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I wanna begin this morning with a prayer, from Australian pastor, Jon Humphries. Let us 

pray: 

God, whom we know at least in part through Jesus,  

God in Christ, Source of living water,  

We thirst for what we don’t really know or understand, 

Too often we don’t even know that we are thirsty, 

Too often we hunger not knowing that we are filling ourselves with emptiness and 

hollowness. 

Too often we deny our need, 

And wrap ourselves in layers of self-deception. 

You come to us and challenge us with your confronting truth, 

Of our need for healing and reconciliation, 

For transformation and renewal, 

For new life 

Teach us how to worship in Spirit and in truth, 

Letting go the facade of piety, 

Turning from our habit of religion, 

Into mission and service, 

Inviting others into relationship, 

With you and others, 

That open us to hunger for love and life which opens eternity, 

For you are the one. 

So come and meet us when we least expect it, 

and burst the bubble of our impoverished complacency. 

Thus, we pray. 

Amen.  
 

In spite of our practice at Calvary of burying our “Alleluias” during Lent, I remind you—

and myself—that every Sunday functions kind of like a mini-Easter. A mini celebration of 

Resurrection. A weekly liturgical proclamation that, as the Psalmist puts it, “Weeping 

may linger for the night, but joy comes with the morning.” That the way things are, in our 

lives and in the world, is not static; we are not stuck, even if and when it feels that way. 

That new life is possible even where and when we least expect it. Even where and 

when we aren’t looking for it, aware of our need for it—as the prayer acknowledges.  
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We invited that truth last Sunday with a Service of Healing & New Life, reflecting 

together on what it means to be born and born and born again, like waves on the sea. 

To open ourselves—our hearts, our minds, our bodies, our spirits—to the possibility and, 

indeed, the divine promise—of new life even where and when we least expect it. Even 

when it doesn’t AT ALL feel possible.  

If you can believe it, each day, each breath, comes with the possibility of new life. 

Comes with the possibility of being born again. 

And so it is, as we wind our way through the landscapes of Lent and life, through what 

often feels like wilderness, that both of our texts this morning provide a little Easter 

preview.  

The text from Exodus gives us a working metaphor. The Israelites are only fresh off their 

dramatic escape from captivity, from oppression, in Egypt, under Pharaoh’s thumb. The 

unrivaled ecstasy of that moment is now replaced by the unrelenting despair of this 

one.  

They are thirsty. In more ways than one, with no water in sight, stumbling through the 

wilderness, through their fear, through the unknown, helplessly longing for solid ground. 

For an end, finally, once and for all, to their suffering. 

“Give us water to drink,” they say to Moses.  

Moses has no water. Moses is, no doubt, thirsty himself. And so he pushes back a little, 

suggesting that their complaints against him are ultimately complaints against God. A 

failure to trust the Holy One. To trust, say, that they’re thirst may linger for the night, but 

water comes with the morning.” 

That, to me, feels like what Moses thinks he’s supposed to say—you know, as God’s 

chosen leader. And while he may not mean it, it feels like theological manipulation. 

Moses doesn’t REALLY hear their complaints because he doesn’t WANT to hear them. 

He doesn’t WANT to acknowledge his own fear that he doesn’t know what to do. He 

doesn’t have water to quench their thirst. He feels as powerless as they do.  
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When you’re thirsty, you’re thirsty. There may, in fact, be no use in complaining, but you 

can’t blame them.  

"Why did you”—Moses—"bring us out of Egypt, to kill us and our children and livestock 

with thirst?”  

Feel the weight of that on Moses’ heart, on his conscience, on his confidence as a 

leader. He doesn’t know what to do. He doesn’t have water to quench their thirst, or his 

own.  

So Moses turns to prayer. He cries out to God for help. And as the story goes, God 

responds.  

At God’s instruction, Moses takes the same staff he had previously used to strike the Nile 

River and so make it undrinkable for the Egyptians—that being the first of 10 plagues 

that would come to Pharaoh and his people. He takes that SAME staff now and strikes 

the rock at Horeb—AKA Sinai, as in Mt. Sinai, the mountain upon which Moses will 

eventually receive God’s commandments—and so makes drinkable water for the 

Israelites.  

Water out of rock, of all places. New life EVEN FROM ROCK, where you would least 

expect it. That, friends, is our working mini-Easter metaphor.  

