
Preaching for Lutheran Church of the Good Shepherd, Reno, NV       
Pastor Scott Trevithick 
Date:  July 10, 2022, Yr. C 5th Sunday after Pentecost 
Sermon Text:  Luke 10: 25-37 
Title: A Story with a Twist  
Focus:  Parables are stories with a twist—something surprising or unexpected—even 
shocking. Jesus intends that surprise to get us thinking about the Kingdom of God or 
ponder what it means to follow Jesus. How do we hear a familiar story in a fresh way so 
that the impact of the story isn’t diminished by its familiarity? For this familiar story, one 
way is pondering anew “Who is my neighbor?” 

Gospel Reading: Luke 10:25-37 

25Just then a lawyer stood up to test Jesus. “Teacher,” he said, “what must I do to inherit 
eternal life?” 26He said to him, “What is written in the law? What do you read 
there?” 27He answered, “You shall 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 your neighbor as 
yourself.” 28And he said to him, “You have given the right answer; do this, and you will 
live.” 29But wanting to justify himself, he asked Jesus, “And who is my 
neighbor?” 30Jesus replied, “A man was going down from Jerusalem to Jericho, and fell 
into the hands of robbers, who stripped him, beat him, and went away, leaving him half 
dead. 31Now by chance a priest was going down that road; and when he saw him, he 
passed by on the other side. 32So likewise a Levite, when he came to the place and saw 
him, passed by on the other side. 33But a Samaritan while traveling came near him; and 
when he saw him, he was moved with pity. 34He went to him and bandaged his wounds, 
having poured oil and wine on them. Then he put him on his own animal, brought him to 
an inn, and took care of him. 35The next day he took out two denarii, gave them to the 
innkeeper, and said, ‘Take care of him; and when I come back, I will repay you 
whatever more you spend.’ 36Which of these three, do you think, was a neighbor to the 
man who fell into the hands of the robbers?” 37He said, “The one who showed him 
mercy.” Jesus said to him, “Go and do likewise.” 

Here’s a short story with a twist: 

A lovely little girl was holding two apples—one in each hand. 

Her mom came in and softly asked her little daughter with a smile:  

“My sweetie, could you give your mommy one of your two apples?” 

The girl looked up at her for some seconds, then she suddenly took a quick bite 
of one apple, and then quickly a bite of the other. 

The mom was startled. She had had a smile on her face. She tried hard to not let 
her face show her disappointment. 

Then the little girl handed one of her bitten apples to her mom, and said:  
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“Mommy, here you are. I wanted to give you the sweeter one.”1 

Have you ever heard that story before? I would guess not. It was new to me.  

• What did you think when the little girl took a bite out of both apples? 

o Surprise and disappointment, I would think.  

Your response was likely what the mom thought as well—that’s why she was 
disappointed. Wasn’t it a surprise to instead recognize that the little girl bit out of both 
apples intentionally so that she could give her mom the sweeter one?  

It’s that kind of twist or unexpected element that gives a story like that its kick, 
wouldn’t you agree? If we’re expecting one thing and the story has a twist and does 
something completely unexpected, then we say, “Wow!” and the story lingers with us as 
we think about its characters and who did what and why. 

In this story, there’s really a double-twist. We see some tenderness between 
mother and daughter, and we expect that to continue. The first unexpected thing is 
when the plotline we’re expecting of a tender mother-daughter moment is shockingly 
replaced with a different storyline—in our head, we anticipate the story is now about a 
child who is a selfish brat.  

Just as we shift and make that assumption, we’re struck with the second 
unexpected twist: “I did it for you mommy. I wanted you to have the sweeter one.”  

We’re expecting tenderness, then we expect selfishness, then we’re warmed by 
seeing how caring this little girl is, wanting to give her mom have the sweetest apple.  

Parables are Stories with an Unexpected Twist 

 The parables that Jesus told are like this story. Parables are like this story in that 
they have an unexpected twist. They story is going in one direction; you have an 
expectation of some kind and then there an unexpected twist. It’s that unexpected 
twist that gives the stories their power. The twist, like the little girl giving the sweetest 
apple to her mom, is the thing that makes you go, “Wow! I didn’t expect that! Why did 
she do that? I wonder what would make him do that?” 

I’ve pointed out before that you don’t even have to be a “church person” to have 
heard this story before. You don’t have to have been to multiple years of Sunday School 
or Kids’ Community or coming to worship. 

The basic plotline of this story, commonly known as “The Good Samaritan” is 
known by regular, non-church folks, too. Most U.S. states have what are known as 
“Good Samaritan Laws” that provide protection for a person when they, with the best of 
intentions, stop to help someone in need. With that kind of reference to a Bible story in 
the popular culture, the story is known in some way by a lot of people. 

 

 

 
1 Source: Somewhere on the Internet / WhatsApp 
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We’ve Lost the Unexpected Twist 

 Though nearly all are familiar with this story, it is just the opposite for the story 
about the little girl and the apples and her mom—none of us had heard that before.  

