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1
Who Is Your
Neighbor?

A

group of children was gathered
around their teacher one Sunday afternoon, and had just finished read-

ing the parable of the Good Samaritan. Miss

Herne then told them to close their Bibles,
and began to ask some questions to see if her
pupils understood what they had just read. She
looked at Betty Smith, the youngest scholar in
her class, and said, “Betty, can you tell me who
is your neighbor?”
“Yes,” replied Betty, without giving herself
7
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time to think. “Mrs. Jones.”
A general titter went around the class, and
Betty’s eldest sister Helen, who sat next to her,
gave her an angry push with her elbow, and
muttered, “How stupid you are.”
“No, Betty is not stupid,” said Miss Herne,
who heard these words, “and she is right in
one respect. We call the person who lives next
door to us our neighbor.
“But before I ask any more questions, I wish
you to listen, children, while I try to explain
this parable to you in a few words. Christ tells
us that a certain man was journeying from
Jerusalem to Jericho. We are not told to what
nation or rank of society he belonged, but he
was probably a Jew. The road was dangerous
and infested by robbers, who were always on
the watch to attack travelers. The man was
proceeding quietly on his way when some robbers came upon him. They tore his clothes off
his back, wounded him grievously, and when
they found nothing more was to be gotten out
8
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of him, they departed, leaving him half-dead.
“While he lay unconscious, a priest passed
along. Perhaps he had come from performing the temple service at Jerusalem, and you
would have thought that a man who had been
worshipping God would have had pity on a sick
and suffering one. But no; though the law of
Moses commanded him to help those who were
in trouble, he did not heed it. The moment that
his eye fell on the wounded man, he crossed
the road, and may have congratulated himself
that he was not thus incapacitated. A Levite
came next. He looked on the sufferer, perhaps even touched him to learn how much he
was injured. But certainly, as his superior the
priest had passed by on the other side, it was
not his place to attend to the wounded man. So
he crossed over the road and went on his way.
“Then came the Samaritan, who was one of a
race that was despised and hated by the Jews.
He was moved with deep compassion when he
saw the wounded man, and thought to himself,
9
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‘How can I help him?’ He walked up to the
stranger’s side, not to look at him out of curiosity, but to decide how best he could assist him.
He raised him up gently in his arms, bound
up his wounds as well as he was able, and set
him on his own beast, leading him carefully
along the road until he came to an inn. He
remained that night with the invalid, and in
the morning, when he departed, he left money
in the landlord’s hands, and said, ‘Take care
of him; and whatsoever thou spendest more,
when I come again I will repay thee.’ All this
the Samaritan did out of love, and not because
he expected to be paid for his kindness.
“Our Saviour then turned to the lawyer and
asked him this question, ‘Which now of these
three was neighbor to him that fell among
thieves?’ The lawyer replied, ‘He that showed
mercy.’ Now, Betty, can you tell me who is
your neighbor?”
“I can,” volunteered Helen. “And so can I,”
echoed several voices.
10
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“No, children, I do not want any of you to
answer. I am asking Betty, and wish her to
think before she answers my question.”
Betty hesitated for a moment before she replied, “Anyone who helps us in trouble.”
“Yes, Betty, you are right. And now, my
dear children, you may act the part of good
Samaritans. None of you are too young. Christ
is our Good Samaritan. He showed mercy to
us when we were dead in trespasses and sins,
and as He loves us, so ought we to love our
neighbors.”
The children listened attentively to Miss
Herne’s explanations, and several of them answered the questions she asked as though they
understood the whole bearing of her teaching,
particularly Helen Smith, who thought before
she replied, while her sister Betty was so quick
she scarcely allowed herself time to consider.
As Miss Herne went home that Sunday afternoon, she said to herself, “How different the
two sisters Helen and Betty are! Helen is only
11
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one year older than Betty, and yet far more
thoughtful. She acts twice her age, and she is
so industrious too. Ah, if all my pupils were
like Helen Smith, what pleasure I should find
in my Sunday class.” How true it is that God
sees not as we do. He looks at the heart, while
we judge by the outward conduct, and therefore often form very wrong opinions of others.
