
 The animal in question was a donkey. She could never 

understand why, in all of the stories that were told about that one 

fateful day, no one could ever remember that she was a donkey. 

“Animal” was all they would ever say, or sometimes “beast,” which 

the donkey liked even less. Why could they never remember? “A 

Samaritan,” they would say, “while traveling came near him; and 

when he saw him, he was moved with pity. He 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.” Donkey, she would whisper to herself, he put him on his own 

donkey. It wasn’t just some random animal, it was a donkey, his 

donkey, the donkey of the Good Samaritan. 

 She knew that the Good Samaritan would have corrected the 

stories if he had ever heard them. She’s not sure that he ever did hear 

them; she knew him well enough to know that he wouldn’t have 

wanted to stand around listening to his own horn being so 

ceremoniously tooted. Her master was a truly humble man, although, 

truth be told, she never really thought of him as her master. Sure, he 

was the one who had control over the reins, and he was the one who 

made sure there was hay in her trough and water in her manger each 

morning, but she thought of them as more partners than master and 

servant. After all, she had saved his life as many times as he had saved 

hers. The road from Jerusalem down to Jericho was a dangerous road, 

and the two of them knew if they were going to survive, they were 

going to have to be in it together. 

 And so on that morning so many years ago, when they had 

seen a young man bleeding and beaten and lying half dead in a ditch 

by the side of the road, it was both of them, donkey and man, who 

decided to stop. Well, it’s not like they had a conversation about it, 

exactly. The donkey had heard tales of her great-great-great-uncle who 

once had apparently talked to a prophet named Balaam, but she 

herself had rarely felt the need for speech. She could communicate 



when she wanted to stop and when she wanted to go perfectly fine 

without words, thank you very much, and if she had wanted to keep 

going that morning, past the lump of a man piled on the side of the 

road, she would have, and there would have been little the Samaritan 

could have done about it. But she saw the man’s desperation as much 

as her rider did, and so without really saying anything, they both just 

moved over to the side of the road and stopped, staring.  

 The man really was in horrible shape. He was breathing, the 

donkey could hear that, but his eyes were swollen shut and there was 

a bloody mess where his mouth should have been. She could still 

smell the fear radiating from him in waves, an echo of his body’s 

defenses that kept working even though he was clearly unconscious. 

She saw how battered he was, and she didn’t know what to do. Her 

instinct told her to protect him, to stand over him, to cover him with 

her own body, but she knew that to do so on this violent slash of a 

road was to invite more trouble. She continued to look down at him, 

pondering in her heart how she might be able to respond, when she 

felt the Samaritan dismount. He patted her on the shoulder as he 

stepped away, and she heard him start to murmur in the same low 

tones that he used sometimes when he spoke with her. You’re all 

right, you’re all right, he said under his breath. Let’s see what we’ve 

got here. She watched as he bent over the broken-down man, 

touching his throat and his head, listening to his breath, watching his 

chest rise and fall. He kept talking the whole time – Yes, I see what 

they’ve done to you. You’re in rough shape, there’s no doubt about 

that. But you’re here, and I’m here, and everything is going to be all 

right. She watched her partner crouched over the man’s body, and 

then she saw him take a deep breath and straighten his shoulders. 

And she knew, right then, that he had made a decision.  

 The Samaritan sprang into action. She stood there as he came 

back to her saddlebags and dug around until he found wine and oil. 

He took the blanket from her back and tore it into strips. She watched 



silently as he poured some wine from his old wineskin onto the 

blanket and used it to wipe away the worst of the blood from the 

man’s face. He had a beard, she saw, as dark as the hair that stood up 

from her own neck in bristly spikes. She watched as the Samaritan 

cleaned the man’s wounds as gently a mother cleaning a newborn. 

She listened to him murmuring under his breath, That’s right. We’ll 

just get this off your face so that you can breathe a little better and we 

can see what’s going on. Looks like most of the bleeding has stopped, 

actually. You must have been here for a long time by yourself in the 

sun. Well, we’re here now. The Samaritan took a little wine and 

dribbled it over the man’s lips, but the donkey saw no response.  

 The donkey stood as the Samaritan kept working. He cleaned 

more wounds, pulled bloody clothing away from raw skin, wiped the 

man’s eyes and cheeks, murmuring all the while. He got oil and 

poured it into the worst of the wounds, tore more strips of cloth from 

the donkey’s blanket, and wrapped the wounds tight. The man 

moaned, once, softly, when the Samaritan wrapped a particularly 

nasty bruise on his ribs, but then he drifted back off into sleep. And 

all the while, the donkey stood and watched, helpless, and, she 

thought, not particularly helpful. She wanted to do something. She 

wanted to lean down and breathe life into the man’s lungs, nuzzle 

him awake with her whiskers. She wanted to do something 

extraordinary, something unusual, like her partner was doing – 

something bold and brave like stopping along a dangerous road and 

nursing a stranger back to life. She wanted to do something 

unexpected, something surprising, so that she could pull this man 

back from death’s dark vale. But there was nothing for her to do but 

to stand there like a furry bathroom shelf, full of first aid supplies – 

fresh bandages, antiseptic, something to soothe the pain. 

 Eventually the Samaritan finished his work. He stood up, 

stretched his back and pulled his head from side to side. He turned 

and looked back at his donkey, waiting in the heat. Well, what do you 



say, old girl? Ready to take a little walk? She walked towards him and 

pushed her head into his chest to say, When have I not been ready to 

take a little walk? The man pulled the remnants of the blanket back 

over her back and leaned down and heaved the still unconscious man 

up and over. She felt the oomph of his dead weight as it hit her. She 

straightened her legs, raised her head, and looked down the road 

towards their destination. Her partner gave her a little chuck on the 

shoulder and a click click, and off they went.  

As they walked, she thought about what had just happened. 

She and her partner were late, now. They were never going to make 

it into town to do their planned business, but she knew that it didn’t 

matter at all. Her owner had done something great with great love, 

and she was proud as they walked up to the inn in the fading light. 

She only wished that she played a greater part – that she could have 

done something great with great love herself. 

The innkeeper came out to meet them, took one look at the 

man on her back, and hurried back inside, calling to his wife for water 

and oil and herbs. She stood as still as she could as the little trio 

triaged around her. She lowered her front legs as they carefully lifted 

him from her back and watched as they carried him inside. The next 

morning, she waited patiently as her master and the innkeeper 

discussed the arrangements for the man’s convalescence. As they were 

leaving, the innkeeper looked up at her and smiled. Good thing you 

had such a steady old girl with you, he said, as he stroked her ears. 

Yes, her partner said, she did exactly what she always does; she carried 

my burden. The innkeeper stood watching as the other man made 

ready to depart. You know, he said, if there were a moral to this story, 

he said, if this were simply a story, perhaps it would be this: loving 

your neighbor is sometimes about doing something great with great 

love. And sometimes it is about doing just what you always do….with 

great love. For it is the love, in everything you do, that makes all the 

difference.  


