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July 10, 2016 

Colossians 1:1-14 

Luke 10:25-37    Who is My Neighbor? 

 

And who IS my neighbor? That’s the question the lawyer asks Jesus 

today. It’s a test question, the second of two, meant to make Jesus to 

stumble and fumble in front of friends. His first question didn’t do the 

trick. It revealed what he already knew that the point of life was to love 

God and love your neighbor. But the lawyer still wants to prove himself 

and catch Jesus off guard, hence the second question: “And who IS my 

neighbor?”  

The lawyer may not have been interested in the answer. He may not 

have cared who his neighbor was. But I think we do. We care about who 

that is since loving our neighbor is so crucial to God. Because when we 

love our neighbor we inherit eternal life. Eternal life. So that makes this 

a pretty big deal to us. And to God. So who is the neighbor we need to 

love? Well, Jesus says, let me tell you a story. 

Now, most of us know this story about the man traveling from Jerusalem 

to Jericho. And how he is robbed and beaten and left for dead. And how 

no one stops to help him. Not even a priest or a Levite. But a Samaritan, 
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foreign and despised and avoided by most of Jesus’ audience, stops to 

help. He takes care of the man when others do not. So according to 

Jesus, who is my neighbor? First, my neighbor will be the one before me 

in my path. Second, my neighbor will be different than me. And third, 

my neighbor will, in fact, be the same as me. 

First, my neighbor will be the one in my path. The other day I ran to the 

store. I was in a hurry. I needed to get a few things and then run off to 

somewhere else. I had no time to waste. But then, there she was, right in 

my path. A mom with two kids and an enormous diaper bag that had 

spilled everywhere. I thought, great. I don’t have time for this. I’m in a 

hurry. I need to move, move, move. Maybe if I just slip past her while 

she isn’t looking… But then she looked right at me with that look of 

despair and frustration. And it was what one of my friends calls a HOLY 

INTERRUPTION. A holy interruption happens when you least expect it 

and you least want it. You aren’t in the mood and you definitely aren’t 

prepared. But suddenly there you are having to be kind and patient and 

all those Christian things you are supposed to do anyway. God barges in 
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and says, “Remember that thing I said about loving your neighbor? 

Yeah, I’m going to need you to do that right now.”  

Faith isn’t something we practice only on Sunday morning or on a 

mission trip or when we feel so moved. God interrupts us our weekends, 

and our work days and school schedules, when we are on our way 

somewhere else, to do something else. And God says, “HEY, remember 

what I told you life is all about? And how I really want you to live? 

Well, here you go. Get to it.” So there I was with my holy interruption. 

With my neighbor right there in my path. So I stopped and I helped her 

gather her things. And her frazzled self and her frazzled kids. “I’m so 

sorry. I’m so sorry. Thank you so much,” she kept saying. “It’s OK.” I 

said to her and to myself. “It’s ok.” It’s ok. It’s going to be ok.” 

It would have been easy to rush past her and be on my way. Just like the 

priest and the Levite in our story. Who both come upon their holy 

interruption, and walk by on the other side. They don’t stop. They can’t 

stop. They have good reason not to stop. What if they get hurt? What if 

there are more robbers waiting for them? Didn’t everyone know how 

dangerous the road between Jerusalem to Jericho was? And how did 
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they know he was really hurt? And what if he was really a criminal just 

lying in wait? And what if he really was hurt and bloody or worse yet, 

what if he was dead? What if they touched him and then became 

unclean? Then how would they get to their jobs? How would they do 

their work in the Temple? And really, what if he was just a bum in a 

ditch? What if he was just passed out drunk down there?  

The priest and the Levite have their reasons not to help. And so do I. I 

make excuses too. I decide who I don’t have to care about. I decide who 

really isn’t my neighbor and who I don’t have to love. But Jesus doesn’t 

let me off the hook. He says, your neighbor is the person in your path. 

The person in front of you. The word, neighbor, in Greek means the one 

nearby. The one in proximity to you on any given day. That’s your 

neighbor. Whoever is in your vicinity, that’s who you are to love. 

My neighbor will be the one in my path, first of all. And second, 

according to Jesus, my neighbor will be different than me. As human 

beings, our tendency is to like people who are like us. And we tend to 

gather with those who think like us and look like us and have the same 

background as us and are the same age as us. And we aren’t trying to be 
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mean, but we just feel more comfortable with people who are similar. 

But Jesus says that when we follow him, we have to let those 

preferences be secondary. We have to expect our neighbors from God 

will be different. They won’t be like us or look like us or talk like us. 

