(Visual - Lifeline or rope, real Jesus banner)
“Do You Care?” 

or “Where is Your Compassion?”
Well, it’s sure great to be here today, and I want to try to help you, so get your Bibles open to Psalms 142, verse number 4. Psalms chapter 142, verse number 4. The Bible says in Psalms 142, verse number 4, “I looked on my right hand, and beheld, but there was no man that would know me: refuge failed me; no man cared for my soul.” (Psalms 142:4) 

My friends, this man was crying out, “Nobody cares for my soul!” Therefore, I want to speak to you today on the subject, “Do You Care?” or “Where is Your Compassion?” Do we really care about other people? Are we willing to help someone in need? Do you care? 

Let’s pray. "Lord, I pray that You would help us to care, and reach this world for Christ. In Jesus’ name, Amen." 

One day, a priest was walking down a country road when he heard cries coming from a ditch on the other side of the road. “Help me! Help me, please!” 

The priest stopped and strained his neck to see into the ditch. Then he said, “What happened to you?” 

“Oh, I was traveling to town when I was attacked, beaten, and robbed. Please help me! I can’t move!” 

The priest paused for a moment, then he yelled back to the voice in the ditch, “Listen. There's this guy called the Good Samaritan who always helps people in need. He should be coming down the road any time now. He’ll help you. I don’t know anything about first aid, and I wouldn’t want to make things worse.”

“Wait! You don’t understand! I’m...” But the priest had already gone on his way.

Soon, another man came walking along the road. This man was a Levite. “Help! Help me, please!”  

The Levite stopped in the road, and looked from side to side. “Who was that? Who said that?” 

“I did! Over here!” called the voice from the ditch on the other side of the road.

“You’re talking to me?” asked the Levite.

“Yes, you! I was traveling to town when I was attacked, and robbed, and I need your help!” 

“Oh,” said the Levite, gazing in the ditch. “You do sound like someone who could use some help. Wait a minute! Attacked? Beaten? Robbed? What a coincidence! That reminds me of a story that Jesus told. Ever heard of Him?”

“Yeah, I know the story. Now, can you help me?”

“Actually, I’m in quite a rush, but I’m sure that somebody else will be along shortly to help you. Someone called... hmmmm..... the Good Samaritan. That’s it! He’ll be along soon. This is a busy road, you know?”

“Could you please help me? I’m feeling very weak. I can’t...”

“Oh, I’m sorry, but I’m not the Good Samaritan. I’m the Levite. If I helped you, it would ruin the story. You wouldn’t want me to do that now, would you?”

“No, I wouldn’t want you to do that, but I think it’s already... Wait! Come back!” 

The Levite said as he went on his way, “Patience there, chap. I'm sure the Good Samaritan will be along shortly.”  

“Oh, I can’t last much longer,” the wounded man said softly. Soon after, another man came walking along the same road.  He ran over to the ditch when he heard the man crying. 

“Oh, my goodness! What happened?” 

“I was traveling into town when I was attacked, beaten, and robbed. Two other men have walked by, and haven’t helped me. Please help me! I can’t move!” 

The traveler looked at the wounded figure lying on the ground in front of him. Finally, he said, “Wait a minute! You look familiar. Where are you from?”

“Oh, I’m from Samaria.”

“Do you by chance have a nickname?” he asked, suddenly excited.

“Me? Oh, some people call me the Good Samaritan because I helped an injured man on this road a while back.” 

“Wow, yes! You’re the man who helped me out. All this time I’ve been looking for you because I want to pay you back. Wow, this is great! I can’t wait till I find my friends, and tell them I actually met with you again. Now I can finally pay you back. Look, here are two silver coins, exactly what you gave the innkeeper. I feel so much better having finally repaid you. This is wonderful!” The grateful man who himself had once been attacked, beaten, and robbed, laid the two silver coins in the dust next to the wounded man, and then cheerfully went on his way, whistling a happy tune. 

“Wait, wait! I don’t want your money...” whispered the man from Samaria, but it was too late. The other man was already gone. 

