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Binding Up Wounds

Good morning St. Mary’s.  I am sorry that I cannot be with you this 
morning.  Instead of only doing a hymn sing, I wanted to share a message 
with you.  While Christian ministry is incarnational, meaning it is good and 
far preferable to be present in the body and the spirit, one of the great gifts 
of technology is that it allows us to communicate even when that is not 
possible.  So let us consider this morning’s Scripture readings.

This morning’s gospel lesson, The Parable of the Good Samaritan, is 
perhaps Jesus’ most famous parable.  Jesus tells it in response to a lawyer’s 
question: ‘who is my neighbor?’ 

Since I am sure that most of you have heard this parable and more sermons 
on it than you can count, I am going to skip the background.  We all know 
the priest was cruel when he stepped over the half-dead man’s body.  We 
also know the Levite couldn’t bothered to help the man either.  Both men 
are symbols of respectable religious people whose faith is dead.

And so I am interested in the Samaritan.  I am interested in the Samaritan’s 
character and what led him to stop to help the man?  What moved him to 
bandage the beaten man’s wounds at great risk to his own life since the 
eighteen mile stretch of road between Jerusalem and Jericho was known to 
be dangerous and littered with robbers?   How was his heart oriented 
towards generosity even so far as to pay out of his own pocket to care for a 
man he had never met?

Jesus doesn’t answer these questions in the parables.  But there are clues.  
The biggest clue is the man’s identify as a Samaritan.

In the 1st century Palestinian world that is the setting of the four gospels, 
Samaritans were outsiders.  They were neither Jewish nor Gentile.  They 
were ethnically related to Jews and their worship was similar enough to 
Jewish worship that could you tell they were in the same family.  But they 
were more like the red-headed step-child no one wants to talk about or 



associate with.  Multiple scholars that I read described Jewish and 
Samaritan relations as ‘hostile’.

While there is likely enough blame for the hostility to go around on all 
sides, Samaritans were in the minority compared to their Jewish neighbors.      
Just based on the stories involving Samaritans in the New Testament, it is 
likely that Samaritans were recipients of hostile stares, biting words, and 
unending criticism.   Maybe this hostility bled into their economics too?  
Maybe Samaritan schools and roads and villages were in far worse shape, 
intentionally, than other ethnic areas?  Maybe at every turn the society 
they shared conspired to limit their rights, freedoms, and opportunities.

Maybe you know the experience?  Maybe you feel different than others 
and no one knows what to do with you?  Sometimes people are polite, but 
they keep their distance.  Other times there is outright hostility - you’re 
always given the worst assignment, you’re always the recipient of 
criticism, the one who is overlooked, and isn’t given a chance to be heard?

I think the Samaritan stopped to care for the man left for dead on the side 
of the road because he knew what it was like to be wounded himself.  It is 
an often forgotten fact that those who know pain and suffering most are 
often in the best position to offer healing.  The Catholic writer and priest, 
Henri Nouwen, calls this being a ‘wounded healer’.  Nouwen writes this:

Nobody escapes being wounded. We all are wounded people, 
whether physically, emotionally, mentally, or spiritually. The main 
question is not “How can we hide our wounds?” so we don’t have to 
be embarrassed, but “How can we put our woundedness in the 
service of others?” When our wounds cease to be a source of shame, 
and become a source of healing, we have become wounded healers.

I once heard a pastor preach a whole sermon on the difference between 
open wounds and healed scars.  His point was that open wounds require 
immediate attention.  The wounded person needs care and compassion.  
But open wounds can’t tell a story.  They are too raw to do anything more 
than hurt.  But scars, he said, scars can tell a story.  Scars can tell a story 
that has the power to remind us that while weeping may linger for a long 
time in the night, joy does come in the morning.



The Parable of the Good Samaritan is surprising because the Samaritan 
changes the story.  The man who was left for dead is given an opportunity 
to live.  But that is not the surprising part.  The surprising part is that it is a 
Samaritan who gives the all but dead man the opportunity to live.  A 
despised, rejected, maybe wounded outsider like the Samaritan gives the 
beaten man a chance to live.

Here is what is also ironic: the Good Samaritan follows our Lord’s example.  
The kingdom of God is full of people like the Samaritan, people whom 
society normally considers despised and rejected.  This also is Jesus’ story.  
Jesus is God’s wounded healer whose own story flips the script.  As the 
prophet Isaiah says of the suffering servant, ‘by his wounds we are healed.’ 
Jesus’ suffering and death brought joy and life.  His humiliation on the 
cross brought glory.  His rejection brought a community of love that exists 
today as Christ’s Church around the world. 

Eliza recently finished a book about a woman named Becca Stevens.  Becca 
is an Episcopal priest and the founder of an organization called Thistle 
Farms.  Thistle Farms is a ministry that has both a social services and 
business component.  Thistle Farm mission is to be a safe and loving 
community for women who are being trafficked, abused, and violated.  The 
social services side of the ministry offers the women housing, medical care, 
and therapy for two years.  The business side of the ministry employs them 
in manufacturing and selling upscale soaps and perfumes.  The business 
teaches them skills that will give them the tools and ability to support 
themselves when they leave.  Countless women who were formally left 
along the side of society’s road have experienced transformative healing 
power of love through what Becca started.

The surprise in the story is that Becca herself is a victim of sexual abuse.  
Becca’s father was an Episcopal priest who died suddenly when she was 
five years old.  Following his death, their church embraced her mother and 
her siblings.  But a male member of the church worked his way into the 
family and took advantage and abused her - a story she carried alone until 
she confronted him years later.  She went to his home and sat with her 
abuser and his wife and told her what he did. 



Like the Samaritan who bandaged the man’s wounds and gave him a safe 
place to heal, Becca and her community model the idea that love has the 
power to transform and heal.  Becca’s story is powerful, but it is one 
example of how our scars can tell a story that has the power to point us 
towards God’s more excellent way.  

What story do your scars tell?  Who in your life has shown you the 
transformative power of love? 

I think Jesus told the story of the Good Samaritan to remind us that the 
love and mercy of God as shown in ordinary actions through ordinary 
people has the power to heal wounds.  Ministry like this is messy, the man 
was bloody and he probably smelled.  It is also costly as the Samaritan 
payed out of his own pocket for the man’s care.  But in doing so the man 
gained far more.  He had the integrity to do what the law required: to love 
God and love his neighbor.

May we go and do likewise.  Amen. 


