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His Own Animal 
Psalm 82:1-8 

Luke 10:25-37 
 

     I’ve been at the center of this well-known story from the gospel according to 

Luke, but I’m guessing you’ve never really thought much about me.  Don’t worry, I 

don’t blame you for that!  I’m mentioned so briefly in passing that it is really easy 

to focus elsewhere.  And if I’m being honest, it’s not just this story that fails to 

consider creatures like me.  Throughout history, the most important aspect of 

animals has been the way that they either assist or hinder in the daily lives of you 

humans.  I’m very aware that all the way back in the first chapter of Genesis you 

may have gotten the impression that even though living creatures like me were 

brought forth first, humankind is far more important because the text says that 

you were to have dominion over every living thing that moves upon the earth. 

     Generally, I know my place and stay silent, but this story makes it really hard to 

bite my lip, if I’m being honest.  I’m not sure if you’re familiar with Balaam’s 

donkey in the book of Numbers who not only saw a messenger of the Lord when 

Balaam himself failed to do so, but then also shocked Balaam by speaking and 

offering a rebuke?  That’s the tradition from which I come, so be prepared for 

some observations from me, the unnamed animal in this famous story.  First of 

all, let’s take a moment to consider the unnamed man in the story.  Don’t you find 
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it interesting that we know nothing about him except that he “fell into the hands 

of robbers, who stripped him, beat him, and went away, leaving him half dead?”  

We seem to skip over that part of the story to get to the “good part” where 

someone acts towards him in a neighborly way, and forget to pause on his story.  

Was he fearful after a traumatic event like that?  Was his family worried about 

him?  Was he targeted by the robbers because of some physical characteristic 

that made him seem more vulnerable or unworthy of basic decency? 

     And what about the priest and the Levite?  Surely, they represent the religious 

leadership who saw the injustice, but knowingly turned away, creating actual 

physical distance by passing by on the other side.  What does it mean that those 

with power and prestige saw harm and made the decision not to get involved?  

Surely this isn’t the only story like that in this Bible that religious people consider 

the inspired Word of God; surely this isn’t the only story in daily life in which 

those with power turn away instead of turning towards?  And what about the 

Samaritan, who rode upon my back?  The story doesn’t include the enormous sigh 

I heard from him when he realized that his journey to conduct business would be 

interrupted if he chose to do the right thing and intervene with compassion.  The 

story says that my master, the Samaritan, was “moved with pity”, and I believe 

that to be true, but the story doesn’t include how complicated his life was made 
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by doing the right thing for the injured man.  It doesn’t make note of the financial 

cost that he couldn’t really afford but knew was what he was compelled to do.  

The story doesn’t explain that by helping the man who had been left for dead, the 

Samaritan man had to have a more meager lunch himself; that his generosity 

came with small costs, but costs just the same.  The innkeeper’s story is also 

worth considering.  Did he even have room in his establishment?  Did he have the 

extra time to give medical care to the injured man?  His compassion is often 

overlooked in this story as we focus only on the Samaritan who stopped. 

     Don’t get me wrong, I like my master the Samaritan.  He has a lovely singing 

voice, and doesn’t beat me like so many others do their animals, including Balaam 

with his donkey.  But, I wouldn’t say he really “sees” me either.  I’m a practicality, 

a way to get from point A to point B.  He feeds and waters me, but not with 

anything other than the most basic food.  It seems to matter little to him if my hay 

is a bit on the moldy side, my water not the cleanest.  He doesn’t speak to me 

tenderly, or as though I like him have feelings.  And yet, I’d like to point out that in 

this story so very famously told by so many religious folks, my Samaritan master is 

the one called “Good”, but I am the one who literally carried him to the inn.  I’m 

getting up in years, you know, and carrying a dead weight is a whole lot harder 

than walking with a rider astride who is holding themselves up.  I carried that 
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poor injured man upon my back without any choice in the matter, and when we 

got to the inn I didn’t even get an extra portion of grain or a long drink of water.  

My help was centrally important, according to how the story is told in that famous 

Bible of yours, but if you want the truth, it feels like that detail has been lost to 

history. 

     I would like to believe I was included in the story for a reason.  I realize as a 

beast of burden, I’m clearly not the smartest one in the room.  My grunts and 

nickers and snorts might suggest to you that I can’t communicate, but have you 

ever considered that just means you don’t know the language I’m speaking? 