And so, the Good Samaritan died quietly in a ditch by the side of the road. 

Now this story reminds us of the story Jesus told of the Good Samaritan and how the Good Samaritan loved the man who was hurt, and he helped him, and took care of him. But in this story, the Good Samaritan was there wounded, and nobody cared for him. Even the guy he helped didn’t help him in return. Oh, my friends, do we really care? 

The Bible says that Jesus looked out on the multitudes, and He saw them as sheep scattered abroad, going here and there. They didn’t have any purpose. So Jesus wanted to be their Great Shepherd, to help lead, guide, and direct them, but they were not willing to receive Him. Oh, Jesus cared for the people. Do we care for others? Jesus said, “I wanted to gather you as a hen would gather her chicks, and watch over you, and protect you, and help you." Do we have that compassion? Do we love others? Do we really care? Imagine some people who are out in the sea, and they’re about ready to drown, and then someone throws out the lifeline...(Visual - Throw out the lifeline.)...and rescues that person. We sing the song, “Throw out the Lifeline.” “Rescue the perishing, care for the dying...” But are we reaching out to help someone? Are we throwing out the lifeline to somebody who’s going to drown, and be in trouble, and they need help? Are we throwing out that lifeline to pull them to safety, to help them out, to reach them for Christ? Do we really care? 

A preacher said, “A college friend of mine had a terrible accident as a pickup truck was traveling on the wrong side of the road. It struck my friend’s little Volkswagen head on. The only person injured was my friend as the steering column of his car struck his chest, and pinned him against the seat. It was a tragic moment. He called out, ‘Please, somebody! Go get some help! We’ve got to get to the hospital.’ The other boy in the car ran to the road, flagged down a lady in a luxury automobile, and told her the problem. She could see the pickup truck and the little Volkswagen on the other side of it. 

‘Ma’am, if you will hurry, I believe we can get my friend to the hospital.’

She pressed the electric button of the window and a little air conditioning flew out into the face of the scared boy. She replied, ‘Young man, I don’t want to get involved.’ She rolled her window back up, and down the highway she went. 

That young man behind the wheel whom I believe would be preaching to thousands this very day is now with the Lord. His life’s blood pumped out into the floor of that little car because a lady did not want to become involved. Oh, God help us!”

One evangelist said, “As I go across the country, I discovered that many people don’t really care whether people live or die. They do not care whether churches succeed or fail. They do not care about some basic moral and social issues of the country. That’s why immorality is running rampant. People simply do not care.”

Eleven men stood in New York City and watched a woman being raped. No one intervened. One of those men later being questioned, was asked, “Why didn’t you help?” 

He said, “I didn’t know the woman.” That was his only response! 

In another city, a preacher said, “We were greatly hurt when one of the men in our church, a policeman, was murdered as two men accosted him while he was on duty. Spectators watched, but no one came to the aid of the policeman. He is now dead because no one was willing to help.” 

In the bathroom of a filling station near Chicago, a suicide note was left under the dead body of a teenage girl. The note read, “Mama, you don’t care. Just like nobody else cares for me. P.S. Tell my rotten daddy I’ll see him in Hell.”

Let me ask you a personal question: Do you care? Do you really care? Does it bother you? Does it concern you that the world is in dire need, and they’re on their way to Hell. Oh, we’ve got to reach them with the Gospel! Do you care? 

One  evangelist said, “Frankly, as I go around preaching from church to church, I do not discover many Baptists who really care. You can plead your heart out for them to go out and reach others for Christ, but they won’t. You can tell them that people are going to die and go to Hell and burn forever, but it seems like they really don’t care, and they don’t get involved to reach others for Christ.” 

Oh, it’s rare to find people who are concerned, who have eyes full of compassion with tears running down their face for the lost souls, and a heart that beats to meet the needs of those around them. It’s very rare. 

A lady, obviously ready to deliver a baby, tried two places in Oklahoma City, but no one would let her in. Finally, on that cold November day, she gave birth on the sidewalk in the city. Eventually, one woman ran to the neighbor and got a blanket. People gawked at the woman who had no place to go and had to deliver her baby on the cold sidewalk. No one seemed to care. 

