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Now there was a Pharisee named Nicodemus, a leader of the Jews. 
2 

He 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.” 
3 

Jesus answered him, “Very truly, I tell 

you, no one can see the kingdom of God without being born from above.” 
4 

Nicodemus 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?” 
5 
Jesus answered, “Very truly, I tell you, no one can enter the kingdom of God 

without being born of water and Spirit. 
6 

What is born of the flesh is flesh, and what is born of the 

Spirit is spirit. 
7 

Do not be astonished that I said to you, ‘You must be born from above.’ 
8 

The 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.” 
9 

Nicodemus said to him, “How can 

these things be?” 
10 

Jesus 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. 
12 

If I have told you about earthly things and you do not believe, how 

can you believe if I tell you about heavenly things? 
13 

No one has ascended into heaven except the 

one who descended from heaven, the Son of Man. 
14 

And just as Moses lifted up the serpent in the 

wilderness, so must the Son of Man be lifted up, 
15 

that 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. 

 
 
SERMON 
I would like, if I may, to tell you a story. 
 
The very wealthy Baron Fitzgerald had only one child, a son, who understandably was the apple 
of his eye, the centre of his affections, an only child, the focus of this little family’s attention. 
 
The son grew up, but in his early teens his mother died, leaving him and his father. 
 
Fitzgerald grieved over the loss of his wife but devoted himself to fathering their son.  
 
In the passing of time, the son became very ill and died in his late teens.  
 
In the meantime, the Fitzgerald financial holdings greatly increased. The father  
had used much of his wealth to acquire art works of the “masters”. 
 
And with the passing of more time, Fitzgerald himself became ill and died. 
 
Previous to his death he had carefully prepared his will with explicit instructions as to how his 
estate would be settled.  
 
He had directed that there would be an auction in which his entire collection of art would be 
sold. 
 
Because of the quantity and quality of the art works in his collection which was valued in the 
millions of English pounds, a huge crowd of prospective buyers gathered, expectantly.  
 
Among them were many museum curators and private collectors eager to bid. 
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The art works were displayed for viewing before the auction began. 
 
Among them was one painting which received little attention. It was of poor quality and done 
by an unknown local artist.  
 
It happened to be a portrait of Fitzgerald’s only son. 
 
When the time came for the auction to begin, the auctioneer gaveled the crowd to attention 
and before the bidding began, the attorney read first from the will of Fitzgerald that instructed 
that the first painting to be auctioned was the painting of “my beloved son”. 
 
The poor quality painting didn’t receive any bidders…except one!  
 
The only bidder was the old servant who had known the son and loved him and served him and 
for sentimental reasons offered the only bid. For less than an English pound he bought the 
painting. 
 
The auctioneer stopped the bidding and asked the attorney to read again from the will. The 
crowd was hushed, it was quite unusual, and the attorney read from the Fitzgerald will: 
“Whoever buys the painting of my Son gets all my art collection. The auction is over!” 
 
=============== 
 
Heaven, it is said , will have so much more variety than hell.  
 
The sins we commit are the same ones, over and over, since the beginning of the world. 
 
Indeed, all of them can be summed up under ten categories, ten commandments, given in the 
Sinai covenant.  
 
In the end sin is boring. Some of them give a giddy thrill, but there truly is nothing new under 
the sun. 
 
Oh, but this is not the case with love. Love is chaotic. Love comes to us in thousands of ways 
and it sneaks up on us.  
 
Love surprises and it sends shivers down your spine. It gives you goose bumps to think back on 
some of the ways that it has come to you, and it makes you cry the happiest tears in your life.  
Love knocks you over time and again, in your first kiss, in a romantic proposal, on your wedding 
day, with the birth of a child.  
 
We never stop finding love and happiness around us all our lives. Love breaks the rules, the 
conventions of society, like the man in our story who loved his son so much. 
 
Sin is boring compared to love. 
 
There is a Christian movie called “Joshua”, a modern-day Jesus parable. 
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The man that this movie was about, when asked by a minister if he knew what the bible was, 
said “Yes, it’s a love letter”.  
The minister who had asked the question was incredulous: ”A love letter”.  
 
And the reply was one of the most beautiful summaries of the bible I have ever heard.  ”Yes, 
isn’t that what it’s really about, that God loves you?” 
 
And I started to smile. I must never have taken that subject at Seminary: Love letter 101. 
 
That smile has stayed with me this week when I have thought about some of the things that I 
concern myself with, and how afraid I am to talk to new people about the faith, because I think 
that it is so complicated.  
 
I smiled when I thought about some of the courses at Seminary, and how I wrote whole 
assignments that even I didn’t understand properly, because they were too complicated and 
difficult. 
 
Have I lost that simplicity somewhere? Where had I left that simple, life-changing love? Had I 
left it amongst text-books on my shelf, or among assignments? Where is “God loves you”, in a 
parish administration course? 
 
Don’t we love to complicate things, we humans? Don’t we make things so hard to understand? 
 
We try to understand how and why things happen, and the answer in the end is so simple that 
it is one that the littlest children know. 
 
When they sing “Jesus loves me, this I know, “ this, our text today, is the bit of the bible that 
tells them so.  
 
We think it is overly simplistic for crazy Americans to hold up signs at football games with “John 
3: 16”  scrawled on them, but like I said, God works in mysterious ways, and God is chaotic. 
 
He breaks the rules. Love breaks the rules.  
 
There just might be someone who has never heard this most famous of verses, and they go 
home, look it up, and God starts to work on them. Why not? Like I said, love breaks the rules. 
 
What will the people of God look like in 50 years, 100 years?  
 
Will they be following the rules? Will the rest of society still be following the same rules that we 
live by now?  
 
How will God be surprising people in Dalby and Macalister in 2070? 
 
How will people know that Jesus loves them?  
 
Will they find out inside a church building or in a pub? Will there be a Lutheran church, a 
community church, any church, or just a bunch of people who are surprising people with the 
chaos of God’s love? 
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God loves us all so much, and his love broke the rules. 
The rules were: God is a just God, and the wages of sin is death. 
 
But God is also love, and his love broke the rules of his justice.  
The wages of sin is death, sure, but the wages of our sin isn’t our death. 
 
God’s love broke his own rules. 
Some other rules: 
 
God doesn’t have a son! Any Muslim will tell you that the idea of God having a human child is 
abhorrent. It’s against the rules, but God broke the rules. 
 
God doesn’t die! God can’t die! By definition, a God is something who is above life and death. 
But God’s love broke that rule too. 
 
People don’t rise from the dead. That’s what death means. Death is the end! Another rule 
broken by God’s love. 
 
You never know when you are going to be surprised by God, because God doesn’t fit in any box 
that we can make to try to define him. 
 
Do you know what the point of all of those two thousand years of studying God is? It is so we 
can try to work out how God is getting that simple message, that “God loves you” across today. 
 
Our world is changing, and our job is to work out how to bring that unchanging truth to 
changing times.  
 
Are we willing to change to move with God, or just keep following the change someone made 
2000 years ago?  
 
Through it all, His message doesn’t change.  
 
God loves you. 
 
Thank God. 
 
Amen 
 
 
 
 
 


