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The gospel of Jesus Christ always invites us to find ourselves in God's story. Read, and hear God speaking to 

you today. 

+ + + 
 
aking his way home, he barely noticed the 

shops lining the city streets along his route as they 

closed for the evening. It was early spring, so the 

dusk came earlier than he would like, but the 

darkness seemed to fit his mood. Not just his mood 

on this one evening, but the attitude that lately 

seemed to weigh him down in a way he couldn't 

shake.  
 

His friends, whom he gathered with less and less 

often, noticed that he had lost interest in the activities 

and conversations that used to bring him such joy. 

His wife had started to worry that he that he had lost 

his passion for his work: he no longer shared the 

views of many of his coworkers or his bosses. What 

had started out as a calling was now just a burden, 

and often he simply kept his head down and did his 

job. In all their years together, she had never seen him 

like this: he no longer looked at the future with 

hopeful anticipation. The past seemed to haunt his 

days. 
 
The streets were nearly deserted now; the oil 

lamps glowed from inside the windows that he 

passed. He could hear the sound of laughter and 

snatches of evening prayers coming from the 

windows. 
 

 
 

Barūkh atta Adonai Elohānu, melech ha-olam 
 
Blessed are you Lord God, King of the Universe, who 

gives us bread from the earth. 
 

How different from earlier in the day, when 

Jerusalem was filled with tradesmen and merchants 

and shoppers, as well as with pilgrims who hadn't yet 

returned to their distant homes after the Passover 

celebration. As a Pharisee and a leader of the people, 

he usually found such rich meaning in the rituals and 

message of Passover – that God had once brought 

freedom and a new beginning to the Jews, and that 

God promised to restore that freedom again – once 

and for all. But recently for him – for Nicodemus – 

even Passover seemed dark and without hope. 
 
During the days of Passover, a new rabbi had 

preached in the city – a smart, young teacher who 

spoke with such confidence of the new kingdom that 

God was establishing. Nicodemus chuckled out loud 

in spite of himself. “He'll learn,” Nicodemus 

whispered. “Nothing ever changes.”  
 
But then he thought about the rumors: of signs 

that this Jesus performed – healings and exorcisms, 

even providing wine for a whole village full of 

wedding guests. This newcomer didn't seem to be 

interested in making a name for himself. The signs, 

Jesus said, pointed to God's glory, not to his own. 

And Jesus spoke as though he knew God personally; 

he called the King of the Universe his “dear Father.” 

Nicodemus shuttered, “That's nearly blasphemy.”  
 
Yet he remembered his own days as a young 

rabbi when he himself felt that close to God: before 

the past he couldn't forget, the mistakes he regretted 

so deeply, before life had worn him down. And 

suddenly he felt a tinge of envy…and admiration. 
 
Nicodemus was nearly home now, but he 

couldn't stop thinking about Jesus. How he would 

love to talk theology with this new rabbi – to speak, 

one professional to another, the way he used to with 

his colleagues at the Sanhedrin… before politics got 

in the way. But the crowds were so thick around 

Jesus during the day, he couldn't hope to get near for 

a private conversation. Besides, he didn't dare let 

himself be seen by the people consulting with Jesus 

– after all, a Pharisee was supposed to know all the 

answers when it came to matters of faith. And he 

couldn't risk letting himself be seen by the other 

Jewish leaders, the most vocal of whom had already 

concluded that Jesus' teaching was wrong – dead 

wrong – and that this young rabbi was a threat to their 

power. 
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Yet without him even being aware that he had 

decided, Nicodemus turned down a cobblestone 

alley. It dark and quiet in the streets. Maybe he could 

find Jesus alone. 
 
Already in their first moments together, 

Nicodemus wished he hadn't have come. And Jesus 

didn't seem as though he were in a hurry. The two 

simply sat in silence for – Nicodemus didn't know 

how long. Somehow just the presence of Jesus 

seemed both profoundly peaceful and wildly 

energizing. Jesus looked out from the flat rooftop 

across the Holy City, as though he saw into and 

through everything that stretched out before him. 
 