Helen and her sister Betty walked home
from school together, and as they passed
through a narrow street, they met a little girl
who looked terrified, and seemed in great distress. Her dress was torn, her boots were full
of holes, and her bonnet was so small it would
not come on to her head, but fell down on her
shoulders and left her pale though clean face
unprotected. Her eyes were full of tears, which
she tried to hide, and she appeared anxious
to shrink away from the two neatly dressed
girls, for she was lame, and her back was so
crooked that only the hardhearted could look
on her without feeling pity for her infirmities.
12
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Betty Smith was soft and tender by nature,
and she could not walk on without speaking
to the child and trying to serve her.
“What is the matter with you, little girl?” she
asked quickly, without asking her sister’s permission, which perhaps she would not have
granted.
“I have lost my way,” answered the lame child
sadly. “I cannot find the yard where I live, and
I am very tired.”
“Where do you live?” asked Helen sharply.
“In King’s Yard, on the right hand side of
Henry Street,” replied the child, looking very
much frightened.
“Henry Street? You are a long way from there,”
said Helen roughly. “You must turn around to
the left of the first lamppost, and ask your way
again. It is easy enough to find, if you are not
stupid. You ought not to go about alone if you
don’t know your road. There, don’t cry. No one
will touch a child like you.” And Helen glanced
consciously at her own much more tidy dress,
13
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and then at the miserable object in front of her.
The lame child tried to force back her tears,
and her sorrowful “Thank you, miss” went
straight to Betty’s heart. “I will go part of the
way with you, little girl,” she said. “At any rate,
I will put you on the right road, one that will
bring you directly into Henry Street. So come
along and take my hand.”
“What nonsense, Betty,” said Helen. “You
need not show her the way. If she is silly
enough to cry, instead of minding my directions, she must suffer for it. She must be a beggar’s child, or she would not wear such shabby
clothes. Come along quickly; we shall be home
late as it is.”
Betty did not heed her sister’s words. “You go
on without me, Helen,” she said. “I shall not
be long. I will be as quick as I can, and mother
will not be angry if I am home at five o’clock.
Tell her where I have gone to, unless, Helen,
you will come with us.”
“No, certainly not,” replied Helen, tossing her
14
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head up. “I am not so fond of going out of my
way. You had better come home, Betty. The
child will do very well without your help.”
Betty shook her head, and remained firm to
her first resolution. So one sister went home,
and the other took the stranger’s hand and led
her into the right road. As the children walked
along, they began to chat, and the lame child
told Betty that she had lived only for a short
time in King’s Yard, and rarely walked out
in the streets by herself, because she was so
crooked that the boys sometimes laughed at
her, and that was the reason why she knew so
little about the neighborhood.
“Have you always been lame?” asked Betty.
“Since I was a baby. My mother fell down
with me in her arms, and my back was so
much hurt it has never gotten well again, but
grows out, more and more, every year, and the
doctor says he can do me no good.”
“Oh dear! Oh dear!” said compassionate Betty.
“That is very sad. How hard it must be to bear.”
15
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“Not so very hard,” replied the lame child,
brightening up a little. “I should not mind it
much, if I could do anything like other children. But I cannot play, for I soon get tired,
and my mother says that I shall never be
strong enough to be a servant. And even if I
could work, no lady would have such a crooked
maid to wait on her.”
“Then why should you not be a dressmaker,
like my mother? She makes dresses for grand
ladies, and I shall do the same when I am old
enough,” said Betty. “Can your mother make
dresses?”
“No, I don’t think she can, though she works
very neatly,” replied the lame child. “She is a
washerwoman, and her hands get too rough
for very fine work now. Besides, she generally
comes home so tired that she is fit for nothing
in the evening. But we could not live if she did
not earn money in this way,” added the child,
sorrowfully.
“Is your father dead, then?” asked Betty.
16
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“No, but so ill that he cannot work. He had
an accident some months ago, and has been
laid aside for a long time. We were once much
better off than we are now, for we had our own
little house, and such a pretty garden, and I
had a corner of ground all to myself. I used
to plant it with seeds every year, and there
was a beautiful white rose tree in the middle
that had so many roses on it, and numbers of
buds. I loved it very much, but I had to leave
it behind. I often think of it, and fancy how
sweetly it smelled when I am sitting in our
dark little rooms, where there are no green
trees to look at, and no roses to bloom.”