We will be on the lookout for those who are different.  Because that’s 

what Jesus did. He reached out to those on the outside. He loved those 

who were strange. And in his story, it is a strange Samaritan who is the 

hero. A Samaritan with his funny language and odd religion. A 

Samaritan who was foreign and weird and one of them, not one of us; he 

knew to expect his neighbor would be different. 

For some reason, Vincent has always been my friend. He always stops to 

say hi. He always gives me a hug. He always asks about my boys. Ever 

since that day, five years ago when I called 911. Zeb Henry was just 6 

months old and he had had a severe allergic reaction to cow’s milk. 

Vincent was on the scanner that night as a volunteer firefighter in 

Midway and he heard the call go out.  And ever since then, he has felt an 

obligation to check on us. And Vincent is black. He is retired. He is 

Baptist. We are different. But he is my neighbor and I am his. 
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That is the third thing that Jesus teaches us, that my neighbor who is so 

different is actually the same as me. The Samaritan knew that 

instinctively. He saw the man in the ditch and said, that could be me. He 

saw him, beaten and bruised and said, that could be me. He saw him 

with no one helping him or caring for him and said, that could be me. He 

could feel it in his guts. That’s what our story says. The Greek word 

translated as moved with pity, it literally means your guts are all stirred 

up. So in the pit of his stomach, the Samaritan knew. He knew that that 

man could have been him. And that’s what it means for us to live like 

neighbors in the world. To see those hurting in the world and say, what 

if that were me? To see the police killed in Dallas and say, those could 

be my brothers. To see Philandro Castile in St. Paul, and Alton Sterling 

in Baton Rouge and those killed by gun violence, and say, those could 

be my neighbors. To look at the refugee, the undocumented worker, the 

transgender kid, the conservative, the liberal, and have mercy. To know 

in the pit of our stomachs that they are like us and none of them deserve 

to be killed or hurt or mistreated. 
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We are all different, but underneath all those differences, we are the 

same. We have the same fears. The same need for love. The same need 

to belong. We are all children of God, created by God, loved by God. No 

matter how different we may be. We are all neighbors on this earth. And 

God put us here to love our neighbors. To help our neighbors out of 

ditches, to lend a hand to those in trouble. To help instead of blame. To 

find common ground instead of battle grounds. To see another person as 

a person, not as an ‘it’ or a them or a campaign slogan or a symbol of 

everything that’s wrong with this country. That person nearby, down the 

block, from the good part of town, from the bad part of town, who seems 

so different is really the same; a person, a child of God, just like us. And 

if we want eternal life, then we must love them. Not because of who 

they are. But because of who we are.  Because of who we are in Jesus 

Christ. Who loved us even when we were foreign and strange and 

different. Who laid down his life for us, for friends and enemies alike. 

So that all of us can be neighbors again. 

A friend of mine and I were talking about school lunchtime and how 

going to the cafeteria was one of the most stressful times of the day. 
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Because who you sat with really matter. And sadly what mattered the 

most was that you not sit with the special needs kids. Because if you 

ended up sitting with the special needs kids then everyone would make 

fun of you. And they would say you were one of the special needs kids 

forevermore after that. Hopefully, school has changed since then and 

kids are not as cruel. So my friend said he really, really stressed about 

this every day. And every day, he did everything he could to sit by the 

cool kids and imitate the cool kids and be friends with the cool kids. And 

then he was diagnosed with mono. And after he came back to school, 

nobody would sit with him. Nobody. Nobody would be at a table with 

him because he was the kid who had mono. Not even the people he 

thought were his friends. But one of the special needs kids saw him 

alone in the lunch room; she saw people avoiding him and sitting far 

away from him and so she went over and invited him to sit at her table. 

And he did. And he found out that those kids were funny and they were 

cool. And they were kind and they knew how to be a friend. 

And, who is my neighbor? No, it’s about whose neighbor am I. Who has 

Jesus called me to love and serve?  
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Who is the one in my path, the holy interruption to my day who needs 

mercy?   

Who is the one different than me, from another race or religion or 

ability, who needs a welcome?  

Who is the one just like me? In need of grace like me. Hoping for love 

and peace like me? Holding her child in a homeless shelter. Seeking 

good medical care for his mother. Wanting their community to live 

without fear of violence?  

And who is my neighbor? Whose neighbor am I? For the sake of eternal 

life, let us love those neighbors as we love ourselves; in the name of 

Jesus Christ our Lord. 


