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Psalm 139 John 3:1-17 “Being Born Again” 
 

There is a story told of a young couple. They were living in a rural area in a time before the luxury of electricity or 
other modern conveniences, and they were about to have a baby. The young woman had gone into labour for their 
first child, the midwife had been called to their home, pots had been set to the boil, sheets and towels prepared, 
things were at the ready for the birth. As the time drew near for the baby to be born, the midwife asked the husband 
to hold a lantern at the foot of the bed so that she could see to deliver the baby.  
 

Slowly, slowly, the baby crowned again and again until finally a beautiful baby girl was born. The husband sat the 
lantern on a nearby table, and swaddled and held their new baby, as the midwife continued to care for his wife. He 
smiled with pride and joy at his wife.  
 

Suddenly the midwife said, “Oh! You’d better put that baby down and come hold that lantern for me. There is 
another one on the way!” The husband quickly put the baby in her cradle, and came to hold the lantern at the foot of 
the bed. This time, the midwife cried out, “It’s a boy!” There was much delight, laughter and exhaustion all around!  
 

Again, the father was instructed to clean and wrap the baby and to hold him close, as the midwife went on with 
tending his wife. Just as he started to relax, a sleeping babe in each arm, he heard the midwife cry, “Come back 
here with that light! There’s another one on the way!”  
 

The husband stared in disbelief and sat in the far corner, a child in each arm-- keeping the lantern at his side.  
 

The midwife asked, “What on earth are you doing?”  
 

He said, “I’m just sitting down over here for awhile. I think the light’s attracting them!”  
 

Again and again, throughout John’s gospel Jesus is referred to as the Light of the world.’ And, it seems, Nicodemus, 
like so many others, is being inextricably drawn to the Light of God as reflected through the person of Jesus. It is as 
if he is almost irresistibly being pulled towards the waters of new birth.  
 

Now, the truth is, we don’t know much about Nicodemus. He appears only in John’s gospel, and there, only three 
times: here at the beginning of Jesus’ ministry; later as the religious leadership plots Jesus arrest; and finally at the 
foot of the cross after Jesus has died.  
 

John’s gospel is known by many as the mystic or cosmic gospel. It was likely written some 80-90 years after Jesus’ 
death, some believe by an elderly John, in exile on the island of Patmos. It is a work of prayerful interpretation, 
meant to be read not so much as history as mystery… urging a deeply spiritual or mystical understanding of the 
meaning of the life of Jesus, known as the Christ; and by extension, of the meaning of our lives as people of Spirit 
walking in the way of Jesus. On that basis, I ask you to indulge me as I do a little prayerful imagining of my own 
about the spiritual journey of Nicodemus, and of those he represents… which might include some of us. (We’re 
allowed to do these things you know… there’s even a word for it in Jewish… it’s called Midrash).  
 

It is night when Nicodemus seeks Jesus out. I understand that. I suspect some, if not most, of you do too. it is often 
in the night as darkness deepens, and sleep refuses to come, that questions and concerns weighing upon our 
hearts and minds rise to the surface. In the quiet of the night, those things, which we have been doing a great job of 
paving under the busyness and distractions of the day, begin to demand our attention— sometimes refusing to be 
silenced, until we are up out of our beds, feet pacing the floor, minds desperately seeking out answers, or a way to 
move forward—and also… desperately wanting to get some sleep because soon enough tomorrow will come! So, it 
isn’t surprising that it is under the cover of darkness that Nicodemus seeks out Jesus.  
 

Nicodemus represents those religious leaders steeped in the traditions and teachings of the temple, persons of 
faith, well educated, and of good standing in the community. He is generally confident, competent, and assured; but, 
this Jesus of Nazareth has gotten under his skin. Jesus’ words and actions are playing havoc with Nicodemus’ mind 
and emotions; and his anxiety and his questions are such that they have nudged him right out of his bed.  
 

I imagine Nicodemus’ encounter with Jesus as both life-shaking and life-shaping. While we don’t have the details of 
what happens next, still, we suspect that he does not leave the meeting the same man who has entered it. His 
confidence around matters that had once seemed solid and sure, has been unsettled, broken loose from its 
moorings-- and the horizons of his life have suddenly been expanded. If only for the briefest of moments, he truly 
knows that the great I Am really is! And—has a divine eye specifically trained upon him.  



 

Encounters with the Holy are often like that, they unsettle us, shake us loose from old convictions and beliefs, 
leaving our futures suddenly opening out in directions we would have never anticipated. And, believe me, the 
choosing of those directions are seldom without serious costs and consequences. The choosing of those directions 
can mean the beginning of a whole new life.  
 

As the conversation between the two men begins to draw to a close, Jesus closes his eyes as a gentle breeze 
caresses his face and the sound of rustling leaves falls against his ears. He speaks quietly, as if from a great 
distance, “The wind blows wherever it wishes; you hear the sound it makes, but you do not know where it comes 
from or where it is going. So it is with everyone born of the Spirit.” 
 

Nicodemus’ mind, is reeling back to words spoken by Jeremiah, Ezekiel and the ancient Psalmist-- words of being 
given a new heart… a renewed and right spirit... He wonders, “Is this what the young rabbi is talking about?  
 

Nicodemus leans back and ponders Jesus words about new birth and new beginnings-- about water and spirit. He 
closes his eyes as a gentle breeze caresses his face and the sound of rustling leaves falls against his ears. It seems 
that Jesus’ words have created a strange opening in Nicodemus’ heart. His next question is genuine, humble, and 
spoken with whispered awe, “But how can this be?” Nicodemus is being spoken to in a way that is reaching down to 
the unborn Nicodemus within the depths of his soul, only now, for the first time stirring towards birth. “Holy Spirit,” he 
prays, “Teach me to know what it means to be born anew in you. May your living waters… flow through my life too.”  

 

The last we hear of Nicodemus, Jesus has died, having been crucified. Nicodemus takes Jesus’ broken body in his 
arms, wraps it with myrrh and aloes in strips of linen, and lays it in a tomb. There are no words. He simply comes, 
bearing linen and spices, the fragrance of which will be carried on the wind that blows where it will towards 

resurrection—towards new life for those who have eyes to see. 


