
1 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There are just some things the Bible tells us Jesus 

expects of us that I just can’t do. I admit it.  Maybe you 

can – but, I’ve tried – I really have, and every time it’s 

been a ‘no go.’   

The ‘biggie’ for me is in both Matthew and Luke 

– not just once, but three times: ‘Love your enemies and 

pray for those who persecute you…’  

Once should have been enough. But, Luke 

repeats it, twice: “Love your enemies and do good to 

those who hate you.”  

Strike two.  

Strike three comes hurling at me only 9 short 

verses later: ‘Love your enemies, do good…expecting 

nothing in return’ – because ‘your reward will be great...’ 

‘And, I’m oooouttttt!’ 

It’s not that I wouldn’t take him up on that 

‘reward’ thing -  who doesn’t like to get a prize once in a 

while? – I just can’t – or won’t - do the work needed to 

get it.  

The other expectations outlined in the Bible 

seem a bit easier from there – but only a tad:  there’s the 

‘love your neighbor as you love yourself’ expectation and 

the ‘turn the other cheek’ thing – as well as that of 

Romans 12: ‘If your enemies are hungry, feed them; if 

they’re thirsty, give them something to drink for by doing 

this you will heap burning coals on their heads.’  

Realizing my reluctance – or inability – to live up  

to what Jesus expects of me most of the time is one of 

the many, many things that keep my faith in-check, 

reminds me of the gift of Grace – and keeps me humble, 

and human. 

It’s dangerous and risky – this business of helping 

others Jesus calls us to: “What if that jihadist blows me 

away – what good will that do?,” I rationalize.  

“What if there are others,” I imagine, “lurking in 

the bushes behind that supposedly broken-down car out 

on 37 at night – and they jump me and steal my car – 

with Ronda waiting inside?”   

Could be, you know. Come on, Jesus! Use your 

head!  You don’t really expect that of me, do you?... 

Maybe you’re disappointed – disillusioned, even 

to hear that your pastor: this handsome, youthful, 

personable, articulate, unflappable, always happy, never 

angry young man –  yes, I am talking about me…maybe 

you’re saddened to learn that, well, he, too, is human 

and strains – sometimes mightily – with what it really 

means to claim – even to want to be able to claim that 

‘I’m a Christian…’ 

Some people evidently don’t have that problem 

– and, oh, how I admire them.  One is Ray Hamley – a 

British fighter pilot in World War Two who, on 

September 26, 1944 - only 21years old, flying an 

American-built B-52 - dropped his load of bombs on the 

little town of Kleve - just inside Germany's border with 

Holland hitting the railroad station, a number of Nazi 

factories, and the town church. He had an inkling he 

might have…but, well: war was war… 

After the war, Hamley went home, married his 

childhood sweetheart, and became the head of a primary 

school. Then in 1983 – about 40 years later – for some 

unexplained  reason, someone showed him a news-

paper story about the people of a little town in Germany 

named Kleve who were re-building their town church - a 

church that’d been bombed during the war.  

Something went off in Ray's memory, and the old 

logbook he found in the attic confirmed his worst 

instincts: his bombs had destroyed a church that day and, 

now, he knew its name: ‘St. Mary's.’ 

Ray thought about how the loss of their church 

must have devastated the people of Kevle, but then, 

well, he decided to ‘pass by on the other side:’ “After all,’ 

he thought to himself, ‘the Nazis bombed innocent 

people in London and Warsaw; it was wartime; and it was 

years ago. Forget about it, and get on with your life!’  

But, Ray couldn’t let it go. So, he wrote the 

Mayor of Kleve, asking for the townspeople’s forgive-

ness, and that his letter be read at the new church’s 

dedication.  

Ray got a reply: it was from the people of Kleve, 

inviting him to come see the new church. But, he – again 

– had second thoughts, and never even responded. Once 

more the parish priest in Kleve wrote to Ray: this time 

with a letter signed by 500 parishioners offering their 

forgiveness in the name of Christ!  
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Ray Hamley went to Kleve, healed old wounds, 

and made new friends: all because the power of God 

wouldn’t let Ray Hamley ‘pass by on the other side!’* 

Some can. Some can’t – or haven’t yet - lived 

“into” their Christianity even 40 years later. Ray Hamley 

did. And, if you ever get a little puffed-up thinking what 

a relatively ’good’ Christian you are, and wanna’ gauge 

just how far you are from what God expects, remember 

Ray Hamley, and the prayer of the Psalmist this morning: 

