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1 GOSPEL: Mark 8:1-10  
 
I once heard a story on the radio. A reporter was covering the conflict in the middle 
of Sarajevo, and he saw a little girl shot by a sniper. The reporter threw down his 
pad and pencil, and stopped being a reporter for a few minutes. He rushed to a 
man who had picked up the child, and helped them both into his car.  
 
As the reporter stepped on the accelerator, racing to the hospital, the man holding 
the bleeding child said, “Hurry, my friend, my child is still alive”.  
 
A moment or two later, “Hurry, my friend, my child is still breathing”. A moment 
later, “Hurry, my friend, my child is still warm”. Finally, “Hurry, Oh, God, my child is 
getting cold”.  
 
When they got to the hospital, this little girl was dead. As the two men were in the 
lavatory, washing the blood off their hands and their clothes, the man turned to the 
reporter and said, “This is a terrible task for me. I must go tell her father that his 
child is dead. He will be heartbroken”.  
 
The reporter was amazed. He looked at the grieving man and said, “I thought she 
was your child”. The man looked back and said ‘No, but aren’t they all our children”.  
 
Yes, they are all our children. They are also God’s children as well, and he has 
entrusted us with their care in Sarajevo, in Somalia, in New York City, in Los 
Angeles and, 70 years ago, he entrusted them to our care on the shores of 
Newfoundland. At that time, as so often before, Newfoundlanders saw someone’s 
children in danger on the sea, people in need, and responded.  
 
I imagine that when the Good Samaritan in today’s Gospel left his home on the 
morning of this story, he had no idea that he would go down in history, his story told 
and re-told over thousands of years, in thousands of places, inspiring millions of 
people.  
 
We don’t actually know his name. We only know what he did. His great act of 
selflessness and kindness lives on long after him.  
 
He was probably named Levi, or Joshua, or Jeremiah. If he were interviewed by his 
local newspaper, we can imagine him saying, “Sure, it was nothing special. I only 
did what a good person ought to have done”.  
 
The people of this area have said the same thing, over and over. “We did nothing 
special. We couldn’t see them die if we could help it. We only did what was right”. 
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Lawn, St. Lawrence, Samaria – they are actually very close.  
Opportunities to help our brothers and sisters in need come up unexpectedly. 
Rarely can you plan for them. Nobody ever plans to come upon an accident scene 
or a shipwreck, do they”? Why do people respond with such selflessness, such 
bravery, such love?  
 
They respond because it is in their nature. They respond because they have 
practiced this kind of selfless love before, in smaller ways, so that it has become a 
way of life to look out for others, too often place their needs before your own.  
 
The people of this area could not know, when they went to bed on the night of 
Tuesday, February 17, 1942, that the storm that blew up on the North Atlantic 
would blow their reputation to the four corners of the world.  
 
At about 4:30 a.m. the 1,200-ton destroyer Truxton crashed ashore at Chamber 
Cove, and almost simultaneously, the 6,085-ton supply ship Pollux ran aground at 
Lawn Point. Thus, the people awoke to witness one of the worst sea disasters in 
United States naval history.  
 
How did they respond? We know the story well. It has been played out many times 
in the history of this seafaring island, on sea and on shore.  
 
On that night, men, women and children put aside all differences, feuds, quarrels 
and jealousies. They ignored whatever might have previously divided them, and 
worked together to save their brothers in danger of death on those ships.  
 
Once again, the people of this area proved that: love is stronger than indifference 
or hate, that life is stronger than death, that hope is stronger than fear. Some were 
covered in crude oil, some burned. Some suffered frostbite. Some were beaten up 
by the wreckage, the rocks and the ocean. Most were exhausted by their ordeal.  
 
But any physical ill-effects were overshadowed by the kindness of strangers, 
people who opened their hearts and their homes. Some of them got the chance to 
say “Thank you”. Many did not have the opportunity.  
 
Their lives, including the life of Lanier Phillips who is with us here today, were 
changed by this blessed encounter with the Good Samaritans of Lawn and St. 
Lawrence on that night.  
 
But that’s only half of the story, isn’t it? The life of the Good Samaritan was 
changed, too.  
 
Think about the man on the road to Jericho two thousand years ago. His encounter 
with the man who fell among thieves changed his life. It changed all of history.  
 
The events around the sinking of the Truxton and Pollux changed your lives

You met people who came into your lives as victims and became friends. The tragic 
stories were outweighed by the funny, the joyful, the hopeful.  
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You met people through this event who changed your lives. You discovered your 
own strength and grew because of it. Once more, you were given the opportunity to 
be proud of who you are and where you come from.  
 
God did not will the storm of February 18, 1942. God did not will the loss of those 
two great ships.  
 
But God did will that people would reach out in love and do what they could to help 
others in need.  
 
God did will that you would open your homes and hearts to those in need.  
 
God did will that people would meet those very different from themselves and form 
bonds.  
 
God did will that, once again, love would be proved stronger than indifference or 
hate, life would be revealed as stronger than death, that hope would triumph over 
fear.  
 
In response to the events of February, 1942, Rear Admiral A.L. Bristol of the U.S. 
Navy wrote in his letter of gratitude to the people of St. Lawrence, “Memories of 
such acts can never die, and the total of almost two hundred people of St. 
Lawrence and all Newfoundland, in the hearts and minds of all who know the 
story”.  
 
We know the story. We know the Author of the Story, our Lord Jesus Christ. We 
are actors in the same story, told over and over every day in our own lives. Every 
time we offer one another a cup of water, a meal, a smile, we do it in His Name.  
 
This is who we are. This is our call. Let us respond, as I imagine the Good 
Samaritan, “I did what I had to do, for this man, this woman, is my sister or brother”.

 