 That’s the just the challenge with reading or hearing or preaching on this 
story: it’s so familiar to us that the story has lost the unexpected twist.  

If part of the power of parables is that unexpected twist, then how do we read, 
hear, or preach on this story in a fresh way when we’ve heard the story so many times 
that it has lost the surprise? 

Hearing the Story Afresh 

• Rename the story: What would you call this story or how would you rename it? 

You may recall that I asked this question when we talked about another well-
known story--the story most commonly known as The Prodigal Son.  

I suggested some alternatives:  

• The man with two sons: Because isn’t it also the story about the older son? 

• The Lost Son and the Welcoming Father. . . which would emphasize the father’s 
grace and love and welcome upon the return of the son. 

• A commentator I read said, perhaps indicating the one with whom she identified, 
“The Lament of the Responsible Older Child” and then called it, “The Ticked Off 
Older Sibling.” 

You know, Jesus didn’t give today’s story a name. He just told the story in 
response to the lawyer (an expert in the religious law). So, it’s not really called “The 
Good Samaritan” in that Jesus didn’t call it that; that’s just the name we give it. Notice 
that Jesus didn’t call this man good; he just told the story.  

By naming the story—or by renaming it or giving it a new name, you in 
some way state what it’s about or you direct our attention to a particular aspect of 
this story.  

• Why did Jesus tell this story?  

Initially, the lawyer wanted to test Jesus: As we hear the story from Luke, 
this isn’t a follower of Jesus who is fascinated or intrigued and who wants to 
know more. As attributed by Luke as narrator, he wants to trap Jesus—to get him 
into a circumstance that he can’t get out of.  

After that, the lawyer wanted to justify himself. Again, we’re getting an 
attribution from the narrator. He wanted to justify himself. It sounds like he wants 
to narrowly specify who his neighbor is so he can assure himself (and maybe 
portray to others) that he has more than met the requirements. 

What was the essential question that the story responded to? Who is my 
neighbor? 
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Who is my neighbor? 

 “Who is My Neighbor?” could be a name for this story or it could be the focus that 
returns the kick to the story. That’s what the man went away contemplating. “Who is my 
neighbor?” is the essential question posed by this story.  

Jesus wisely answers a question with a question when the lawyer approaches 
him. Both we and the lawyer are asked to ponder “Who is my neighbor?” as we reflect 
on following Jesus. The story retains its unexpected twist and its power when we once 
again grapple with that question—“Who is my neighbor?” 

“Hope for Shattered Pieces”  

 Keith is a seminary classmate who posted the following on his Facebook page on 
July 5 with a personal story about the shooting that occurred Monday on the 4th of July 
in Highland Park, IL, where he grew up and where his parents have been long-time 
members of the Presbyterian Church there: 

PLEASE READ my colleague's [The Rev. Quincy Worthington] (and my parents former 
pastor) note about yesterday's shootings in Highland Park, IL. He arrived there about 4 
months ago to pastor the HP Presbyterian Church, four blocks from the epicenter of the 
killings. Breaks my heart in faith and love.  

Here’s what Pastor Quincy wrote:2 

This is an excerpt from what Pr. Quincy wrote. Follow the footnote to see the full 
reflection.  

I was sitting at the kitchen table with my mom speaking [about recent acts of gun 
violence across the country.] He and his mom were talking about and reflecting on past 
acts of violence, not yet knowing another act, right in their neighborhood, was about to 
occur. 

I had no idea that 20 minutes later my youngest daughter would text me saying 
not to worry. She’s safe. A shooting happened at the parade, but they were safe.  

A shooting? Did she mistake fireworks? Maybe a blank from a parade drill team? 
A car backfire? Then immediately texts flooded my phone. Another shooting. This time 
just blocks from my house. 6 dead. 24 injured.  

I’m told the shooter went to preschool in our church when he was younger. There 
was a time when he was just a little boy like my son once was. I could speculate and 
make up all sorts of stories of what happened or why he did what he did today. They’d 
all be guesses based on little to no information. I don’t find that particularly helpful in 
these times. But I do find myself wondering…  

Everything just seems so broken when I look at it. The shooter. The victims. The 
families. My community. Our society. Me… In the wake of it, in the quiet of this evening, 

 
2 Keith posted on his own FB page on July 5 what Pr. Quincy had written. The same also appeared as a 
reflection called “Hope for Shattered Pieces” posted July 6 at Presbyterian Outlook 
https://pres-outlook.org/2022/07/hope-for-shattered-pieces/ 
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it all just feels so horribly broken and shattered to the point where I wonder if there are 
no longer any pieces to put back together… Maybe it’s all just been ground to dust…  

It’s usually at this point that religious folk like me will say less than helpful things 
based off very flimsy theology. You know, things like: “Everything happens for a reason 
even if we don’t understand it”, “God just needed a new angel”, or my personal favorite 
line of utter bullshit: “God won’t give you more than you can handle.” If we could handle 
it, we wouldn’t need God… Or Christ… Or Grace… Or each other… And to be perfectly 
honest, I can’t handle it anymore. It’s all so broken to me… …ground to dust…  

And yet this morning, my mom who’s facing a health crisis that may cut her life 
tragically short, looked at me from across the table, seeing how hard I was trying to hold 
together all this fear, all this brokenness - fear of losing her, fear for my family, fear for 
my community, fear for our country, fear for my own heart - and she walked over to me, 
put her arms around me and simply said, “God is there. God is with those people 
helping them through the struggle.” And somehow it seemed so honest, so sincere from 
her that I didn’t doubt it… I don’t think if anyone else would have said it, I would have 
believed it. But she was right. It slightly dulled the sharp edges on the broken parts. 