‘Be mindful of your mercy, O Lord. Do not remember the 

sins of my youth or my transgressions; and, according to 

your steadfast love…’ forgive me… 

Like I said: it’s dangerous and risky – this business  

of helping others Jesus calls us to: a fellow pastor says 

she once physically carried a young man who she 

thought had ODd in an attempted suicide, to the ER – and 

admitted that she felt pretty good about what she’d 

done - until the young man sobered up. That’s when she 

learned that he had not intended suicide at all, nor had 

he ODd. But, because of her heroics: his family now knew  

he did drugs, he was confined to a hospital against his 

will, had his stomach pumped, and social services forced 

him into a counseling program for high risk suicidal. He 

was so angry at her. ‘No good deed ever goes un-

punished,’ they say, Jesus… 

In the final episode of Seinfeld - which aired at 

the end of 1998 – Jerry, George, Elaine, and Kramer are 

flying to Paris as a gift from NBC who’d just signed Jerry 

to a sitcom contract. But their plane encounters 

problems and they get stuck in the quaint New England 

town of Lakeland, Massachusetts.  

Killing time, wandering around, they become 

witnesses to a car-jacking. but, being the kind of New 

Yorkers they are, they never lift a hand, never shout out: 

10 yards away, and could care less.  

As the robber speeds off - the poor victim still 

laying dazed in the street - and the police arrive, Jerry 

nonchalantly turns to his friends and suggests they go get 

something to eat. 

"Hold it right there!," an officer shouts. “You're 

under arrest.” 

Jerry says  “Whaaaa'? Under arrest? What for?” 

“Article 223-7 of the Lakeland County Penal Code, that’s 

what for.” 

Elaine chirps in: “We didn't do anything” to 

which the cop responds: “That's exactly right. The Code 

requires you to assist anyone in danger as long at its 

reasonable to do so. It’s called the ‘Good Samaritan’ law. 

Now, let's go...” The series ends with the friends serving 

time in jail.  

The critics hated the storyline. But, there was 

some real ‘poetic justice’ in it because 9 seasons, 

Seinfeld's characters had used and ridiculed everyone 

they met. they were modern Priests and Levites: 

unwilling, even unaware of others’ needs all around 

them. 

It’s the modern story of the Good Samaritan – 

and it tells us how we’re to treat others: not just our 

friends, not just people physically stranded on the road – 

but those ‘stranded’ on their ‘road of life:’ in need of a 

helping hand, a hand-up, a pat on the back – even the 

people we despise or dislike or make fun of. In a word: 

our enemies. And, there you have it: we’ve gone full 

circle – back to that ‘enemies’ thing again. 

It’s also a story of how you would like to be 

remembered when you’re 6 feet under looking up at the 

roots instead of down at the grass…Ever thought about 

what you’d like chiseled into the gravestone above your 

head?  We had an exercise in seminary where we did just 

that: 55 full minutes to think, reflect, experiment and 

compose our own epitaph.  At first, I thought it to be a 

dastardly waste of precious learning time. But, after?: I 

count it as one of the top 3 learning experiences in my 

entire life.  

It wasn’t easy – and it was quite uncomfortable: 

all the images of caskets and open graves, and the end of 

everything as we know it floating in and out of my 

thinking…It was so uncomfortable that some of the guys 

in that class – smart guys, intense guys – guys who, 

today, are marvelous preachers, and bishops in the 

Church – it was so creepy that some of them fired off 

epitaphs like “Go Redskins!” or, “Don’t Wake Me Up 

Until the Second Coming” – silly stuff like that.  

But, for some reason, the more I thought, the 

more challenged I became. Mine was the last paper 

handed-in and on it only 6 words: 24 letters, in 8 

syllables: to proclaim to all the world – or those 2 or 3 

who might ever drop by my grave out of curiosity….6 

words to represent the sum total of what I thought about 

myself – my life: “He Tried to Make a Difference.” As 

simple – yet profound – as that: “He Tried to Make a 

Difference.” 

If you’ve never done it, try it. You’ll learn more 

about yourself than anything you’ve ever thought, 

anything you’ve ever accomplished, anything you’ve 

ever considered.  And – like your pastor – you might even 

learn to become a Good Samaritan…once in a while. 
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