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“The Good Samaritan”

When Reverend Hutchinson asked me last month if I would give a chapel talk on faith, I struggled to find a

story that I could share with you. The problem is that whenever people ask me about my faith, they always

want me to provide some proof of the existence of God that can be verified through the five senses. In the last

couple of centuries, humankind has advanced to a point where we have become more and more dependent on

believing only what we can observe through the eyes, and unfortunately, I cannot show you God. In the

science classes here on campus, you are encouraged to view the natural world through observation,

experimentation, and then to test your theories against the evidence you have obtained. Even in our Religion

and Philosophy department, we often ask you to defend your claims about belief in a God by providing a

rational argument or logical syllogism. My guess is, if I told you about a mystical experience that I had, maybe

some of you who know me well, might want to believe me; but I know there would always be some doubt in

the back of your mind. Ironically, I think we have done such a great job here at St. Andrews of making you

critical thinkers, encouraging your scientific mind, that maybe you no longer believe in miracles or the

possibility of something greater than ourselves.

However, if you ask me if I believe in God the answer is no. I don’t believe in God. I know. When I say I know

there is a God I don’t claim to have seen God, nor do I claim to have heard God. Rather, my knowledge comes

from a feeling and intuition that there is something that exists that is beyond our observation, beyond language,

and beyond reason. Furthermore, I believe there is some purpose and significance to my life and to your life as

well.  I hold these beliefs because there have been so many people that I have met and experiences that I have

had that fill me with a sense of meaning and awe.

Nevertheless, in my life where I struggle is not in regards to my belief, but rather my Faith. Faith is more than

just believing in God. Faith is having trust and confidence in God. For example, every one of you here today is

here because your parents have put their faith in this school. They sent you, that which they love more than

themselves, here to St. Andrew’s in the hopes that you will learn what you need in order to have a rich and

rewarding life. Faith is tougher than belief because there are moments when, to be honest, I just don’t feel God

is there.  These moments usually correspond to points in my life where I feel my life is not heading in the

direction I had planned. However, always at these low moments, God reaches out and reminds me of his

presence and his divine providence. Now, I will admit that these experiences do not rise to the level of Paul’s

conversion on the road to Damascus. Rather they are more subtle and would be better described by the term



synchronicity, which is when two events occur in time but appear to be connected by significance and meaning

rather than in a cause-and-effect manner. The famous psychologist Carl Jung who coined the term

synchronicity liked to refer to synchronicities as simply ‘meaningful coincidences.’ However,  I believe that

today they are better understood by the term ‘God winks’.

If you will indulge me, I would like to share a short story that I experienced during a time when I think we

were all struggling in some way.

During the spring of 2020, when the covid pandemic spread through the US and the school decided to go

online, I made the decision to take my family to St. Petersburg, Florida where we maintain a residence. Now, I

have made this 1200-mile trek down to Florida countless times, with the most recent trip occurring just over

this Christmas break. Each time we drive down to Florida we always stop about halfway in Greenwood, South

Carolina in order to rest for the night at my parent’s vacation home.

After traveling the majority of the day on empty roads and with only about 150 miles left to Greenwood, I

heard a small popping sound come from the rear of the car. This was quickly followed by a warning light on

the car’s dashboard, alerting me that my right rear tire was losing air. As the air pressure in the tire dropped

quickly from 44 to 43, 42, 41 PSI, I knew I had only a couple of minutes before I would no longer be able to

drive the car. Luckily, there was an exit less than a mile from our current position, and I could see what

appeared to be a gas station in the near distance. As I pulled onto the exit and then into the gas station, directly

adjacent to the gas station was an empty parking lot for an auto parts store. Realizing that I would need some

space to change the tire, I pulled into this vacant parking lot and walked around to the back of the SUV, where

I noticed that the rear right tire had been punctured by a sharp metal object that was still embedded in the tire. I

then walked to the trunk of my SUV and pulled out the spare tire.

However, instead of being a full-size tire, it was a small tire - about half the size - known as a space-saver tire

which is recommended to be driven for no more than 50 miles. As we were still a good 150 miles from our

destination, and due to the fact that all the hotels/motels were closed as a result of the pandemic, I was a little

worried that if I put on the space-saver tire, I would later be stuck in a similar predicament just a little further

down the road.