A German man said, “I lived in Germany during the Nazi Holocaust. I considered myself a Christian. We heard stories of what was happening to the Jews, but we tried to distance ourselves from it because, what could we do to stop it? A railroad track ran behind our small church, and each Sunday morning, we could hear the whistle in the distance, and then the wheels coming over the tracks. We became disturbed when we heard the cries coming from the train as it passed by. ‘HELP! Help!’ We realized it was carrying Jews like cattle in the cars. Week after week, the whistle would blow. We dreaded to hear the sound of those wheels because we knew that we would hear the cries of the Jews en route to the death camp. Their screams tormented us. ‘Help us!’ We knew the time the train was coming, and we heard the whistle blow. We began to sing Gospel songs more loudly. Can you imagine that? By the time the train came past our church, we were singing at the top of our voices. If we heard the screams, we sang more loudly, and soon we heard them no more.” 

Oh, is this not the picture of our churches today, with our lack of concern that people are dying and going to Hell? Are we concerned that Muslims are killing Christians, and people are being tortured for Christ? Are we concerned that little babies are being murdered? Are we concerned about people who are being raped and all the injustices of the world? Are we concerned enough to do all that we can to reach others for Christ? We hear of the violence in Mexico, and we don’t care to reach those young people for Christ before it’s too late. Oh, God forgive us! Oh, we call ourselves Christians, yet we do nothing like we should to reach others for Christ! Do we really care? 

A great evangelist said, “I spent a very unpleasant day recently, but I needed to do it.” In our crusade in Houston, I met a brilliant judge who invited me downtown to his courtroom. He said, ‘I want to show you something.’ I sat in the spectator’s chair for about half a day and watched person after person as they would come to the bench. The judge had compassion, but many times, he was limited by the law. Afterward, we went, of all places, to the evidence room in that Houston courthouse.”

The preacher said, “It made me sick. They showed me the high school picture of a beautiful girl who had been smoking marijuana. She had a man who supplied her with the marijuana. One day, she refused to increase her clientele for marijuana, so he met her at a place where they were to swap marijuana for money, and he beat her to a pulp with a rusty pipe. Her face was swollen and red as if it had been burned. 

Then, I saw a picture of a two-year-old boy who wore a sailor uniform with the little flap for a collar. Then, I was shown another photograph of the boy after some sadists had used a cigarette lighter to burn the inside of his lip. They had also inserted hot rods into his body. I looked at what criminals had done to some policemen.  It broke my heart, and I begged, ‘Judge, I cannot look at another picture!’ 

Then that judge shut the door, and shook his head, “Preacher, behind that door is the evidence of the wickedness of man. Oh, society has no answer.” He was right. He continued to say, “I can send them to school, and we’re doing many work projects, but I tell them all when I get them alone that the only hope is in Jesus Christ.”

That’s the only thing that can make the difference, if we’ll reach people for Christ. Do we care enough to reach others for Christ? My friends, I have some good news for you. God does care. Jesus does care. The example that Jesus went to the Cross for us is that Jesus cares and therefore, we must care.

I heard about a mother drawing water from an old-fashioned well. After getting the bucket of water, she started back to the house when she heard a scream coming from the well. “Help!” She rushed back and found that her son, just a little tot, had followed her, and then fallen in the well. She got into the well. She took the little child and held him up over her head. The water came up to her chin. She was unable to do anything except scream for help. “Help!” 

After many hours, two men traveling by on the highway heard her screams, came to the well, saw the situation, dropped a rope around the boy, and pulled him out. He was unharmed. Then, they brought the mother to the surface. They rushed her to the hospital, and within a few hours, she died. The exertion, strain, and long hours in cold water were too much for her. After her death, the family came. They were sitting in the living room of that country home, stricken and troubled. The telephone rang. A family member answered. 

The other voice said, “I’m the undertaker. Your mother’s body is here. I would like to know what we should do about her arms. They are paralyzed from being in that position of holding the boy up for such a long time.”