“Rabbi,” Nicodemus began, but had to stop to 

clear his throat. He started a second time. “Rabbi, we 

know that you are a teacher who has a special 

relationship with God…” his voice broke with 

emotion that he didn't realize was so close to the 

surface – with longing and weariness. But Jesus just 

looked forward, his eyes fixed ahead.  
 
Finally Nicodemus broke the awkward silence: 

“…for no one can do these signs that you do apart 

from the presence of God with him.” Jesus turned his 

face in the dim lamplight toward his visitor. 

Immediately Nicodemus dropped his head and stared 

at the long fringes that he fingered nervously on his 

robe. Even without looking up, he could feel Jesus' 

eyes on him. Finally, – after minutes or an hour, he 

wasn't sure – Nicodemus raised his head again. Jesus’ 

eyes were locked on his, and Nicodemus suddenly 

realized that tears were running down his wrinkled 

cheeks. 
 
“Very truly, I tell you,” Jesus said, “no one can 

see the kingdom of God without being born up.” 

“Born…up?” Nicodemus replied, puzzled. “You 

mean, being born again, a second time?” He almost 

laughed, but instead he sighed. “You don't know how 

much I wish I could… do it all over again, have a 

second chance. But it's too late. I'm old, now; I'm 

done dreaming. And there is so much of the past that 

just can't be forgiven – or forgotten.”  

Now it was Nicodemus who stared deeply at 

Jesus. “Maybe you are too young to understand. Or 

maybe you just don't know me and how I often I 

pretend...” Nicodemus shook his head hard. “There 

are no new births. Some things just can't be healed. 

What's done is done.” 
 
Jesus' eyes remained fixed on Nicodemus. At last 

it was the Pharisee who turned to look out over the 

city. He had said more than he meant to say, certainly 

more than he meant to say to a stranger. Yet after 

speaking the first truly honest words he had said in 

years, Nicodemus felt a freedom and a sense of 

comfort here that he had never known, almost as if, 

in Jesus' presence, God himself were…but 

Nicodemus stopped himself from thinking anything 

more. 
 
Nicodemus heard Jesus' voice, even more gently 

than before, “Very truly, I tell you, no one can enter 

the kingdom of God without being born up – of water 

and of the Spirit from above. “Abraham trusted that 

Spirit when he left the only home he had ever known 

because God promised always to be with him. Jacob 

trusted the Spirit as he fled from his brother whom he 

had wronged, and even though Jacob had sinned, 

God gave him a vision of angels, and a dream of a 

future. The Israelites trusted that Spirit when God 

healed them in the desert even after they had become 

bored and forgot God. Nicodemus, trust God: God 

forgives. God's Spirit can heal you and restore your 

dreams.” 
 
Nicodemus gasped, “How can this be?” It wasn't 

a question of theology, of how atonement theory 

worked or of how ancient Scripture would be 

fulfilled. It was a question of hope – of a possibility 

that seemed too good to believe. “How can this be 

true – even for me?” His eyes burned so brightly it 

seemed as though they would pierce through Jesus. 
 
Jesus replied, “This is the way that God has 

chosen to love the world: by giving to the world his 

Son.” Jesus laid his hand on his chest, then he 

continued. “So that anyone who trusts in the Son 

might have a new beginning, and a holy life that will 

last forever.” Jesus leaned forward and took the old 

man's hands in his. “Nicodemus, God did not send 

me into the world to condemn it – or to condemn you. 

God sent me – to you – so that you could walk closely 

with God once again, so that you could be born up by 

God and carried in God's heart forever.” 
 
“Where have you been?” Nicodemus's wife 

rushed up to him as he opened the door. “I didn't 

know whether to be angry or frightened!” She looked 

at his face. It seemed to glow, and his eyes that 

seemed both far away and yet close and full of love. 

“I know, I know, I'm so sorry I worried you,” 

Nicodemus said. Then he leaned forward and took 

the old woman's hands in his. “But stop – dinner can 

wait. Let me tell you what happened. Everything is 

brand new…” 
 
Amen.  


