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 Seeing is believing.   Or is believing, seeing? 
 

 I was sure that seeing is believing.  I am the apostle Philip, one of the 
twelve who Jesus chose as his close followers.  I am also friends of those 
two brothers, Andrew and Peter.  We’re all from Bethsaida, on the 
northern end of the Sea of Galilee. 
 

 It’s important you know we are all from the same town because 
Andrew was what you’d call a “connector.”  He connected his brother Peter 
with Jesus, and he connected me with Jesus.   I had heard from them about 
this Jesus, so when Jesus called me, I not only followed, but I told Nathaniel 
about him: “We have found him about whom Moses in the law and also the 
prophets wrote, Jesus, son of Joseph from Nazareth.” 
 

 Nathaniel was not impressed: “Can anything good come out of 
Nazareth?” he asked.  Since I believed that seeing is believing, I told him, 
“Come and see.” 
 

 To Nathaniel’s credit, he did.  But before they could even speak, Jesus 
said to him, “Behold an Israelite in whom there is no guile.”  I guess Jesus 
liked Nathaniel’s straight-shooting talk.  Nathaniel was taken by surprise.  
“When did you get to know me?” he asked. 
 

 Jesus told him that even before I called Nathaniel, Jesus saw him 
under a fig tree.  Nathaniel was impressed at this prophetic vision, calling 
Jesus the King of Israel.  Jesus told Nathaniel he would see greater things 
than these, even angels coming down and descending on Jesus.  As 
someone who felt it was important to see things, I was impressed, too! 
 

 Jesus’ ministry was exciting.  He healed a Samaritan woman and 
stayed with and taught the Samaritans, our enemies.  He healed an 
official’s son.  He healed on the Sabbath, to show he was Lord even of the 
Sabbath.  It was exciting to watch him at work and to be a part of his inner 
circle. 
 



 It was exciting: until the day he called on me!  We had been on the 
west shore of the Sea of Galilee, closer to Jesus’ hometown of Nazareth.  
But then we sailed to the other side of the Sea of Galilee, near my 
hometown of Bethsaida.  There was a big crowd, which I didn’t think much 
about, because big crowds followed Jesus all the time to hear his teaching.  
But he turned to me and asked, “Where are we to buy bread for these people 
to eat?”  I thought he was asking me because I was from around there and 
he thought I’d know where the bakers could be found to get bread. 
 

 It was a huge crowd, though.  Six months wages wouldn’t have 
bought enough even for them each to get a little, if you could even find that 
much bread.  That’s what I told Jesus. 
 

 But Andrew had a better idea.  Andrew, the connector, connected 
Jesus with a boy who had five loaves and two fish.  But even Andrew was 
skeptical.  “What is that among so many people?” he asked. 
 

 Jesus was unfazed.  He had us sit all the people down, and after he 
blessed the loaves and gave thanks, they passed the bread and fish around, 
and each one took as much as they wanted.  If I hadn’t been there and seen 
it with my own eyes I wouldn’t have believed it.  When the meal was over, 
there were leftovers: twelve baskets full!  Truly this was the prophet 
whom God had sent! 
 

 There was so much more that happened after that.  He walked on 
water.  He taught in the Temple.  He forgave a woman caught in adultery 
and challenged those who would have condemned her and killed her by 
stoning, “Let the one who is without sin cast the first stone.”   He healed a 
man born blind.  He even raised his friend Lazarus from the dead. 
 

 But the moment for me – I call it the Andrew moment – the moment 
for me was when we were in Jerusalem for the Passover festival.  Some 
Greeks came up to me and said, “Sir, we wish to see Jesus.”  I don’t know if it 
was just chance that they came up to me, but my name, Philip, is a Greek 
name.    Andrew is a Greek name, too.  By this time I had learned some of 
my strengths and weaknesses as a disciple.  I went to Andrew and told 
him, and he and I went together and told Jesus.  Somehow it’s easier and 
more fulfilling that way, being a disciple: when you can do it together. 
 



