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We begin today’s message in the gospel according to Luke. In this account of Jesus’ life and 

ministry, Jesus has been traveling the countryside with his disciples, healing people, showing 

them who God is and teaching them how to understand God’s law. He gathered 70 disciples and 

sent them out in pairs to prepare the towns where Jesus himself intended to go. They were 

instructed to heal people in Jesus’ name and to announce that God’s kingdom is near. The 70 

returned, rejoicing that demons had submitted to them and were cast out, people had been made 

well, and they were now eagerly anticipating the reign of God’s kingdom. And Jesus said to 

them, “Do not rejoice that the spirits submit to you, but rejoice that God is at work in you and 

through you. Your names are now written in heaven.” Picking up the story at verse 25, it says: 

 

Just then a religion scholar stood up with a question to test Jesus. “Teacher, what 

do I need to do to get eternal life?” 

Jesus answered, “What’s written in God’s Law? How do you interpret it?” 

The scholar said, “That you love the Lord your God with all your passion and 

prayer and muscle and intelligence—and that you love your neighbor as well as 

you do yourself.” 

“Good answer!” said Jesus. “Do that and you’ll live.” 

Looking for a loophole, the man asked, “And just how would you define 

‘neighbor’?” 

Jesus answered by telling a story. “There was once a man traveling from 

Jerusalem to Jericho. On the way he was attacked by robbers. They took his 

clothes, beat him up, and went off leaving him half-dead. Luckily, a priest was on 

his way down the same road, but when he saw him, he angled across to the other 

side. Then a Levite religious man showed up; he also avoided the injured man. 

“A Samaritan traveling the road came upon the injured man. When he saw the 

man’s condition, his heart went out to him. He gave him first aid, disinfecting and 

bandaging his wounds. Then he lifted him onto his donkey, led him to an inn, and 

made him comfortable. In the morning he took out two silver coins and gave them 
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to the innkeeper, saying, ‘Take good care of him. If it costs any more, put it on my 

bill—I’ll pay you on my way back.’ 

“What do you think?” asked Jesus. “Which of the three became a neighbor to the 

man attacked by robbers?” 

“The one who treated him kindly,” the religion scholar responded. 

Jesus said, “Go and do the same.” 

 

* * * * * * 

 

Sing this with me, if you know it. The words are on your bulletin insert:  

 

It’s a beautiful day in this neighborhood,  

A beautiful day for a neighbor,  

Would you be mine?  

Could you be mine?  

It’s a neighborly day in this beautywood,  

A neighborly day for a beauty,  

Would you be mine?  

Could you be mine?  

 

I have always wanted to have a neighbor just like you,  

I’ve always wanted to live in a neighborhood with you.  

 

So let’s make the most of this beautiful day,  

Since we’re together, we might as well say,  

Would you be mine?  

Could you be mine?  

Won’t you be my neighbor?  

 

Won’t you please,  

Won’t you please,  

Please won’t you be my neighbor?1 

 

That’s the theme song from Mister Rogers’ Neighborhood. How many of you have watched 

Mister Rogers? Fred Rogers was a Presbyterian minister who brought the gospel of Jesus Christ 

to the world through children’s television on PBS. He was a devoted Christ follower and a 

fantastic human being. As a child, I learned as much about being a Christian in the world from 

Mr. Rogers as I did from Sunday School. And I continue to learn from Mr. Rogers even though 

he’s no longer physically present on this earth. When I encounter this passage of scripture from 

Luke’s gospel, a passage we often call ‘The Good Samaritan,’ I always think about Mister 

Rogers and what I continue to learn from him about being a neighbor. 

  

In this story from Luke chapter 10, Jesus is speaking with the 70 disciples who have just returned 

from their awesome mission trip, kind of like our own young persons who have just returned 

from various mission trips. Jesus is speaking with them and he tells them, “Your names are now 
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written in heaven.” And right after he says that, a religious scholar, who must have been hanging 

out nearby, asks Jesus, “Teacher, what do I need to do to get eternal life?” 

 

Jesus answered, “What’s written in God’s Law?” And then even more importantly, Jesus asks 

him, “ How do you interpret it?” 

 

The man said, “That you love the Lord your God with all your passion and prayer and muscle 

and intelligence—and that you love your neighbor as well as you do yourself.” 

 

“Good answer!” said Jesus. “Do that and you’ll live.” 

 

But then at verse 29 it says: “Looking for a loophole, the man asked Jesus, ‘And just how would 

you define ‘neighbor’?” 

 

I love this version of the story because it so accurately captures the human condition—looking 

for a loophole. Far too often, we, too, are looking for a loophole. A way to save time, a way to 

save money, a way to pay less taxes, or to get done early or to skip some steps along the way. A 

way to lose weight without diet or exercise. A way to do the least amount possible and still gain 

all the reward. A way to avoid the things that are really hard or painful for us and just breeze 

through life. Everybody’s looking for a loophole. The loophole that this religious scholar is 

looking for is trying to find out exactly who does he have to love? I don’t have to love that 

sweaty guy at the gym, do I? I don’t have to love that annoying woman at the coffee shop, do I? 

Certainly, I don’t have to love people I’ve never even met, do I, Jesus?’ 

 

And then Jesus goes into the story of the good Samaritan. Most preachers tend to focus on the 

way that the Jewish people hated the Samaritan people and how shocking it would have been for 

Jesus, a Jewish person, to make the hero of the story be a Samaritan person, thereby making the 

point that we are called to love even the people that we like least in the world. But I’m going to 

go in another direction this morning, because there’s something really important here that Jesus 

is trying to teach us.  

