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TEXT: Luke 10:33-34 "But a Samaritan, as he journeyed, came to
where he was; and when he saw him, he had compassion, and
went to him and bound up his wounds, pouring on oil and
wine; then he set him on his own beast and brought him to an

inn, and took care of him."

One of the interesting things about language is our practice
of using certain words or phrases in ways unrelated to their
actual meaning. When I was a teenager, for instance, if we said
that something was "groovy" that meant it was good, up-to-date,
desirable. But if we said it was "square" that meant just the
opposite. And today, if something is called "bad" that means it
is really good. If it is really bad, they might say that it is
"bogus." Or if we say that someone is "gay" that means something
very different from "light hearted and full of joy."

In a somewhat similar vein, most of us understand what is
being said when we hear that a book or a movie was full of "four
letter words." It means words that are vulgar and obscene,
whether four-lettered or not.

I have to confess, however, that this particular phrase has
always bothered me. Perhaps it is because Muth is a four letter
word. But, more than that, there are some very lovely four
letter words in our language, words of which God certainly must
approve. And I would like to look at some of them this morning,
in the context of Jesus' story about the Good Samaritan.

The story begins with a man who went down from Jerusalem to
Jericho, and on the way he fell among thieves, who stripped him
and beat him, and left him half dead. And the first thing those
who heard that story would have thought was how foolish the man
had been.

That particular road was one of the weirdest and most deso
late spots on the face of the earth. Once past the Mount of
Olives, he left vegetation and life behind him and descended some
3,600 feet in about seventeen miles. The mountains were as
barren as the face of the moon. And, since no one lived there,
that road had long been a favorite spot for robbers. To go down
it alone was absolutely foolhardy and just asking for trouble.

But perhaps he was also lucky. For, before long, a Priest
went down that road. Jericho was a favorite residence for
priestly families, and he was probably going home after serving
his two weeks on duty in the temple. Surely a priest would stop








