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 Teaching 

  

Follow me.  If there are any more powerful and compelling words spoken by Jesus, I 

don’t know what they are.  Two simple words that ask of us our lives.  These words ask us to 

give up all we have, our possessions, our dreams, our hidden selves. 

        Simple words but incredibly difficult to put into practice.  The folks who were part of the 

journey of Jesus while he was on earth couldn’t do it, not until the shattering events of the Cross 

and Resurrection.  None of them, including the 12 who were with him basically all the time 

could follow in the way Jesus called for. 

        They thought they were.  They left businesses and families behind and walked with him for 

a few years, learning and watching.  Religious leaders were after them. They were not welcome 

in some homes because of Jesus.  They sacrificed security and income.  They thought they were 

following.  But they didn’t understand.  They had not gone deep enough into their hearts and 

souls to understand.  

        This Easter we are going to follow some stories of people who were intimately connected to 

Jesus during his walk to Jerusalem.  Some understood more than others.  But none understood 

completely.  Their stories are our stories in so many ways.  

        Our world of multiple belief systems and even within a religion, a wide diversity of belief, 

is not new nor unique.  Wherever folks have established ways of living and interacting religion 

has developed too.  Certain ways of doing things become written in stone.  It is the way it is and 

there should be no questions.  If there are questions, a group is created to handle the answers.  

        At the time of Jesus there were several such groups. Several we imposed from the 

outside.  Roman invaders and King Herod for example.  Others were from the inside.  The 

culture Jesus lived in was dominated by religious life.  Folks were told what to do and 

when.  They also knew if they did not behave there were consequences.  

        In the temple there were priests who carried out the work of priests.  But there was another 

group of ‘experts’ who spent their time studying and interpreting Old Testament law.  This group 

was powerful, and folks listened because if they did not, there could be serious consequences for 

finances and social interaction.  

        To complicate matters even more, in this expert group there were two camps.  One did not 

believe in life-after-death.  They were the Sadducees.  The other did.  They were the 

Pharisees.  Both groups had a lot of trouble with Jesus. 

        If you did not believe in life-after-death, what Jesus was saying simply could not be 

believed.  It was too dangerous.  For them Jesus was either a con-artist - It was all illusion; or he 

believed what he was saying, in which case he would be delusional.  Both were dangerous 

because folks were interested and paying attention.  It was unsetting the order of things. 



        If you did believe in life-after-death, Jesus did not fit either.  God becoming man was too 

much to wrap your mind around.  It unset the order of things. 

        So, Jesus was not to be tolerated.  He was to be kept at a distance with the hope he would 

fade away.  There was one person however, who was different.  He was a seeker after 

wisdom.  He wanted to know things, especially since he believed in angels and the spirit world 

and Jesus sort of fit into that world. 

        This man wanted so much to learn and to know he stepped out of the box.  He went to Jesus 

to have a talk.  Imagine the courage that took.  He was powerful and his reputation mattered.  To 

be seen doing anything but scoffing at Jesus would call into question his reputation. 

        But he needed to know, so he gathered up his courage and went to see Jesus.  But he hedged 

his bets.  It would not do to be seen during the day with Jesus.  Folks would not understand.  So 

he went at night. 

        There was a restaurant in N’Djamena, Tchad, where we would go in the evening.  It was on 

the roof and open to the air.  The sounds of the city were muted but you could hear them.  The 

scent of dust lingered in the air and the whir of insect wings, sometimes locusts, could be 

heard.  Even though it was open air, it felt like being in a cocoon.  

        I think of that when I picture this man visiting Jesus.  Probably it was on the roof since it 

was at night.  It would have been their cocoon, a place away from everyone else; a place for 

quiet conversation.  And that is what it was.  This man wanted to know things. 

        The conversation began like most do.  There were polite words to make sure proper respect 

was in the air.  In Tchad greetings would take several minutes so respect was well understood 

before going further.  It was like that with Jesus. 

        “Teacher”, I know you are from God.  “The signs you are performing could only come from 

God.” 

        Jesus got right to the point.  He knew the question even if it had not been asked out loud.  I 

can imagine his voice, soft in the night air - “If it is truth you are looking for, the truth is no one 

can see God’s kingdom without being born again.”  

