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“Seeking: Honest Questions for Deeper Faith” 
John 3:1-17 Now there was a Pharisee named Nicodemus, a leader of the 
Jews. 2He came to Jesus by night and said to him, “Rabbi, we know that you 
are a teacher who has come from God; for no one can do these signs that 
you do apart from the presence of God.” 3Jesus answered him, “Very truly, I 
tell you, no one can see the kingdom of God without being born from 
above.” 4Nicodemus said to him, “How can anyone be born after having 
grown old? Can one enter a second time into the mother’s womb and be 
born?” 5Jesus answered, “Very truly, I tell you, no one can enter the 
kingdom of God without being born of water and Spirit. 6What is born of the 
flesh is flesh, and what is born of the Spirit is spirit. 7Do not be astonished 
that I said to you, ‘You must be born from above.’ 8The wind blows where it 
chooses, and you hear the sound of it, but you do not know where it comes 
from or where it goes. So it is with everyone who is born of the 
Spirit.” 9Nicodemus said to him, “How can these things be?” 10Jesus 
answered him, “Are you a teacher of Israel, and yet you do not understand 
these things? 
 11“Very truly, I tell you, we speak of what we know and testify to what we 
have seen; yet you do not receive our testimony. 12If I have told you about 
earthly things and you do not believe, how can you believe if I tell you about 
heavenly things? 13No one has ascended into heaven except the one who 
descended from heaven, the Son of Man. 14And just as Moses lifted up the 
serpent in the wilderness, so must the Son of Man be lifted up, 15that 
whoever believes in him may have eternal life. 
 16“For God so loved the world that he gave his only Son, so that everyone 
who believes in him may not perish but may have eternal life. 
 17“Indeed, God did not send the Son into the world to condemn the world, 
but in order that the world might be saved through him.” 
 
Genesis 12:1-4a The LORD said to Abram, “Go from your country and your kindred 
and your father’s house to the land that I will show you. 2I will make of you a great 
nation, and I will bless you, and make your name great, so that you will be a 
blessing. 3I will bless those who bless you, and the one who curses you I will curse; 
and in you all the families of the earth shall be blessed.” 
 4aSo Abram went, as the LORD had told him; and Lot went with him. 
 
May the blowing Holy Spirit speak to each of us this day.  Amen.  
 
(Read first stanza of poem) 
Do we slide into something new? 



Do we make a formal announcement? Dearest reader, 
I have decided to begin again. Do we turn gradually, a gentle yield 
in a new direction; or like a wave, 
do we crash onto the shore of a new day? 
Do we grieve the change? Are there breadcrumbs on the path? 
Will Nicodemus be there? 
Will it ever be easy? 
 
God asked Abram to move.  Move to another country; to a new place where he had 
never been before.  ‘the land that I will show you.’  God promises there will be 
blessings in abundance.  Abram will be known.  He will have many descendants, 
as numerous as the stars.  But first he must get there.   
 
You and I know this story.  We’ve moved to new places; for a new job, a new 
marriage, even just across the floor of the hospital room to the chair that seems oh 
so very far away.  We’ve moved.  But first we have to pack the boxes.  We need to 
change our address with the post-office.  We must muster enough strength to stand 
on our own two feet to get from the bed to the chair.  
 
We also know this story by watching the migrations of peoples from one home to a 
possible new future in a new place.  What do they take with them across unknown 
borders?  If they’re lucky, it’s a suitcase or backpack.  If not, it’s the clothes on 
their backs, with a baby on the hip.  Maybe a coveted cell phone to call the long 
lost cousin who could possibly have an extra room or couch to sleep on once the 
border agents allow them in.   
 
As we look at the globe, we’re reminded of God’s promises to take Abram and his 
family to new places.  A promise that they will get there…eventually.  He wa 
wealthy.  He had plenty of company to travel with.  Thus they head out: wives, 
children, animals, servants.  With hope and faith they go not knowing exactly 
where, but knowing the faithfulness of the God who was leading.  They begin 
again.  
 
Nicodemus comes to Jesus in the dark of night.  The cloudiness of his confusion, 
the gray spaces of his unanswered questions shadowing his every move.   
 
Right away he makes confession to his Lord.  “We know you are a great teacher 
who comes from God.  Surely, no one can do the things we see you doing without 
being of God.”  His profession of faith, was a good way to start.   
 



But then, Jesus says this. “Very truly, I tell you, no one can see the kingdom of 
God without being born from above.”   
 
