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OK, so I did go and see the Teacher Jesus secretly when it was dark.
In the dark – of course I did!
If the other Pharisees had known that I was doing such a thing…
they’d have killed me!  
Well – they wouldn’t have been very pleased, anyway.
But, I had to know for myself…
I had to know… I had to know where Jesus got his, his authority from.
His teaching is so direct, so interesting, so intriguing…
It leaves one wanting more, wanting (pause) God more – in a strange sort of way.
Of course, the others don’t think like this, but then…
…but then, their minds are closed and always have been.  Most of them.
I have always felt a bit of an outsider, an insider yet an outsider, an outsider yet an insider.
When Jesus asked what brought me to him, I said that I knew that he was from God.
I didn’t realise that I thought that until I said it!  
But, when I said it, I knew that it was probably true.
Jesus told me I had to be born again if I wanted to enter the Kingdom of God. 
Born again?  
My head was beginning to get a bit befuddled, I was tired and I was scared, 
I didn’t understand everything Jesus said.
All I could say was, “How can a person enter into their mother’s womb a second time?”
It sounds stupid now…
He told me that we need to be born of both water and spirit, 
He told he that the wind of the spirit blows where it pleases,
He told me that I should understand these things!
He said a lot more things, and I listened in a daze.
I heard him say that God had sent his Son into the world because he loved the world,
And I thought to myself, ‘I want that to be true!’
Pause  
yes, I want that to be true.
If this Jesus is God’s Son then I want to follow him…
But how can I?  
I would be ridiculed,
I might be threatened,
I would have to give up everything…
Pause
I can wait and see what happens of course.
I can wait, and hope, and wait, and hope.
There will be waiting, but will there be hope?
And where will the spirit blow?
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