“Have you any sisters?”
“Yes, I have two sisters, both of them are
younger than I am. I take care of them when
my mother goes out washing.”
“Where have you been to this afternoon?”
asked Betty, who seemed to think she had a
right to question her new friend. Was she not
the little girl’s protector?
17
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“I have only been for a walk,” replied the lame
child. “My mother said it would do me good, for
I have had such a bad headache all day.”
“Then you never go to Sunday school?”
“No.”
“Where does your mother go on Sunday?”
“Nowhere. She is so glad to have the day at
home, for she has so much to do. Sometimes
she puts my sisters to bed while she washes
their flannel petticoats; sometimes she washes
her own clothes or scrubs the floors of our
rooms. We often have a great treat on Sunday:
if Mother has had plenty of work, and can
afford it, she buys a little bit of meat for dinner,
and we do so enjoy it.”
“But do you not know,” said Betty, “that it is
very wrong to work on Sunday? No one ought
to wash clothes or scrub floors on God’s day.
We ought to read our Bibles, and go to Sunday
school, and to church, and think about good
things. Has no one ever told you so before?”
“Yes,” said the lame child slowly, “I have
18
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heard all that before. I know rich people go to
church and read their Bibles, but poor people
have no time to be good.”
“Why not?” said Betty. “Have not the poor
souls as well as the rich?”
“Yes, I believe so,” answered the child, absently, as if it were a matter that did not much
interest her.
“It is so,” said Betty. “And my teacher always
tells me that our souls are precious in the sight
of God, and that we ought to think more about
them than our bodies.”
“But no one does that,” replied the lame child.
“Oh, yes, many people do. And if we are careless, we ought not to be. How can we go to
heaven if we don’t read our Bibles, which tell
us how to get there?”
The lame child sighed, and looked very weary
as Betty continued. “Our teacher says that
if we love Jesus, we will love Sunday school,
going to church, and hearing about God. She
says we should value Sunday, because we can
19
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rest and learn about the Saviour. Do you love
Jesus?” she added softly.
“No,” said the lame child, astonished at this
question. “I know so little about Jesus.”
“Why don’t you come to Sunday school, then,
and hear more about Him? Miss Herne tells
us about Jesus every Sunday. What He did in
this world—making the blind to see, the deaf
to hear, the dumb to speak, and how He healed
lame people like you.”
“I wish He would heal me, and take away my
crooked back, and make me like other girls,”
said the child.
“He would have healed you, if you had lived
in those days and believed in His teaching,”
answered Betty, “and He will know if it is good
for you. Miss Herne always says that if we ask
God for anything He will grant it if it is good
for us, and that He loves us and cares for us,
and is our best friend. Will you not come to
Sunday school, and hear our teacher tell you
all this so much better than I can?”
20
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“I think I will, if—”
“If what?” asked Betty, eagerly.
“If I can manage to get tidier clothes. But
then that is not all.”
“What else?” said Betty.
“I am so lame, the girls will laugh at me.”
“No,” said Betty indignantly, “they would not
be so cruel as that, and they dare not before
Miss Herne. If your clothes are clean, what
does it matter if they are old? If you will go with
me, I will come and fetch you next Sunday.”
“Is it very far to the school?”
“Not far from where you live, because we can
take a shortcut.”
“I will ask my mother,” said the lame girl,
“and if you will let me go with you, I shall not
mind so much. Here is Henry Street. Thank
you for coming with me; it is very kind of you.
That is my mother in front of us, she will
wonder where I have been to. Will you speak
to her?”
“No, I had rather not,” replied Betty. “Another
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day I shall like to come and see you both, and
your little sisters too.”
Betty was a timid child, and feared the
mother would thank her for taking care of her
lame daughter. She took a hurried leave of her
new friend, first asking what her name was.
“Louisa Hall,” replied her companion.
If Louisa had heard Miss Herne explain the
parable of the Good Samaritan on that Sunday
afternoon, she would have been able to answer
the question, “Who is your neighbor?”
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