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+ O God through your Holy Word teach us to live lives that are holy and pleasing in your sight, O God, our strength and Redeemer.  Amen.
Hello.  I want to thank the Wardens and Vestry of All Saints for inviting me here today to speak with you.  I suppose you’re wondering who I am, right?  Well, I’m Nicodemus.  You know, the guy you just heard about in that story, the Pharisee and Jesus.  Yep!  I’m the Pharisee, a teacher of Israel, and an important leader of the Jews in Jerusalem.

My family and I have a smart three story condo on the street known as the ‘Way of the Cross.’  It was recently the featured home in House & Gardens of Jerusalem.  Our house is on that inner city street which connects Herod’s Palace with the road to Calvary.  It’s a street with very trendy shops and restaurants about a mile or so from that hill just outside Jerusalem.  
We also have a large summer home on the Sea of Galilee in a gated community, a comfortable place where we retreat on weekends.  I know, that sounds like we miss Sabbath in the Temple on Saturdays.  Well, I guess that’s often true but there’s a sweet little synagogue near us overlooking the water where we can go in our Saturday shorts and tee shirts.
We have money, some would say lots of money, and I guess that’s true given what others have in comparison.  At any rate, I heard about Jesus from my business associates with whom I own a series of super markets, apartment complexes and fashionable restaurants.  They told me about Jesus and invited me to hear him preach.  Pretty impressive, I might say.  I’m told that he performed miracles, healed people and things like that.  I didn’t really see any of those things.  
I was intrigued, so I went to see him one night.  Why night?  Well, someone in my position just can’t be seen just anywhere in Jerusalem.  You know, when you live on Park Avenue, you don’t make it the Bronx very often.  So, I went to see him at night, though, I’m not totally sure why.

I asked him a serious question that had been on my mind.  I even called him, “Rabbi,” and complimented him on being a teacher from God.  Someone who could only do the things he was doing unless he was from God.  

Now, I’m a really a pretty smart guy, very well educated, and very successful in business.  I’m also a very well respected leader of the Jews.  I just didn’t get what Jesus said: “I tell you, no one can see the kingdom of God without being born from above.”  What?  I said to him: What?  That was language that just didn’t make a lot of sense to me.  

If that wasn’t confusing enough, the second time around, he added “being born of water and the Spirit.”  I said to him a second time: What?  Actually, my next line has made me pretty famous in novels and even movies: “How can this be?”  You’ve heard that, right?  It’s a famous quote now.  I said that.
Jesus went on to talk about heavenly things, about God having so much love for the world that God sent the only Son…that the world might be saved through him.”

Well, we Jews have been waiting for the Messiah for a couple of millennia.  So, why should I have believed that Jesus is the promised one of the ages, the fulfillment of the prophets, the Son of God?  Even though he was pretty convincing, I just couldn’t totally buy it.  So, I left.  I said my polite goodbye and quickly disappeared into the night before anyone could see me.

I encountered Jesus once again sometime later.  Then just about the time I was coming around to what he was teaching and doing, they put him to death.  The Stations of the Cross, the Way of the Cross that are on the walls here, well, they represent the route that Jesus took from Herod’s palace to Calvary.  
When Jesus passed by our condo, he was really suffering, bleeding from just about everywhere, and carrying a really big and heavy looking cross.  I have to admit it was really sad.  My kids started crying, and my wife turned away.  I stood and starred in amazement, because even then, there was something really profound about him, really God-like, really set-apart from anyone I had ever known before.  
I watched the crucifixion from a distance.  I just couldn’t be seen too close for political reasons.  Later, I took very expensive perfumed burial oil after they laid him in the tomb.  He needed a proper burial and needed to be anointed like a person of stature would have been.  I can’t really tell you why but I was called to do that. I’m very glad I did.  

Today, I’m still not quite sure what I believe.  Maybe, you ask the same questions that I do:

Am I a person of faith in Jesus or not?  

Does whatever faith I have enable me to be more like Jesus, more like God or not?  

Does from faith help me to be a better person?  

Does my faith help me to care more about others in my family, at work, those who might be suffering 
from natural disasters or those homeless people on the streets of our cities?  
I wish I could say “yes” without any doubts, but I have doubts.  Do you have doubts?  
I bet you do, and I would be willing to bet that it’s really okay to doubt.  It’s really okay, and we’re here because we want to be strengthened to believe.  
I believe we’re here because we want to be better people.  We want to care more about others and feel better about those who are different than we are.  We want to know Jesus and be born again through the power of his Spirit.   
I believe that the day will come when my faith will be strong enough to make a difference in the world.  How about you?  

I’m glad we’re here together.  Thanks for being here and thanks for listening.
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