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‘Where’s Jesus?’ 

The voice caught me unawares at first, more so than the question. I’d 

assumed myself alone as I locked the toilets and vestry door of the inner-

city church where I worked. Heart pounding, I turned to see a man who I 

instantly took to be just another tramp. We had no shortage of 

dispossessed regulars, mostly down and out men, some with mental 

illness and prone to schizophrenic episodes on the church doorstep. But 

this man, I didn’t recognise. 

‘Pardon me?’ I replied, trying to process what he had said while 

affecting an air of business as usual. 

‘I said where’s Jesus?’ 

I felt my stomach drop; I thought that’s what he’d said. What was this 

joker up to? I ventured a knowing smile but the man’s face remained 

dead-pan. Grey eyes, black rimmed, peered unblinking from his greasy 

sun-beaten face, an unkempt mane of dirty black hair testifying to his 

homeless status.  

‘Where’s Jesus?’ It was me asking now, and for a second I half 

expected the poor wretch to provide me with the answer. 

‘Yeah… Jesus. Is he here?’ With both hands he indicated the general 

vicinity of the church. 

‘Is Jesus here?’ Again I repeated the question, trying to come to terms 

with it; I really just wanted to go home, but I could see he was expecting 

an answer. My first thought was: No, don’t be ridiculous. Of course he’s not 

here. But as some-such rebuke formed on my lips I suddenly remembered 

it wasn’t true. I felt a pang of guilt for having momentarily forgotten, and 

half-expected a cock to crow. Remorse, however, is easily skewed by 

pride, and on this occasion I selfishly wavered:  

‘Yes, of course he’s here,’ I assured the man. ‘This is God’s house…’ I 

indicated the church with its impressive stained glass and imposing bell 

tower. ‘We meet Jesus here every Sunday, in Holy Communion.’ 

Kapow! Take that, you time-wasting vagrant! 

But clearly my answer hadn’t hit home, for the man then asked, ‘Can 

I see him?’  



Do you have an appointment? is what I wanted to say. But again, all I 

could do was play the parrot: ‘Can you see him?’  

Not yet having had children of my own, I had never found myself 

stumped by such a simple and direct line of questioning. What the heck 

was this guy about? Perhaps he was having a laugh—filling his pointless 

days by harassing the innocent at their honest toil. I wondered if I might 

placate him with a scotch-finger and a mug of International Roast—that 

usually did the trick. But something about the stranger’s acid stare told 

me he wasn’t looking for food or money. Maybe he’s just a jaded cynic, I 

supposed, bent on deriding my naïve faith in a God who cannot be seen, 

who has no location as such, and whose silence is legendary. I tested the 

man’s face for any hint of a wry smile, but his expression didn’t change. 

Indeed, from the moment I’d set eyes on him, his look had been one of 

utmost seriousness, bordering on reproach. Was it possible, then, that he 

really wanted to know—where’s Jesus? 

‘Can you see him?’ I returned to the question and toyed with a 

variety of answers, each in the vein of my last:  

Well, we can’t see him here and now, but on Sundays we encounter him 

in the bread and wine of the Holy Meal… He may not here in the flesh, but 

he’s certainly with us in Spirit… He is seated at the right hand of God the 

Father Almighty and will come in glory to judge… 

In the end I decided the best defense might be offence, and so put it 

to him: ‘Why do you ask?’  

‘I wanna speak to him,’ the man replied, as though it were perfectly 

obvious. Maybe he did have an appointment after all. 

‘O… you mean like prayer?’  

He repaid this suggestion with a squint, as though now he suspected 

I was the one laughing at his expense. So, as sincerely as I could, I referred 

him again to Sunday worship:  

‘You should come back Sunday,’ I said. ‘The 7pm service is lovely. We 

meet Jesus every Sunday here in Word and Sacrament. We speak to him 

when we pray together, and he speaks to us, too, when the pastor 

preaches the Word of God.’ 

But for all my attempts to deflect his accusing stare with sound 

theology, the mysterious stranger would not be won over. With a sudden 

flap of his arms he turned in his thongs, and flip-flopped down the street. 

Thus the visitor left that place, shaking his head, disappointed and 

disturbed.  

As did I. 


