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At the arrival of each new year, many people make New Year’s resolutions—new hopes and new plans for the year. Over the years in the United States, the most popular goals have generally been: to live more healthily, more orderly, and more fully; to cultivate new interests; to save more money; to travel; and to read more. In the end, everyone hopes to “become a little better.” 
But we all know that making resolutions is easy; persisting is hard. In the first few weeks enthusiasm is full, but after a month, life returns to its original track.
So, after one year, two years, five years, what expectations do you have for yourself? What kind of person do you hope to become? If we honestly ask ourselves: is this a “moment of change”? Or do we merely say we want to change, while in our hearts we have already concluded, “I am just this kind of person; I can’t change”?
Prayer for illumination (Book of Common Worship) 
Loving God, fountain of every blessing, open us to your life-giving Word, and fill us with your Holy Spirit so that living water may flow through our hearts — a spring of hope for a thirsty world. Amen.
Many people are familiar with the story of Nicodemus. He was a Jewish scholar and legal expert, a Pharisee, and a member of the council; one could say he was part of the social elite. Yet he came to see Jesus at night. Why at night? Perhaps he did not want to be seen, or perhaps he was still hesitant and struggling inwardly.
When most people explain this passage, they especially emphasize what Jesus said to him: “Unless one is born again, he cannot see the kingdom of God.”
Poor Nicodemus—his thinking is actually very much like ours: what you see is what you get; only what is visible counts. For him, religion was something that could be understood, analyzed, and discussed. He was well educated, but precisely because of his knowledge and experience, he could not grasp the deeper meaning in Jesus’ words. 
The “change” Jesus spoke of to Nicodemus was not an adjustment of outward behavior, not keeping a few more commandments, not doing a few more good deeds, but a change of perspective. He said, “Unless one is born again, he cannot see the kingdom of God.” What Jesus wanted him to change was the way he viewed himself, the world, and God.
This kind of “seeing” is not physical sight, nor merely rational understanding, but a completely new perspective—a new vision brought by life from above. In fact, to see the kingdom of God is equivalent to entering the kingdom of God. That is, to view the world in the way God sees the world, and to see myself with God’s perspective on me. 
In other words, it is not only that the world must change, but that “the way I see the world” must change.
This kind of perspective is born of water and the Spirit. It is not obtained through self-effort or discipline, but through receiving and being renewed.
Honestly, this passage has always seemed mysterious to me, leaving one unable to grasp it clearly. It was not until I read a book that I gradually began to understand.
The book is called Pilgrim at Tinker Creek, written by the American author Annie Dillard, published in 1974, and awarded the Pulitzer Prize. This book is not a theological work, yet it helped me understand the meaning of “Unless one is born again, he cannot see the kingdom of God.”
Annie Dillard lived in Pittsburgh when she was young. When she was six years old, she liked to do one thing: hide her cherished one-cent coins and hope someone would find them. She would hide the coins in sidewalk corners, beside tree roots, or in cracks in the concrete, then draw arrows nearby with chalk to point the way. Later, after she learned to write, she would add “Surprise ahead” or “Money over here.”
Each time she drew arrows, her heart was full of anticipation, imagining that the first passerby would pick up this “gift from the universe.” It was a simple joy—not because she gained something herself, but because someone else would receive a surprise.
However, the patience of a six-year-old is limited. She often went home before seeing the result and soon forgot about it. A few months later, she would play the game again.
After growing up, she looked back on this through the lens of faith and said: in fact, the world is filled everywhere with God’s gifts. Just like the coins she hid, God generously places surprises in our lives. Whether or not we stop, whether or not we follow the arrows to search, the clues are actually there.
The issue is not whether God has given, but whether we have seen.
Are we willing to crouch down and pick up that small coin? Or, because we are too busy, too rational, too accustomed, do we think it is merely a coin of little value?
When we are born, we already have sight; the eyes transmit images to the brain, and we naturally understand and respond. But as we gradually grow up, we actually lose that childlike sense of wonder about the world. We begin to use categories, labels, and experience to define everything.
In the early development of Western medicine’s cataract surgery, operations were performed on some people who had been blind from birth. In 1932, the German author Marius von Senden collected these cases and later published his research findings. 
