 

for Christ’s sake. Amen.   

  


