The Good Samaritan
On one occasion an expert in the law stood up to test Jesus. “Teacher”, he asked, “what must I do to inherit eternal life?”


“What is written in the Law” he replied. “How do you read it?”


He answered: “ ‘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 ‘Love your neighbor as yourself.’ ”


“You have answered correctly,” Jesus replied. “Do this and you will live.”


But he wanted to justify himself, so he asked Jesus, “And who is my neighbor?”


In reply Jesus said: “A man was going down . . .”

The Arizona heat hit Devin like a wall as he stepped out of his air-conditioned car. With the needle pushing empty, he knew that he needed to get gas. Out here you weren’t liable to see another station for miles. With two ancient gas pumps out front, this shack of a store was the first semblance of civilization that Devin had seen in the past two hours. A faded open sign hung in the window where a grisly man sat reading his newspaper and drinking his coffee.


Devin slid the gas nozzle into the car and the pump rumbled to life, shaking some of the dust and sand off of itself as it vibrated. Devin drummed his fingers on the top of his car as he leaned against it, waiting for the pump to finish filling his gas tank. On the horizon he could see the wavy image of another lone car driving down the highway. He wiped the sweat from his forehead as the gas tank filled to the top with a loud thunk.


He pulled out his wallet as he pushed open the door of the gas station. The man behind the counter didn’t even look up from his newspaper. The gas station smelled of dust, cigarettes, and stale coffee, and many of the items for sale looked like they had been on the racks for years. A country station played a lazy tune over an old radio sitting in the back of the store.


Devin cleared his throat and said, “Twenty dollars in gas.” He gently laid the money on the counter as the old man continued to read his paper.


The old man mumble, “Thanks for stopping by, come back real soon” as the door slid shut.


The car that Devin had seen earlier pulled into the other pump as he slid into his seat. Three men with tattoos and greasy hair stepped out of their rusty blue pickup and stretched. One burped loudly and grinned at Devin with all five teeth of his teeth. The other two just shuffled around their car and stared at him through his car windows as if his very existence was offensive. Devin hastily started the car and pushed the gas a little too hard as he spun out of the gravely parking lot, leaving the gas station and its rough looking customers behind.


On the road again, Devin stared ahead at him from the comfort of his air-conditioned car, with the radio blaring oldies. He glanced in the rear view mirror to see a dot on the horizon, getting steadily larger. Within a few moments he realized that it was the very same truck that he had just left at the gas station. As it pulled closer, he could make out the faces of the men inside. Each one looked at him with that same gaunt eyed stare.


It moved to the left lane and pulled past him. Devin glanced over and his heart skipped several beats. The man in the passenger seat had his hand hanging out the window, pointing a gun at him. He was mouthing the word pullover and waving the gun around in a circle, motioning for him to stop. Devin looked forward again quickly and punched the gas, accelerating past their car. His lead only last for a few moments as they eased up alongside and matched his speed.


With a loud crack and the shattering of glass, the rear passenger window blew out as the man fired a shot off. Devin swerved in panic as his heart beat even faster. He looked over to see the man pointing his gun at him again, this time yelling loudly enough for Devin to make out his words.


“Next shot will be in your head!” shouted the man. “Pull over!” Fear flooded into Devin as he slowed the car down to a stop at the side of the road. The attackers’ car skidded to a dusty stop directly in front of him and all three men piled out of the car, each holding a gun in their hand. They walked towards his car slowly, one man smiling that same gap toothed grin.

They pointed their guns at him and yelled, “Out of your car!” Devin pushed his door open, hands shaking as he raised them above his head. They quickly walked over and grabbed him, pushing him to his knees. “Please don’t ki-“ Devin’s words were cut off as everything went black.


Heat. That’s what Devin felt as he slowly woke up. He could feel the sun beating down on him from above and the dirt cooking him from below. Rocks and pebbles dug into his skin as he slowly rolled over onto his back. His mouth was sticky and dried out and his head pounded from where the thieves had hit him with their gun. Slowly he pulled his eyes open. His car and the thieves truck was gone, with only the black marks in the concrete to show that they had ever been there in the first place. Devin began to push himself up into a sitting position, but the piercing pain of his headache forced him back to the ground, where he slipped back into darkness and dreams.

A little red car drove down the road, cruising across the hot desert. The driver, a man by the name of Pastor Thomas listened to a cassette of his favorite preacher. He was giving a sermon called “Predestination and You: The Debate Continues”. In the passenger seat lay a disorganized pile of brochures with various titles on them. One read “Albuquerque Pastors Conference 2003” and another read in big blue letters “Becoming a Real Fisher of Men”. The pastor reached over and pushed his hand through the pile looking for a specific brochure until he pulled one out. The front of this one said, “Hollywood Christianity: Jesus on the Silver Screen”. He picked it up and glanced quickly at it before setting it down again.

