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Could This Be My Neighbour?

Suggested reading: Luke 10:25-37

One of the interesting things about working in a hospital is that it can never be boring.  There is so much going
on around,  if only you take the time to see. This week, I had come to CMC like every patient for tests and
diagnosis. A pulled muscle meant that I could not walk too far so  I got down at the wheel chair station. At other
times when I have waited in this area, I have noticed a plentiful supply of wheelchairs. But on this day,   there
were very few, most of them having been taken already. I held on to my stick and decided that perhaps I could
walk slowly. A lady from the North East  surprised me by pulling my arm.  “ Where are you going?” she asked.
Pointing  to the row of seats she said sternly, “ Sit down and wait.” I didn’t dare disobey her.

It is an experience to sit and watch people who are severely disabled and wounded arriving in autos and cars.
Faces screwed up in pain, fragile arms and legs needing help; often a person balances  precariously on one leg.
The security men directing traffic at this point   don’t allow a vehicle to wait or give anyone sufficient time to
get down properly and settle into a wheel chair.   And yet, I noticed that there is always someone there to help.
Someone else’s attender/ helper gently eases a stranger from the auto into a wheelchair and gets him
comfortable even though it takes a little time and the guard is there waving his arm to move on.  This reaching
out and caring is hard to watch as it gnaws into your heart.  “ Why wasn’t I able to do something like this
spontaneously,” I ask myself.   I smile at the lady who scolded me for attempting to walk, grateful that she cared
enough to stop me from injuring myself further.  Always, at such moments a special story pricks my
conscience.

“ Who is my neighbour?” a cunning man asked Jesus, and in reply Jesus told the parable of the Good
Samaritan. The story of the injured man lying by the roadside unnoticed and uncared for. Perhaps we know this
story too well - two men walk by – a priest and a Levite – but they did not stop to tend to the hurt man. Their
position in society, their professions, their need to be somewhere else  blinded them from seeing the wounded,
disabled man in front of them. And yet, there was a third person who saw the man and stopped. In the story, the
man was a Samaritan – a much despised foreigner that no Jew would stop for. Yet, it was this man who had the
compassion to stop and care for the injured man. What was so different about him?  Why did he care?  Had he
too been wounded once and left alone , so that he now has learnt to care?

I am sure we have all been in the position of the wounded man. Hurt and paralyzed by different kinds of
situations,  we too wait  for someone with compassion to reach out to us.

Think about this!
A good friend of mine once passed me by in one of the corridors with his eyes focused firmly on the ground.
I mentioned it when I met him later and was shocked by his reply. “ If I look at someone, they might want
something from me. I don’t have the time to give them what they may need.” If we take the time to look around,
we see wounded people every where. Could you be like the Samaritan and stop and care?
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