 

In this version of the story from The Message Bible, Jesus gets to the end of the story and says, 

“What do you think? Which of the three became a neighbor to the man attacked by robbers?” 

The religion scholar responded, “The one who treated him kindly.” And Jesus said, “You go and 

do the same.”  

 

Interesting, isn’t it, that the man had originally asked Jesus to define who his neighbor is, but 

after telling the story, Jesus didn’t say which one was the neighbor. He asked which one became 

the neighbor. Every one of the people in the story had the opportunity to be a neighbor to the 

traveler, but only the Samaritan person chose to love this neighbor. Being a neighbor isn’t about 

who you are or where you live, it’s about what you do, especially what you do for those who 

God puts in your path each day. The point that Jesus is making is that he is not going to define 

for us who we should love and who we don’t have to love. Jesus is challenging us to be the 

neighbor. Don’t worry about defining who our neighbors are (and who they are not). We are 

called to become neighbors with whomever God puts in our path. 
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Mr. Rogers modeled that on his show all the time—accepting people exactly as they were, 

pushing social boundaries with something as simple as an ordinary kiddie pool and a gracious 

invitation, speaking to the world in the simplest and most sincere terms, with a gentleness and 

humility that reflected the love of God onto the world. Fred Rogers invited us to be his neighbor 

by becoming a neighbor to each of us.  

 

Recently, I ran across a story that reminded me once again of how powerful his example 

continues to be. This was written by a man named Anthony Breznican, and I want to share it 

with you: 

 

Anthony writes:  

 

I was a student at the University of Pittsburgh, and I was having a hard time. The 

future seemed hopeless. I was struggling, lonely, and dealing with a lot of broken 

pieces within myself. I was also grappling with a loss that I couldn’t talk about, 

partly because I had no one I could talk to. Walking out of my dorm one morning, 

I heard familiar music in the hallway: 

 

Would you be mine? Could you be mine?  

♫ Won’t you be my neighbor… ♫ 

 

The TV was playing in an empty common room, and there he was—the sweatered 

one, feeding his fish, checking in with that little trolley that rolled through the 

wall into The Neighborhood of Make Believe. Memories came back of him 

asking me what I do with the mad that I feel. (I had lots to spare as a child. Still 

do.) On this day, his show felt like a cool hand on a hot head. I never sat down, 

but I watched the whole thing. Afterward, I left feeling…better. 

 

Several days later, I was waiting for an elevator. The doors opened, and standing 

in the elevator was Mister Rogers. I stepped aboard the elevator, staring, and he 

nodded at me. I nodded back. I think. 

 

We rode down in silence, and when the doors opened, he motioned for me to go 

out first. As we stepped into the lobby, I hovered for a moment, building my 

courage, and then I said “Mister Rogers… I don’t mean to bother you. But I just 

wanted to say thanks.” 

 

He smiled patiently. I imagine this sort of thing happened to him about every 10 

seconds. Then he said: “Did you grow up as one of my television neighbors?” I 

felt like crying. Yeah. I did. I was his neighbor. 

 

He opened his arms and beckoned me in, saying, “It’s good to see you again, 

neighbor.” I got a hug from Mister Rogers! 

 

I pulled myself together while we walked and talked. Finally, he opened the door 

to leave and said goodbye. That’s when I blurted out that I’d stumbled on his 
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show again recently, at a time when I truly needed it. “So…thanks for that. 

Again.” I said. Mister Rogers nodded. He looked down and let the door close. He 

undid his scarf and motioned to the window, where he sat down on the ledge. 

 

Now, this is what sets Mister Rogers apart. No one else would’ve done this for 

me. No one. He said, “Do you want to tell me what was upsetting you?” 

 

So I sat and told him the truth. I told him my grandfather had just died. Pap was 

one of the few good things I had in life. I felt brokenhearted. Pretty soon Mister 

Rogers was telling me about his grandfather—and a small boat the old man 

bought for him when he was young. Mister Rogers asked how long ago my Pap 

had died. It wasn’t long, and I was still torn apart. Mister Rogers said he also still 

missed his grandfather, still wished he was there when he needed him. “You’ll 

never stop missing the people you love,” he told me. 

 

At the end, I said thank you again—for about the 13th time—and I apologized if I 

made him late for wherever he was headed. Mister Rogers just smiled, and said in 

his slow, gentle voice: “Sometimes you’re right where you need to be.” 

  

Mr. Rogers became Anthony’s neighbor because he took the opportunity that God had given him 

to show grace and love to someone who so desperately needed it. He was right where God 

wanted him to be. And instead of asking himself if Anthony was a neighbor or not, Mister 

Rogers became a neighbor for Anthony. If we have to ask Jesus to define for us who our 

neighbors are, we’ll never be able to see the kingdom of God, let alone bring it near. To even 

begin to live into the two greatest commands that God has given us; to love the Lord your God 

with all your passion and prayer and muscle and intelligence, and to love your neighbor as well 

as you do yourself, you must let love take all the space, all the breadth, and all the depth it needs 

in your heart and in your life. Jesus will not define who our neighbors are because there is not a 

soul on this earth who we are not called to love. Every effort must be made by us—you and 

me—to become a neighbor to every person that God puts in our path. 

 

Won’t you please, won’t you please, please won’t you be my neighbor? 

 

 

 

                                                 
1 source: https://www.lyricsondemand.com/tvthemes/misterrogersneighborhoodlyrics.html 