So, I sit here tonight remembering what my mom said this morning and that I’ve 
never believed that God protects us from suffering. It’s an integral part of life that I must 
accept. God doesn’t protect us from these evils. God doesn’t shield us from the 
brokenness. But God does support us through it. God does help through our hands and 
hearts. God does somehow hear our prayers - maybe especially those prayers that 
come from our blood crying out from the ground. I have to believe that right now. And I 
do believe that right now; in my heart-of-hearts I do… because it seems pretty clear to 
me through my study of scripture and faith that it’s in our moments of greatest 
brokenness that God’s love and grace come pouring out. The bread is broken in 
communion for more grace. Seeds are broken for new life. Christ was broken for 
resurrection.  

And so tonight I cling to that truth - that just when it seems as though everything 
is broken so badly that it turns to dust, God shows up in the most profound ways to do 
something beyond expectation and belief. Somehow in that brokenness, God brings 
healing. And I believe that God does that through ordinary people like you and me. God 
somehow takes the pieces, no matter how small, of our broken hearts and fits them 
together to make things whole. So maybe we take this brokenness that we feel right 
now and instead of hiding it from each other, we show each other the jagged and sharp 
edges - the really painful parts - and we see if these pieces can fit together so we can 
work together to bring about the world, the life, the kingdom that God intends for us all. 
Maybe we pray, we lament, and we get to work. And maybe we find that our 
brokenness isn’t our weakness and it isn't something to hide at all, but instead our 
brokenness is our greatest source of strength if we share with each other. Because 
when we do that, God somehow mends those pieces together for our healing and 
wholeness that can only come about if we’re together… END 

 Events of distress and loss present us with the opportunity to see one who is 
hurting as a neighbor and to offer one’s presence and care. The events can be as 
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dramatic as the violence that too often impacts communities across the country or can 
be something that simply occurs in our own ordinary day.  

 My friend Susan shared this story about an ordinary encounter:  

Kindness Factory3 

“Twice this week, I have watched an elderly individual, fade into the busy life in 
which we all live. One man just needed [a medication] for his wife, but the shop 
assistant simply said, “It’s in aisle ‘6’.” But the older man struggled to navigate the 
supermarket and as I watched him go in the wrong direction, I left all my groceries and 
took him where he needed to go.” 

“Today, I watched an elderly man struggle in the heat, who had obviously had a 
fall with a huge scrape and blood on his leg. He walked past people in the cafe, while he 
slowly made his way to his car. Not one person stopped. Or looked. Or acknowledged 
him. I took him to his car and checked he was ok. He told me he had a fall and wasn’t 
sure how the air conditioning worked in his car, so he just didn’t use it. I sat with him, 
until his air con kicked in and heard him talk about the old frail body that he is in, that 
fails him now, every single day.” 

“When you see an elderly person walking down the street, searching in the 
supermarket or struggling to their car, take a minute out of your busy schedule and ask 
them if they need a hand. Think about your grandparents and your parents and how 
upset you would be if someone didn’t stop to help them. But more, think of them as 
you.” 

“Once upon a time they were you. They were busy, they had work, they had 
children, and they were able. Today, they are just in an older body that is not going as 
fast as it used to, and this busy life is confusing. They deserve our utmost respect and 
consideration. One day it will be you, it will be us. I wish more people cared more about 
them and acknowledged them for their admirable existence and I hope someday, not 
that far away, someone does it for me.” END 

 She’s saying, “He’s your neighbor.” 

A Story with an Unexpected Twist 

 Jesus told parables which were stories with an unexpected twist that gave them 
their “kick” or power. May we hear today’s story in a fresh way by recognizing a person 
in need as our neighbor and taking time to be with them.  

 

 
3 A story posted July 5 by Susan Wallace Herman. Thanks to the author, Adele Renee. 

https://www.facebook.com/Kindnessfactory/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZUjxcP3huegfmX3YiBrQ9iSzz1NlXn3kVEErZaPneUucs3sdP4w6pkMAzcgS-FXn0O8kXeFxN26UtbOtgMbSdqVTt7RilOP7J80n42qNnq1DbLlXmtzBcaf21im2lmnrQm97ZTfl8elsXIfdAs6dndRy2oxQfgWyN1laTnmn8AZzkCHPRX5IJU9xwELOqpoupy1Pfm5X4Fh0zHhlhNz63Vg&__tn__=-UC%2CP-y-R