 Anyway, I wanted these Greeks to see Jesus as I saw him.  But he did 
not speak of his miracles at all: not the multiplication of the loaves, or the 
walking on water or the healing of the man born blind or the raising of 
Lazarus.  Instead, he spoke of his death.  Is this what he wanted them to 
see?  Is this what he wanted us to see?  And why? 
 

 Perhaps he was looking to us for support as he considered the rising 
resistance to his message of love.  He said, “Now my soul is troubled.  And 
what should I say—‘Father, save me from this hour?’  No, it is for this reason 
that I have come to this hour.”  And then he said something that was a 
mystery, “Father, glorify your name.”  How would his death glorify the 
Father, the One to Whom he taught us to pray, “Our Father, who art in 
heaven?”   How could this be the Father of whom he was now speaking?   It 
seemed like everything was upside down.  Suddenly seeing wasn’t 
believing.  He was saying that his death would judge the world, not him; 
his death would defeat Satan, not him; it would draw, not repel, all people. 
 

Suddenly everything was not so clear to me anymore.  Who was this 
Jesus that I saw?  Was he more than a prophet and the One about whom 
Moses wrote?  More than a miracle worker?  More than, as Nathaniel said, 
“The King of Israel?” 

 

These questions were swirling in my mind as he gathered us for the 
Passover meal.  He said and did so many things that night.  He washed our 
feet like a servant would, and told us this was the example for us.  He told 
us one of us, one of the twelve, would betray him!  He told Peter directly 
that Peter would deny him.  Poor Peter! 

 

Yet he said not to be troubled by all this.  He said, “Let not your hearts 
be troubled.  Believe in God, believe also in me.  In my Father’s house are 
many rooms.  If it were not so, would I have told you that I go to prepare a 
place for you.  And when I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again 
and will take you to myself, that where I am, you may be also.  And you know 
the way where I am going.” 

 

I wasn’t the only one with questions, because Thomas replied, “Lord, 
we do not know where you are going.  How can we know the way?”  Jesus 
said to him, “I am the way, the truth and the life.  If you know me, you will 
know my Father also.  From now on you know him, and have seen him.”  



Wait?!  What?!  Where and how have we seen the Father?  That’s all I 
wanted.  Seeing is believing.  So I said, “Lord, show us the Father and we 
shall be satisfied.”  Yet even though I had seen Jesus all this time, walked 
with him, served with him, watched his miracles, I missed the most 
important thing.  He asked me, “Philip, have I been with you all this time and 
you do not know me?  Whoever has seen me has seen the Father.  How can 
you say ‘Show us the Father?’  Do you not believe that I am in the Father and 
the Father is in me?  Believe me that I am in the Father and the Father is in 
me; but if you do not, believe me because of the works themselves.” 

 

So there I was, all this time convinced that “seeing is believing,” when 
the whole point was that “believing is seeing.”  Believing in Jesus, trusting 
in Jesus, witnessing the works of Jesus cleared my sight to see him as God’s 
only begotten Son. 

 

I wish I could say all was well after that.  Hardly.  One of us betrayed 
him that very night, just as he said.  Peter denied him, just as he said.  “The 
Shepherd will be struck and the sheep will be scattered,” he said.  When he 
was arrested, all of us ran and fled, just as he said. 

 

But that was not the end.  The worst word was not the last word.  
When we were locked in the upper room, scared for our lives and in 
despair at having lost our leader, he appeared.  Shut doors could not keep 
him out.  Locks could not hold him back.  And after all the ways we had 
failed him, the first thing he said was “Peace be with you.”   It was that 
peace he gave, the peace that passes all understanding, the peace of his 
forgiveness that kept us together.  But not only us, but his mother Mary 
and his brothers, all praying.  We weren’t sure exactly what we were 
praying for, except that His will be done, just as he taught us to pray. 

 

Praying that way, amazing things were going to happen.  But that’s 
another story for another day.  For today, it’s enough for me to say that 
believing in Jesus is seeing the Father God; and following as his disciples 
allows others to believe and see, too. 
  