 Believe it or not, beloved human creatures, there is an end to what you know!  I 

watch the people around me from a unique perspective, because around a lowly 

animal like me, they don’t watch their words, they don’t change their body 

language or pay attention to my reactions.  I see how easily people put others 

into categories of status and importance, how often intelligence is used as a 

weapon, and how much inequity exists in the communities, even communities of 

faith.  I overhear the judgements that are made, and the unkind comments meant 

to make others feel less valuable. I notice the people who seem to hang at the 

margins, who languish in their loneliness.  
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     But I’m in this famous story of yours!  A story used to share a truly amazing 

truth that this Jesus character was trying to get across to the lawyer who was 

perhaps trying to stump him.  That clever Jesus used the law itself to teach that 

lawyer a lesson on love and compassion.  He used the very thing that man 

worshipped to flip everything on its head.  I don’t think he did that because the 

guy was a lawyer, but because he was using the law to keep people out, to create 

divisions.  Asking “who is my neighbor?” is like asking “Who is deserving of love?”, 

and that seems like a deceptively simple question.   

     The man called Jesus who told the story about the man who was beaten and 

robbed in the gospel called Luke wasn’t just telling, a story about loving, but had 

been engaging in a ministry of love everywhere he went.  All of us animals have 

been hearing about him.  He performed miracles, healed the sick, challenged 

traditions, and spoke these words in the Sermon on the Plain, “But I say to you 

that listen, love your enemies, do good to those who hate you, bless those who 

curse you, pray for those who abuse you.”  That means that even the robbers in 

the story with the Samaritan were dealt with compassionately, despite their 

dastardly deeds.  That means that even the priest and the Levite were worthy of 

goodness despite their hateful actions of ignoring the injured man.  It seems to 

me that according to Jesus, even though the Samaritan gets top billing over and 
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over again, this is a story in which love is expansive enough to reach far beyond 

what humans can typically imagine. The love Jesus speaks of is more powerful 

than any of the arbitrary divisions humans so often make. 

     I know I’m just a simple-minded animal, not learned by the standards of 

humans.  But I’m made of flesh and bone, just like you.  I know I don’t have a 

penny to my name, but I have a purpose and a role to play in the world, just like 

you.  I think Jesus might have told this story not just to remind us how to be 

neighbors, but to open our eyes to all of the neighbors we fail to see, even when 

they are walking along side us in the same stories.  My presence in this story isn’t 

centrally important, but it’s also not completely unimportant.  Who are the 

people on the margins of our lives, on the margins of our institutions and 

communities who get forgotten or left behind?  I know it would have meant a lot 

to me if someone would have walked over and given me a friendly pat, or a kind 

“Thank you for carrying that injured man on your back!” in my fur-lined ear.  I 

know it isn’t that hard to look around and notice those not at the center of any 

given story and try to meet them where they are, because I see so much more 

than people realize.  I see the way faces light up at being included; the way that a 

gentle word, or an open hand can make all the difference for those on the 
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outside.  I can see that being a good neighbor is about far more than the most 

obvious gestures, but the constant opportunities to expand our hearts with love.     

     One of my kind played an important role in another story, but this time Jesus 

wasn’t telling it, he was in it himself.  On the day you call Palm Sunday, Jesus sent 

two of his disciples to go into the village and untie a colt and bring it to him.  They 

were to tell people, if asked, that “The Lord needs it.”  And then they brought the 

animal to Jesus, set their cloaks on the colt’s back, and put Jesus upon it.  As he 

made his way along the road, people spread out their cloaks for his triumphant 

entry.  Jesus was clearly the crux of this story, but that colt made it possible.  That 

colt raised him above the crowd and gave him a chance to rest his weary feet.  

That young male horse was his own animal, just as I am the Samaritan’s. 

     Jesus told a story that is one of the most beloved of the Christian community, 

because it communicated that it often isn’t the most pious person in the room 

who knows how to act with loving kindness as a neighbor.  He told the story to 

the lawyer, but anyone who hears it can benefit from a story that expands our 

ideas of what a neighborhood is, and who gets included in it.  I’d like to think that 

he included me in it: a nameless, non-descript animal, with intention.  A reminder 

of all the faceless, nameless creatures in the scriptures and our very own daily 

lives who are doing the work of God quietly, without ceremony.  Like honeybees 
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that silently pollinate and bring forth the beauty of a garden or a colorful 

countryside, like the people who prepare the food and launder the clothes and 

keep the home front neat and organized, the ones who teach the children, the 

ones who dispose of the trash, the ones who carry out the less than savory tasks 

without complaint, without acknowledgement, without any sort of glory at all.  

Take it from an animal who carried out an important task without recognition: 

love is permeating everything, and neighborliness is coming from far more places 

than you know or notice or realize.  Maybe the next time you approach a story 

from your Bible, or one that is happening in real life, you’ll see that neighborly 

love with fresh, new eyes, and you’ll run to the edges of it, ready to include us all.  

Amen. 

      

      