Fast forward to Jesus. Thirsty Jesus.  

And a note of biblical trivia for you. Of all the conversations Jesus had, with his disciples, 

with his family, with religious and political authorities of the day, this conversation he has 

with the Samaritan woman at the well is the LONGEST—at least as recorded in 

canonized Scripture. And further note that his conversation goes on beyond our 

reading, to verse 26—with the full story, including her telling of it when she returns home, 

told through verse 42.  
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We’ll get to the CONTENT of their conversation, but let’s start with the CONTEXT. We 

have to understand that this encounter between Jesus and the Samaritan woman is at 

best unlikely, and at worst, downright scandalous, in the ancient Near East.  

We’re told in verse 3, before our reading, that Jesus left Judea and  headed north back 

to Galilee. To get there, we’re also told that he HAD to go through Samaria. A map 

would tell you that it certainly was the most direct route, but by no means the ONLY 

one. And beyond geography, in fact, Judeans traveling between Judea and Galilee 

typically went out of their way, crossing east over the Jordan River, to avoid crossing 

through Samaria. 

And why? Because Jesus was a Judean and the woman at the well was a Samaritan—

and as a rule, most Judeans and most Samaritans HATED each other. The origins of the 

bad blood are not altogether clear—each side presenting a different story. From the 

Jewish perspective, Samaritans were a mixed race, descended from foreigners brought 

into the region after the Assyrians conquered Israel and forced most of the local 

population out, nearly 750 years before Jesus came around. In short, Judeans 

descended from those who were forced out; Samaritans from those who weren’t.  

A combination of political and religious hostility, with occasional episodes of violence, 

passed down from generation to generation to generation. 

So to be clear, Jesus did not HAVE to go through Samaria, and he did not HAVE to 

speak with this Samaritan woman. And in fact, custom in 1st-century Palestine suggested 

that men and women rarely—if ever—spoke to each other in public; rabbis or teachers, 

in particular, avoided doing so. 

Women were generally expected to be seen and not heard, which is why—a little 

beyond our reading—the disciples return to find Jesus and are “ASTONISHED that he 

was speaking with a woman.” 

The disciples were astonished, but Jesus knew exactly what he was doing. 
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Last bit of context. When Jesus, “tired out by his journey,” alone, sits down at the well, 

he does so around noon. The timing is important here because, in such an arid climate, 

while women often gathered at the well, both to collect water and to socialize, they 

did so in the morning or in the evening when it was cooler.  

The fact that the Samaritan woman also comes to the well at noon, the hottest part of 

the day, AND that she comes ALONE, suggests that she has been relegated to the 

margins of society—whether by force or by choice we don’t know. As the text goes on 

to point out beyond our reading, she had had five husbands, and is currently in a 

relationship with someone not her husband. She is not respectable among her peers. 

She is an outsider within her own community.  

But not, as it turns out, to Jesus. 

Which brings us to the CONTENT of their conversation.  

When the woman comes to draw water from the well, she’s shocked to find anyone 

else there, much less the Jewish rabbi Jesus. And then as shocked as the disciples were 

to have HIM ask HER for a drink! 

But Jesus quickly changes the subject, from a simple drink to quench physical thirst to a 

much deeper and lasting experience of living water to quench spiritual thirst. Holistic 

thirst.  

We are flesh, friends, and we are spirit. 

“Sir, you have no bucket, and the well is deep. Where do you get that living water?” 

Have you known, in your life, what it feels like to be at the well, thirsty in one way or 

another, mind, body, spirit, and to SEE the water but be unable to reach it? Unable to 

quench your thirst? 

“Sir, you have no bucket, and the well is deep. Where do you get that living water?” 
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“Everyone who drinks of this water will be thirsty again, but those who drink of the water 

that I will give them will never be thirsty.” 

And with those words, with this holy encounter, Jesus digs deep and wide to offer this 

Samaritan woman, this outsider among outsiders, new life.  

He gives her the respect she DESERVES. He holds up the mirror to her own humanity, the 

humanity she had long since forgotten—having seen herself only through the cracked 

and distorting mirrors of the world around her. Jesus SEES her; he sees her differently and 

helps her see herself differently. Not as men see her. Not as Jews or Judeans see her. 