The family conferred together for a moment, then said, “Leave them as they are.” 

The undertaker said a special casket would have to be built for her body. This was done. The mother was buried with her arms stretched out to help others. 

Oh, my friends, do we care for others? The Bible says, “Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends.” (John 15:13) Do we care enough to reach this world, to keep them from perishing in a place called Hell? 

Oh, my friends, have you thought about Hell, and the suffering? Do we really believe it’s true? Oh, if we were in Hell for just a little bit, and then pulled out, then we’d go everywhere, trying to do all we can. We’d be throwing out the lifeline to reach people, to save them from the pits of Hell. The Bible says, “And others save with fear, pulling them out of the fire; hating even the garment spotted by the flesh.” (Jude 23) Oh, we need to throw out the lifeline, and do all we can to reach others for Christ. Jesus said, “...Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature.” (Mark 16:15) Do we care? Then we’ve got to do all we can to reach others for Christ. Let’s throw out the lifeline! Let’s reach others for Jesus! 

(Visual - real Jesus banner) My friends, I think about how much Jesus loves us that He gave His life for us. I think about how they were spitting in His face. They put a blindfold over His eyes, and were hitting Him in the face, and said, “Who hit you, Jesus?” They put a crown of thorns on His head, and blood came down His face. They took a whip, and they ripped His back open. They were beating Him, and beating Him, and beating Him. Why? For you and for me. “For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son...” God was giving His Son for us so we could go to Heaven. Will we love people enough to go and tell them about Jesus? Will we throw out the lifeline and say, “Jesus loves you. Jesus cares about you. Oh, Jesus died for you.” Let’s throw out the lifeline. Let’s care for others. Let’s have compassion. Let’s help others. Oh, they put spikes in His hands and His feet, and they picked up a cross and let it drop down. And Jesus was suffering, bleeding, and dying to forgive us of our sins, save us from Hell so we can go to Heaven someday. 

My friends, I believe Jesus is saying, “I gave My life for you. What hast thou given for Me?” Oh, Jesus gave His life for us, but what are we doing for Him? Do we care? Do we love Jesus and appreciate Him? Then we need to go out and reach others for Christ. Oh, my friends, do we care? (Put away banner.)

Listen to me very carefully. A preacher was preaching, and saw a boy in the back of the church in jeans with a hat pulled down almost over his eyes. The preacher got bothered by the boy wearing a hat in church, and thought it was disrespectful, and wanted to mention something, but the Holy Spirit said, “Don’t say anything about that hat.” So the preacher tried not to look in the boy’s direction as he preached. A little while later though, he saw the little boy still had the hat on, and he almost said something again, but the Holy Spirit said, “I told you, don’t say anything about that hat!” Then, the third time the preacher almost said something, and the Holy Spirit told him, “If you say something, I’m going to whip you!” 

Finally, the preacher gave the invitation, and the boy with the hat on was the first to raise his hand for salvation. He came down the aisle, and the preacher led him to the Lord. After the service, a lady went up to the preacher and said, “I’m that boy’s aunt. I’m so excited that he got saved today! This is his first time ever in a church service. He lives in an old trailer park that only has electricity sometimes. He doesn’t even know who his daddy is. He has cancer, and he’s lost all his hair because of chemotherapy. I’ve been trying and trying to get him to come to the church, but he was embarrassed because he didn’t have hair and that he had to wear a hat. I finally got him to come tonight, and I told him I would pray all day that the preacher wouldn’t mention anything about his hat." Wow! 

Three days later, that boy died of a massive heart attack because the chemotherapy had weakened his heart. Oh, my friends, if we would just stop worrying about ourselves and our own desires, and have compassion, love, and really care for someone else, we could make all the difference in the world. Oh, there are people who want to know about Jesus, and we’ve just got to care about them and reach them. Oh, let’s reach others for Christ! Who would say, “I want to do more for Jesus and reach others for Christ.”? Lift up your hand.

Every head bowed, every eye closed. 