Ok, so what does that mean?  Nicodemus goes to literal, as we are prone to do, 
when anxiety is high.  “How can I crawl back in my mom’s womb?  I’m a grown 
man?” 
 
“No, no, Nicodemus.  I’m speaking to you on a spiritual level.  Claimed and 
washed in the waters of God’s grace, you are born anew.  You begin again.” 
Nicodemus is confused, as we are prone to be, when asked to move out of our 
comfort zone.  Yet bless his heart, he keeps asking for clarity.  “How can this be?”  
Mary asked the same question when the angel told her she was to carry God’s Son.  
“How can this be?”   
 
When forced to begin again, we all want concrete answers.  We want to know what 
we don’t know and we want to know it now.  
 
‘Why isn’t Mommy coming home?’ 
‘Where are we going to sleep tonight, since the rain took away our house?’ 
‘Why doesn’t the government help us?’ 
‘When will the pain go away?’ 
 
The challenge is that moving ahead, whether it be in our faith journey, grieving a 
spouse, taking a new job or learning to ride a bike, must come in stages.  
Nicodemus doesn’t know what he doesn’t know right now.  But he will.   He will.  
 
For the next time we see Nicodemus, he is advocating for Jesus in front of his 
colleagues and contemporaries.  Some would say it wasn’t a very smart thing to do 
when your colleagues are looking for a way to arrest and kill the rabbi.  We see 
him a third and final time when he is taking Jesus body away after the crucifixion.  
Preparing it for burial.  The clouds cleared away, Nicodemus sees without a doubt, 
who this Christ really is.   
 
The beginning came in stages.  First a question.  Then more knowing.  Finally, 
doing the most honorable thing for the incarnate God.  Preparing His body for the 
tomb and then resurrection.  
 
There are times the beginning comes in stages.  The hospice nurse walks us to the 
door after it is over.  We force ourselves to choose a funeral bulletin.  Later, it’s 
learning to cook for one.  We wince the first time we describe ourselves as a 



widow.  Sometimes there is no fun in beginning again.  But with God there are 
always new beginnings.  
 
At every step of the way, God is there to provide.  Little moments of grace like 
breadcrumbs falling into our spirits.  We might not notice, so entrenched are we in 
the lists, or appointments, or doing the laundry, or watching the clock.  God keeps 
providing answers.   
 
“You know,” Jesus says, “the wind blows this way and that.  The Son is your 
salvation. Because God so loved the world.  Because God so loved.  Because God 
so loves.”   
 
We bring him home from the hospital.  Ten tiny fingers, ten tiny toes.  Learning to 
warm the bottle without it being too hot.  It feels like beginning all over on the first 
day of kindergarten.  How will he ever get through the day without me?  Then 
counting the gray hairs in the mirror because who was thinking about teenage 
arguments thirteen years ago on our honeymoon?  Should have been thinking 
about teenage arguments!  Tears on his wedding day.  It all begins again.  
 
We begin again in God’s grace.  We begin again with God’s courage within us and 
for us.  As faithful followers of Jesus, we take seriously self-forgiveness, self-love 
and God’s promise to make a blessing out of unknown journeys.  Like finches on a 
tree branch eating the tiny seeds of newly sprouted buds, we gather just enough 
energy to ask God yet again, “How can this be?” 
 
It's mysterious you know.  It’s arduous.  It’s lovely and costly and full of dreams, 
this beginning.  But God is moving the whole thing.  God moved Nicodemus come 
to voice his very vulnerable questions.  “Who are you, rabbi?  Who am I to believe 
all of this?  Who am I?”  
 
If we can, we learn to rest in the journey.  For it is not we who carry ourselves, it is 
God who carries us.   Will you read with me?   
 
Do we slide into something new? 
Do we make a formal announcement? Dearest reader, 
I have decided to begin again. Do we turn gradually, a gentle yield 
in a new direction; or like a wave, 
do we crash onto the shore of a new day? 
Do we grieve the change? Are there breadcrumbs on the path? 
Will Nicodemus be there? 



Will it ever be easy? 
 
I’m not sure exactly how we begin again, 
but I know that moths wrap themselves in silk, 
and after quite some time, 
after many long nights, 
after days spent alone, 
they break out of their shell. 
They pull themselves out under open sky, 
and they spend the rest of their days chasing the light. 
Maybe it’s always that way with beginnings. 
Maybe it feels like the protective layer falling away. 
Maybe we have to go it alone at first. 
Maybe it feels like pulling and dragging yourself into something new. 
Maybe there’s always open sky at the other end. 
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