
The Well is Deep - John 4: 5-42 - 3/15/20 – Jodee Kirchner 
 
My water jar was empty.  I knew I had to go to make the trip to the village well to 
refill my water vessel.  I dread this trip.  The stares, the whispers, gossiping, 
pointing fingers.  Shunned by the other women. 
 
I've been pushed into thorn bushes, tripped, taunted and once, even spat upon!  I 
wished I could be invisible. 
 
Why?  What did I do to deserve such treatment?  The fact that I'm from Samaria - 
yes, I am a Samaritan – half-breed, less than, unworthy, in their minds.  Those 
pious Jews. 
 
And, it is true, I've been married more than once, OK, five times, and now living 
with a man who is not my husband.  I am ashamed.  It seems that I am desperate 
to find love, but I make bad decisions and unwise judgements over and over 
again. 
 
Maybe I deserve the way they treat me. 
 
So, I planned the trip to the well at a time least likely to encounter the hate. 
Midday, the sun is directly overhead, the heat is suffocating.  I've discovered this 
is the best time to sneak to the well, fill my water jar and return home.  The 
townspeople are rarely out in the miserable heat. 
 
I'm almost to the well, and, I see a man.  My heart sinks, he looks like a Jew.  For 
years, my people have been oppressed by the Jews, plagued by discrimination 
and violence.  I don’t trust this man. 
 
I tell myself, just fill the jar and go home.  Quickly! 
 
Hmm.  He seemed different.  He looked tired, weary from the brutal heat.  I dared 
not to make eye contact.  He sat beside the well and can you believe this - he 
started to talk to me!  I remember such a kind voice, "Can you share a drink?"  I 
was surprised by his kindness.  I thought to myself, “He is boldly breaking Jewish 
taboos, seemingly on purpose. 
 



I told him that in case he hadn't noticed, I was a Samaritan and a woman.  Jews do 
not talk to Samaritans; want nothing to do with Samaritans.  And besides, he had 
nothing to draw water from the well. 
And the well is deep. 
 
Then he said something strange - (I thought he was touched with heat stroke). He 
told me he could give me living water and that I would never be thirsty again. 
 
This did not make sense.  How could the water from this well, this well from the 
time of Jacob, this well that has been life-sustaining for us, how could the water 
offered by the Jewish traveler quench a thirst for ever?  He could tell I was 
confused and astonished. So I challenged him, “Sir, give me this water that I may 
drink it and never thirst again and never have to return to this well.” 
 
Then, he really got my attention.  He knew of my reputation, that I was married 
and divorced many times.  He could see the hurt that I tried to bury deep within 
my soul.   
 
 He explained that he offered LIVING WATER, the truth, the life, the way.  The 
spring of eternal life.  Living water to quench a thirsty, broken soul. 
 
I told him that he seemed like a prophet and that one day, I knew the Messiah will 
come and he will make everything clear. 
 
He stood up, this traveling foreigner, outstretched his arms and said, "Woman, 
woman, I Am He!" 
 
At that moment, I knew.  I knew that I had been talking with the Son of God. 
I hurried back to my village, and shared all that had just happened. 
"He knew all about me.  Come and see him, listen to him.  This is the Christ." 
My people did go to him, urged him to stay. 
Once the Samaritans heard for themselves, they knew He was the Savior of the 
World. 
 
My life was changed.  Eternal life from a loving and forgiving God.  I found a voice 
and learned to love myself. 
 



Not long after I met the Son of God, I learned that he had haters, too.  Many 
people turned against him and he was crucified.  The Lamb of God died for us, our 
sins are forgiven so that we might have eternal life. 
 
The Well is Deep. 
 
Jesus breaks open boundaries in his conversation with the Samaritan woman: 
boundary between male and female; boundary between ‘chosen people’ and 
‘rejected people’.  Jesus’ journey to Samaria and his conversation with the woman 
demonstrate that the grace of God that he offers is available to all.  No 
boundaries. 
 
Jew, Christian, Muslim, Hispanic, Indian, Asian, Black, White, Gay, Transgender, 
Mental Illness, Alcoholic, Addict, Homeless, Convict, add to the list - ALL are 
children of God; All are loved by God without exception.  He meets us where we 
are and He loves us until we can love ourselves.  He thirsts for a relationship with 
us and an opportunity to fill our spiritual well. 
 
Do we need to dig deep into our individual wells, our spiritual wells, and find if 
there are barriers or excuses that could be preventing us from a richer 
relationship with God?   A more gratifying and fulfilling relationship with others?  
Do we need to mend fences?  Be aware of internal biases?  Be more accepting, 
loving, inviting and engaging in the communities around us?  Can we ask 
ourselves, "Can I do better"?   
For me, I know that God wants me to do better. 
 
Mother Teresa said, “Not all of us can do great things.  But we can do small things 
with great love.” 
 
Amen 