Those seeing the world for the first time described what they saw as patches of color. They were delighted to see colors and quickly learned their names, but had no concept of shape, distance, or size. Before, they could distinguish cubes and spheres by touch, but after surgery, using their eyes, they could not tell them apart.
Some worked hard to learn to understand space visually, but it was very difficult; some even refused to use their sight because they were more accustomed to hearing and touch.
One little girl, after surgery, was taken to a garden. She stood in front of a tree, too frightened to speak. Only after touching it with her hand did she say, “That is a tree with light shining on it.”
That sentence is striking—“a tree with light shining on it.”
Annie Dillard said that we are actually like people who have just regained sight. Each morning when we wake up, colors rush into our eyes; the world is extraordinarily wondrous. But this feeling quickly disappears. Habit turns miracles into the ordinary and gifts into things taken for granted.
Someone told Annie that when she was little, she once reached out her hand trying to grab the moon. Perhaps you have also seen a baby chasing its own shadow, or putting snow into its mouth to taste it. That unreserved curiosity is the original state of life.
But after growing up, we fill the world with predetermined meanings. The moon becomes astronomical knowledge, trees become botanical classifications, and days become schedules. The more we understand, the less wonder we have.
When Nicodemus heard Jesus say, “Unless one is born again, he cannot see the kingdom of God,” we might laugh at him for asking, “Surely one cannot enter a second time into the mother’s womb to be born?” Of course not.
Jesus’ meaning is: you must learn to see with a new perspective, like a child. Not childishness, but reopening yourself.
Remain curious about your own life. Ask yourself: why do I always think this way? Why do I always respond to conflict in the same way? Why am I so afraid of change? When a person begins to be curious about their own life, the door to change and healing opens.
Many times, it is not that we cannot change, but that we are unwilling to admit we need to change. We are too quick to conclude about ourselves: “I am just short-tempered,” “I just don’t know how to express love,” “I just don’t have enough faith.” These words sound honest, but they may actually be labels we put on ourselves.
The rebirth Jesus spoke of to Nicodemus is a completely new beginning. It is not erasing the past, but unfolding new possibilities upon it. 
Perhaps this is why, halfway through the story, Nicodemus seems to disappear. His last sentence is: “How can these things be?” Then Jesus’ words turn to “you” (plural)—not only Nicodemus, but all who read the Gospel, including us today.
Jesus asks us: If you do not believe earthly things, how will you believe heavenly things?
What does it mean that “only by being born again can one see the kingdom of God”? If you could start over, what different choices would you make? How would you regard those who have hurt you? How would you face your own failures? If you truly believed that from the beginning God has loved you with sacrificial love, how would your life be different?
Perhaps you would not be so eager to prove yourself.
Perhaps you would not be so afraid of failure.
Perhaps you would be more willing to forgive.
Perhaps you would be braver in loving.
To see with a new perspective means letting go of old values and priorities. More importantly, it means allowing yourself to be seen by God—the heavenly Father who deeply loves you, tenderly loves you, and is even willing to give His only Son for you.
When we are willing to let God redefine us, we are no longer merely the sum of our past experiences, but become people who are loved and renewed.
That little girl saw “a tree with light shining on it.” Many years later, Annie Dillard one day stood by Tinker Creek and suddenly again saw “a tree with light shining on it.” At that moment, she said the whole world seemed to burst into flame, every cell awakening. She had not left her original place, but her perspective had changed.
That is the moment of change.
Change is not necessarily changing jobs, moving house, or an upheaval of circumstances. Many times, change is the same life viewed with different eyes.

When we lay down our old perspective and allow the heavenly Father truly to see us—
When we see that God loves us and this world with immeasurable love, we may see the kingdom of God.
When we pause amid busyness and notice that this miracle-filled world is welcoming us, we may see the kingdom of God.
When we cultivate a simple and healthy life and rejoice all day over a small coin, we may see the kingdom of God.
When we still believe amid setbacks that the story is not yet finished, we may see the kingdom of God. 
When we are willing, like children, to reach out once more to grasp the moon, we may see the kingdom of God.
In fact, it is just that simple. 
In a certain sense, Nicodemus was right—what we see truly becomes what we receive.
May today become the beginning of our reborn perspective.