        Conversations like this are never rushed.  Two people, sitting on mats, maybe stretched out 

looking at the stars in the evening after a long day – these conversations are usually soft and 

gentle and never rushed. 

        After a time, Nicodemus, for that was his name asked a good question.  “How can that 

happen?  I can’t go back to my mother’s womb and be born again.  What do you mean?”  

        Jesus knew Nicodemus believed in the Spirit because he was a Pharisee. I think there was a 

breeze blowing over the roof.  Feeling that breeze Jesus replied, “The wind goes where it 

likes.  We hear it but we don’t know where it came from or where it is going.  We just know we 

feel the evening breeze.  It’s like that.  To enter the kingdom of God we need to be born 

twice.  One is through childbirth.  The other is through the Spirit.  You must be born again, in the 

Spirit.”  



        “I am not sure I understand.  In fact, I do not understand at all” was the response from 

Nic.  What a great conversation.  Two people, sitting on a roof in the evening breeze talking 

about the truth of life and death.  

        “You are a teacher too, but you don’t understand.”  Jesus spoke.   “I speak of what I 

know.  I speak of things on earth and you do not believe me.  I have been in heaven, but how can 

you believe that if you do not believe me about things here and now?”  

        “God loves this world so much he sent me.  The only way to eternal life is through 

me.  There is nothing else.  If you want to see the light, look at what I am saying to you.”  

        I wonder if the two of them sat in silence for a while.  These words were words to 

ponder.  In the breeze of an evening, on a rooftop, two men sitting in silence, pondering. One 

knew the truth, the other was looking for it.  Did he find it?  The answer to that is usually found 

in action.  We do not know any other words from Nic, not that are recorded in the bible.  But we 

know two things. 

  

Feet-in-the-Dirt 

  

        The story so far is found in John 3.  Give a glance to John 7:51. Jesus was causing trouble in 

Jerusalem and the religious leaders were upset enough they wanted him arrested.  When the 

soldiers could not take him out of fear of the people, the religious leaders of the same group as 

Nic wanted to know why there was no arrest.  “Are you fooled by him too? None of us including 

the group Nic was from believe him!” 

        And that is where Nicodemus got his feet dirty.  “Should we not listen to him before 

judging?”  Was his question.  The response?  You are one of those from Galilee – no prophet 

comes from there.”  Nic could have kept quiet.  He could have said nothing.  But he chose to 

speak up.  Could he have said more?  Maybe. But he did speak up and his reputation was 

damaged because of it.  That is real feet-in-the-dirt.  

        One other time we read about Nic.   John tells us the story.  

 

After Jesus died, Joseph of Arimathea asked Pilate for the body. Joseph was a disciple of Jesus, 

but secretly because he feared the Jewish leaders. With Pilate’s permission, he came and took 

the body away. He was accompanied by Nicodemus, the man who earlier had visited Jesus at 

night. Nicodemus brought a mixture of myrrh and aloes, about seventy-five pounds. Taking 

Jesus’ body, the two of them wrapped it, with the spices, in strips of linen. This was in 

accordance with Jewish burial customs. At the place where Jesus was crucified, there was a 

garden, and in the garden a new tomb, in which no one had ever been laid. Because it was the 

Jewish day of Preparation and since the tomb was nearby, they laid Jesus there. 

John 19:38-42 

  



        Once with words, once with action, Nicodemus followed up on the rooftop conversation 

with Jesus.  We know little else about him.  He is on my list to chat with when I get to heaven.  I 

want to know what it was like to sit with Jesus on a rooftop.  Did they drink strong tea? What did 

the dust smell like?  What was his voice like?  

        I wonder what it was like, for Nicodemus, the morning the news broke Jesus was alive?  I 

wonder what life was like for him afterwards.  I plan to ask him that, when I see him, but in the 

meantime, I know all I need to know.  Nicodemus invested in his relationship with Jesus.  Nic 

asked questions and he acted on what he believed were the answers.  Perhaps that is all anyone 

needs to know of us, today.  We invested in our relationship with Jesus.  We asked questions and 

acted on what we believed.  The story of Nicodemus is part of the story of Easter.  So is your 

story and mine. 

        The Lord be with you.  

 


