
Somebody told me about Jesus 

 

The disciple Nathanael 

Somebody told me about Jesus. 

It was Philip who came to me and said he had found the Messiah. But I was 

sceptical. When he said this Messiah was from Nazareth, I replied, “Can anything 

good come out of Nazareth?” But I was joking. Philip knew that. There’s always been 

a rivalry between our two villages, Cana and Nazareth, mainly because we’re quite 

close to each other. But I should have known who Philip was talking about when he 

said the Messiah was Jesus, son of Joseph. I had met him before, but that was a long 

time ago when we were children. 

At that time, his family and ours were part of a large pilgrimage group going to 

Jerusalem. We children ran around playing as our parents talked and walked mile 

after mile along a dusty track that led to the city. 

What did I think of him then? 

He had a confidence that the rest of us didn’t have. He seemed to be everyone’s 

friend. He became a sort of big brother figure, especially for the younger ones. Apart 

from that, he was just a child like the rest of us. I remember seeing him become very 

excited when we arrived in Jerusalem. Strangely enough, he had the same look of 

excitement the day he rode into Jerusalem on a donkey, which wasn’t so long ago, 

yet so much has happened since then. I do remember that he got left behind in 

Jerusalem and his parents had to go back to find him. But we went home and I 

didn’t see him again after that. 

Having thought of Jesus as someone special as a child, it wasn’t difficult to see there 

was still something special in him as an adult. As a child he had led us in our games. 

Now he was going to lead us as adults. But where he led us would have the effect of 

turning our world upside down…several times!. 

The things he taught us made us go, “Wow! I’ve never seen it like that before.” 

And then there were the miracles. I moved from a life which had no miracles in it, to 

a life where miracles happened time after time. We, his followers, were wondering 

just how big these miracles were going to get? Healing people without even 

touching them. Feeding thousands of people with just a few sandwiches. But what 

really blew our minds was when Jesus told the storm on the Sea of Galilee to calm 

down…and it immediately did! When Jesus told us that if we prayed for a mountain 

to move, it would, we all looked at the mountain nearby, hoping we were going to 



see it move. Sadly, Jesus didn’t tell it to move…but that would have been something 

to see! 

So, by the time we reached Jerusalem in time for the Passover, we already believed 

that Jesus WAS the Messiah, the Son of God. Which is part of the reason why, what 

happened next, was such a blow to all of us. 

We had seen Jesus’ power and thought nothing could stop him. Our world had been 

turned upside down by his teaching, and the experience of being his disciple. Now, it 

was turned upside down again because of his arrest and execution.  

Our sense of certainty about Jesus just slipped away from us, and we no longer 

knew what to believe! 

For me, it felt like I was drowning, and I was desperately trying to find something 

solid to hold onto. Of course, two days later and I got the solid thing to hold onto, 

because it turned out that Jesus had not been defeated – by the Temple authorities, 

by the Romans, or even by death!  

He truly IS the Son of God! 

So, where did that leave us? We all hoped that Jesus would stay with us and take his 

place on the throne in Jerusalem. But it soon became clear that something different 

was going to happen. Jesus said goodbye to us on a hill outside Jerusalem and we 

watched him disappear into the heavens. Then we went back to Jerusalem to wait, 

just as he had told us to do. 

And so it happened that, as we were all in one large room of a private house in the 

city centre, singing and praying together, the Holy Spirit came…..Wow!!!! 