As I grew more frustrated by the situation and not having any viable solution to my predicament, it was then

that a blue 4X4 pickup truck with a large truck bed and a full-sized toolbox gently approached my car. The

driver rolled down his window slowly and with a southern drawl, but a soft voice looked over and said to me,

“Do you need some help?”



My guess is that he could tell from the quizzical face and the Northern license plate that I was probably not that

competent to replace a tire. However, after explaining my dilemma and agreeing that it would be risky to put

on the space-saver tire he stated, “Well why don’t you buy a tire plug in the auto parts store behind you and I

will fix the tire for you.”

After entering the store and purchasing the tire plug, I returned outside and handed over the new tire plug to the

man that I had just met. He then proceeded to enter into the inner sanctum of his pickup truck and pulled out an

old-style jack from his toolbox and placed it under my car. With the agility and speed of a Nascar pit crew, he

quickly began lifting the large and heavy SUV. After removing all the sockets he then removed the tire from

the axle and placed it on the ground right in front of the car axle and began to rotate the tire to locate the

puncture.  As he was examining the tire, the car jack started to rattle left and right before snapping in two.

Even to this day when I often replay this image in my head, I still do not understand how the man escaped

serious injury. Somehow, after his jack broke, the right side of the car did not fall onto the concrete but caught

the side of the punctured tire and balanced itself on the edge. After a couple of seconds realizing that he was

fortunate to be alive, he breathed a sigh of relief and then stated the obvious, “I think we need a larger jack for

this SUV.”  I hustled back into the auto parts store, fortunately just minutes before the day manager was set to

close for the weekend, and returned with the most expensive jack I could buy. The man then lifted the vehicle

up and pulled the damaged tire from underneath.

After examining the tire more closely, the good man in a friendly voice stated, “I am going to go to a place

close by where I can plug the tire and refill it with air. Give me about 20 minutes and I will be back.” Then his

vehicle quickly departed into the unknown. 20 minutes became 30, 30 became 40 and I started to become

nervous that the man would not return. However, after about 50 minutes, the man in the pickup returned, and

with a sense of purpose jumped out of the car and without even saying a word went about placing the repaired

tire back on the car axle.

Just as he was tightening the last socket on the tire his phone started to ring and I could tell by the softness in

his voice that the person he was talking to on the phone was his wife.  As he spoke to her, he nervously walked

away from me and his voice got softer while the voice on the phone increased in volume. As a married man, I

could quickly read the situation and knew that his wife was upset that he hadn’t come home yet. Furthermore,

it seemed to me that his wife was not buying his explanation for his lateness, when he told her that he decided

to help a person in need. Feeling sympathy for this good man, I gave him the jack that I had purchased in order



to replace his, and I also pulled out $100 and gave it to him and stated that he might want to use that $100 to

buy his wife a present.

I know a brand new jack might not mean a lot to some, but for others it is a significant gift, and he thanked me

before returning to his car. Then, before he reached his vehicle, he doubled back and came over to me, and

with his eyes starting to water, he said “You know, I saw you there stranded, and I wasn’t going to stop

initially, but I was having such a rough day and I thought that maybe, just maybe, if I stopped and I did

something good, then somehow my day would turnaround.”   

When I reflect back on this experience and think about this man I met two years ago, I often wonder how our

two paths intersected during a time when we both were in need of each other in some way. While my need was

much more material, for this man it was more spiritual, and I think our shared experience provided him a

reminder of God’s presence in his life.

For me, the good Samaritan that I met on the side of the road is an example of this year's chapel theme of

practicing faith.  Here was a man who followed the commandments in the Bible which calls us to Love God

with all our heart, and to Love thy neighbor as ourselves.  I am sure if he wanted, he could have found so many

reasons not to stop that day to help me -  knowing that I was not from there, I was not of the same color, and

that his family was waiting for him at home. Nevertheless, he still chose to help because, I believe,  he

understood in his heart that I was his neighbor.

Before closing, I would like to leave you with this thought. Yesterday, Joy talked about seizing the good. There

is a quote from one of my favorite books, The Little Prince that might be useful here as you go about trying to

distinguish between right and wrong. In fact, most of you read this book as part of the summer reading two

years ago so maybe you already know what I am going to say, but the passage reads: “And now, here is my

secret, a very simple secret: It is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the

eye.”  If you want to know how to seize the good, then I advise you to Let your faith and your heart be your

guide.