Not as rabbis or teachers see her. But as God sees her.  

And he crosses all manner of cultural, social political, religious and even geographical 

boundaries to do it.  

That, friends, is what living water looks like.  

We live in a world where thirst and hunger—literal, physical thirst and hunger, AND 

figurative, spiritual thirst and hunger—are epidemic. That is the harsh reality, of our own 

collective making, that theologian and biblical scholar, Walter Brueggeman, confronts 

in a prayer he calls, “Water That Does Not Come Bottled.” A prayer written from the 

perspective of those privileged among us who do not know what it is to hunger or 

thirst—literally, physically—like the Israelites. Afraid they’ll die because of it.  

Let us pray.  

Creator God, we celebrate you: 

you make springs gush forth in the valleys; 

they flow between the hills, 

giving drink to every wild animal, 

the wild asses quench their thirst. 

You send rain and water the earth, it springs to growth, 

we eat and are satisfied, 

we thank you and easily push back from the table. 

In our comfortable plenty, 

we notice drought here 

and famine there, the work of human hands. 

The lacks seem remote to us, 



 7 

but in solidarity we register the loss, 

and the fear,  

and the death. 

We count on water and rain and growth and bread.  

We count on your regularities, 

but then we look for peace but find no good, 

for a time of healing, but there is terror instead. 

We do not expect failed rain, 

or failed bread, 

or failed peace, 

or failed healing.  

The failure lies deep in the fabric of our common life.  

We turn away from that self-destructiveness … back to you. 

You—Creator, beginning and end,  

first and last.  

You—seedtime and harvest, 

cold and heat, 

summer and winter. 

You—whose patience we try.  

You—whose sovereign will for good 

overrides our capacity for self-destruction. 

Look to this world of need: restore,  

recreate, 

enliven, 

give rain, 

give food, 

give peace. 

For there is no other source. 

None except you in your sovereign reliability.  
 

That’s living water, the kind that does not come bottled.  

God is the One who brings living water EVEN from rock, of all places. That our thirst may 

indeed be quenched—in body and in spirit. Jesus is the One who points the way to 

living water, that no one—NO ONE—need go back, over and over and over and over 

again, to wells with no bucket. To wells that inevitably dry up.  

And Jesus, remember, is also the One who turns water into wine. That all of our lives, 

and the life we share together, whether we like it or not, would be marked not by 

survival but by abundance. That love—and with it, life, ABUNDANT life—should not and 
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need not depend on your zip code, your education level, your skin color, your sex, your 

sexual orientation, your gender identity, your country of origin, your immigration status, 

your age, your ability. 

That, friends, is what living water looks like in a world so desperately dry and arid. And so 

desperately thirsty. That is how living water gushes forth in a world so often hard as a 

rock. 

No boundaries. No social or political or religious lines of division. No myths of 

meritocracy where few are considered deserving and most are not.  

And such a world, Jesus reminds us, the very kin-dom of God, begins within us. Each of 

us. Such a world can ONLY come—WILL only come—through our own collective 

making.  

Trusting that weeping may linger for the night, but joy will come with the morning. 

Trusting that the way things are, in our lives and in the world, is not static; that we are 

not stuck—even if and when it feels that way. Trusting in the divine possibility and Easter 

promise of new life where and when we least expect it. Where it feels LEAST possible. 

Even where and when we aren’t looking for it, aware of our need for it. 

And so let us end, and pray, as we began: 

God, whom we know at least in part through Jesus,  

God in Christ, Source of living water,  

We thirst for what we don’t really know or understand, 

Too often we don’t even know that we are thirsty, 

Too often we hunger not knowing that we are filling ourselves with emptiness and 

hollowness. 

Too often we deny our need, 

And wrap ourselves in layers of self-deception. 

You come to us and challenge us with your confronting truth, 

Of our need for healing and reconciliation, 

For transformation and renewal, 

For new life 

Teach us how to worship in Spirit and in truth, 

Letting go the facade of piety, 

Turning from our habit of religion, 

Into mission and service, 
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Inviting others into relationship, 

With you and others, 

That open us to hunger for love and life which opens eternity, 

For you are the one. 

So come and meet us when we least expect it, 

and burst the bubble of our impoverished complacency. 

Thus, we pray. 

May it be so. 