A moving form farther up the road caught his attention. It wasn’t more than a tiny dark speck from this far out, but as he drove closer he soon realized that it was a man lying alongside the road. He was dirty, his clothes were ripped and he looked like he was from the wrong side of the track. The pastor, frowning as he glanced at his watch, weaved far into the left lane, and drove on towards California.


Devin’s eyes opened a bit to see a red car driving away from him. He could just barely make out a bumper sticker that read, “Honk if you love Jesus”. Devin fell back into unconsciousness as the heat from the desert continued to blow across him.

Another lone car drove across the deserts of Arizona with its air conditioning blasting out frosty air and its speakers blasting out “the best of Christian Contemporary Music” as the radio DJ put it. Kids fought in the backseat of the blue minivan and parents yelled at them from the front, swearing to themselves that this was the last time they would ever go anywhere on vacation together. Farther up the road, through the wavy heat they could see what looked like a man lying face-to-the-ground on the shoulder of the highway.

As she stared forward, the wife asked, “Dan, do you think we should stop and help?”


Her husband replied, “I don’t know. He looks pretty rough.”


“He isn’t even moving,” she replied as the children quieted down a bit. “Maybe we should stop.”


“Honey,” began Dan, “You don’t know where that man has been. He’s probably drugged up and drunk out of his mind. I’m not stopping for someone who’s getting what they deserve.” His wife slowly nodded in agreement.


The minivan veered towards the left lane and sped past Devin. He lacked the energy to even look up as the van’s trail of dust settled upon him.


The sun began to set and heat finally began to die away as a chilly wind took its place. A lone motorcycle roared its way across the desert, its single headlight shining a small beam onto the highway ahead of it. The driver, unshaven and unshowered, silently rode on, barely noticing a small ramshackle gas station on the left with a faded ‘CLOSED’ sign hanging in the window.

Farther up the road he could barely make out a shadowy shape lying off to the side. As he drove closer, he slowed down until he could finally make out the form of a man lying alongside the highway, unmoving. The gruff driver slowed to a stop and shut off the motorcycle’s engine. He walked over to Devin, who slowly opened his eyes to see a gigantic man in leather standing over him.

“Can you hear me?” asked the man as he stooped down nearer to Devin. He could only manage a slight nod in response, as his throat was too dry to make a sound. “I’m just gonna help you up and get you outta here, alright?” The burly driver did not wait for an answer as he hoisted Devin to his feet and shuffled him over to his bike. Devin blacked out again as the pain from the concussion overwhelmed him.


Devin’s eyes opened again to a white room with monitors beeping, IV tubes running in all directions, and a nurse looking over some papers on a clipboard near the doorway. He attempted to move, but found that all his strength was gone. All he could manage was a soft wave of his hand. The nurse looked up from her clipboard and smiled brightly at him.

“You finally woke up,” started the nurse. “You’ve only been sleeping for three days straight,” she continued as she laughed a bit. “When your friend brought you in, you were nearly dead.” Devin swallowed loudly as he thought about what had happened to him.


Devin tried to speak, but his throat got caught in raspy dryness. He cleared his throat a few times and finally asked, “How did I get here?”


The nurse spoke as he she scanned over some printed monitor reports. “A man drove up on a motorcycle and carried you inside. He didn’t say much, just left us with several hundred dollars and gave us a number to call him at if the costs would be any higher.”

Devin’s foggy memory of the man on the bike returned to him. “Did he give a name?”


“Yes, although we all assumed you knew who he was,” replied the nurse.


Devin shrugged and said, “I never saw the man before in my life.”


“He’s an ex-con named Jerry Benton. Apparently he just got out of jail a few days ago”, said the nurse. “I would guess that the money that he gave us for your care was all of his savings. He even stuck around for the first day to see that you were taken care of.” Devin said nothing as he attempted to grasp the kindness of the man who had saved his life. The nurse said, “I’m sure your hungry, and I here those IV’s aren’t too appetizing so I’ll get you something to eat.”


As the nurse left, Devin sat wondering where he would be right now had the man on the motorcycle not stopped.

And Jesus concluded his story with a question. “Which of these three do you think was a neighbor to the man who fell into the hands of robbers?”

The expert in the law replied, “The one who had mercy on him.”

Jesus told him, “Go and do likewise.”

