
Stories go deep. Jesus knew this, and so He often told parables--little stories--to express the pro-
found truths He taught. People would stop and listen and think about what He had to say. 
 
A child's heart is very good soil here, because it is a place of faith and imagination. For this reason I 
have chosen to illustrate truths of Scripture in story form. By doing so, it becomes possible for the 
listener to step inside and look around--to discover the Lord Jesus and the Kingdom of God. 
 
These stories could fit well in family devotionals and would be of great benefit in helping both Fin-
nish children and immigrants of all ages in improving their English language skills. 
 
I pray that these Scripture-based writings will be used by Him. 
 
Carol Westerlund 

carolwesterlund@yahoo.co.uk 

 
 

The Good Samaritan 
 
"Time to head back down to Jericho," said Jonathan to himself. "That'll be a relief." The man was a 
Samaritan and had had some business in Jerusalem, where they did not take kindly to Samaritans. 
Strangers, they called them, for Samaritans and Jews had an ongoing dispute over just where the 
proper place was to worship God. Samaritans claimed it was Mount Gerizim, where they 
worshipped. But Jews insisted that Jerusalem was the only right place. For this reason, and a few 
others as well, a mutual dislike festered between the peoples. 
 
And so that morning Jonathan was ready to go. He packed up his things, harnessed his donkey, and 
was off. The sun was shining today and it wasn't long before the Samaritan was off at a good pace. 
As he rode he thought of his wife, Helena, who would be glad to see him and have a good meal 
waiting--probably fresh fish from the market served up with rice. As he mused, he noticed 
someone a ways ahead. 
 
It was a Jewish priest. He could tell by the tassles on his robe. It was the correct religious way for a 
Jewish priest to dress. Suddenly, the priest did something strange: all at once and for no apparent 
reason he just switched the side of the road. Why did he do that so quickly? It wasn't long before 
Jonathan spotted a Levite as well. Oddly, he did the same thing. But by now Jonathan could see 
that there was something in the road; both men had wanted to avoid it. 
 
"I'll take a look at it myself," decided Jonathan.  As he approached he began to make out the form. 
And it startled him. Because it was not 'something,' it was 'someone'! For laying at the side of the 
road was a man stripped of his clothes. He was bruised and bleeding. "Only thieves could have 
done this," concluded the Samaritan. On this road, the poor victim was surely a Jew. 
 
But despite the fact that Jonathan was a Samaritan, as he gazed at the man he saw how bleeding 
and in need of help the poor man looked. And Jonathan's heart welled up with compassion. The 
man was, after all, still a man, still a fellow human being. 
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Quietly, Jonathan slipped off the donkey. Taking wine, oil, and bandages from his pack, he stooped 
over the man. Carefully, he poured on the wine to cleanse, and then the oil, to soothe; then he 
wrapped up the man's wounds in bandages as the fellow began to groan. "I'll just put him on my 
animal and bring him to an inn. I think I know one near by," nodded Jonathan to himself. 
 
It was no easy effort to get him on the donkey as the man groaned in pain, but soon they were off. 
And after a little way they came across the inn Jonathan had remembered. "Hey, could you give me 
some help here?" he called out to the innkeeper. 
 
A sturdy, middle-aged man in a beard and a robe came out and Jonathan told him about how he 
had found the fellow. "Yeah, there are some real thugs around here," sighed the innkeeper. 
 
Jonathan spent the night there, sharing a room and taking care of his patient. By morning the Jew's 
condition had improved. Still, he wouldn't be able to make it on his own for a few days at least. 
"Tell you what," continued Jonathan as he paid the bill for the previous night, "take care of him for 
me. Here are two denarii to cover his bill," pulling them out of his coin purse. "I'll be coming back 
this way after a week. So if you need any more, I'll square with you on my return trip. Just see that 
he has everything he needs. The innkeeper nodded seriously, and Jonathan was on his way. 
 
A Samaritan did this. A Samaritan for  a Jew. Can it be? He was a good Samaritan. Truly, he was a 
neighbor! 
 
 
"But he, wanting to justify himself, said to Jesus, 'And who is my neighbor?' Then Jesus answered 
and said, 'A certain man went down from Jerusalem to Jericho, and fell among thieves, who 
stripped him of his clothing, wounded him, and departed, leaving him half dead. Now by chance a 
certain priest came down that road. And when he saw him, he passed by on the other side. 
Likewise a Levite, when he arrived at the place, came and looked, and passed by on the other side, 
But a certain Samaritan, as he journeyed, came where he was. And when he saw him, he had 
compassion. So he went to him and bandaged his wounds, pouring on oil and wine, and he set him 
on his own animal, brought him to an inn and took care of him. On the next day, when he 
departed, he took out two denarii, gave them to the innkeeper, and said to him,"Take care of him; 
and whatever more you spend, when I come again, I will repay you." So which of these three do 
you think was neighbor to him who fell among the thieves?' 
 
And he said, 'He who showed mercy on him.' Then Jesus said to him, 'Go and do likewise.'" 
 
                                                                                                                                             Luke 10:29-37 


