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It was always about the well.  From the time she could walk she remembered going to 

the well with her mother.  Every morning, before it was too hot, one could watch the 

women of the village making their way to the clean cold water.  And how excited she 

was when she was finally big enough to carry the water jar past the houses and down 

the road that led to Jacob’s well.  And the day came when she could go alone – when 

she could linger with the other women of the village – listen to the gossip, the latest 

news, the best recipe. When she was tall and strong enough to carry the water jug 

both empty and filled to the very top – now that was a special day.  When she was 

much younger just thinking about going to the well made her smile.  There was a time 

when that feeling of excitement to hear the village’s latest news tickled her stomach as 

she made her way closer and closer to the women at the well.  But that was a very long 

time ago. That was before life turned out so very differently from what she had hoped. 

John tells us that the woman at the well had 5 husbands.  And that has led many to 

believe she was a prostitute.  And more than a few sermons have called her much 

worse. But as one commentator wrote:  there is not one thing in the passage that 

makes this an obvious interpretation. She very easily could have been widowed or have 

been abandoned or divorced. She could now be living with someone upon whom she 

was dependent, or be in what’s called a Levirate marriage (where a childless woman is 

married to her deceased husband’s brother in order to produce an heir yet is not always 

technically considered the brother’s wife). Let us not forget that women were 

considered property – like a cow, a chicken, or a shovel.  And cows chickens and 

shovels don’t have choices.  Let us also remember that Elizabeth Taylor had 7 husbands 

and though we shook our heads – we probably figured she was easily bored, fickle, a 

gold-digger, or just silly. 

So my vision is that as we read this story we may want to re-imagine it; or jettison our 

old thinking and recognize that perhaps this is not a scandalous woman, but a woman 

who up to this point has led a sad, heart-breaking, tragic life.  She may be a woman 

broken by the kind of life none of us could imagine. 

And so these days…the Samaritan woman dreads going to the well.  While the other 

women’s voices can be heard making their way to the well in the early morning, this 

woman remains behind closed doors.  She waits until no one is there – around noon, 



when it is hot and the dust is suspended in the air, and the sun is directly overhead, 

and the birds get quiet in the heat.  Head down she makes her way as discreetly as 

possible so as not to rouse attention, in the hopes that today she won’t hear them 

laughing from behind their own doors, that nasty laugh, or mocking…in the hopes that 

she won’t feel their stares boring holes into her. Quickly, to the well to get the day’s 

water, and just as quickly make a way back home. 

But not on that day.  On that day a stranger spoke to her – a man no less – which 

everyone knew was unacceptable behavior in that culture, and in her situation would 

only raise the town’s eyebrows that much higher.  On that day the stranger had the 

nerve to ask her for a drink of water. On that day she was told about a different kind of 

water – a living water…and about never being thirsty again…and how she – the 

humiliated woman with a reputation – could become a spring of water that wells a 

person up to eternal life.  On that day she called him a prophet and begged for the 

water that this strange man promised her.  On that day she no longer cared about what 

the townspeople said about her – she had found something…or perhaps that something 

had searched and found her – whatever it was it was strong and true -and gave her the 

courage to go into the town and announce that she had just spent the most amazing 

moments with yet another man – and that it was quite possible that this man-- was the 

Christ. 

Every time I read this passage, my eyes are always drawn to one simple sentence.  So 

the woman left her water jar.   

Seminary taught me the importance of looking beyond our assumptions when reading 

scripture and it taught me to look for detail – so that you might find something that 

perhaps you would overlook because you think you are so familiar with the story.  And 

so I question why would John bother to tell us that she left her water jar?  Why bother 

with the detail? Unless John was telling us something very important?  Carrying that 

water jar to the well every day was a necessity – there was no way she could skip a day 

or refuse to go.  But unlike the joy she felt as a younger woman every time she 

grabbed up that jar and happily entered into the welcoming circle of women at the 

village well – now that water jar held nothing but scorn and sadness, embarrassment 

and exclusion. So much so, that she waited until they were all gone – until the heat of 

the day beat down – until she could be alone.  But carry that jar she did – and it had 

become a burden.  It was a constant reminder of her status, her circumstances and lost 

hope of anything getting any better.   

But she met this man who knew everything about her, and still spoke to her.  A man 

who broke every cultural rule about men and women not speaking to one another in 



public – who told her wonderful things about spirit and truth, about being a gift of God, 

and about a living water that insures that a person will never thirst again.  And when 

she spoke to him about the Messiah, this man told her something he didn’t even tell his 

own disciples, Jesus said to her, I who speak to you am he.   

And with that we read that one simple sentence:  So the woman left her water jar.   

There are as many water jars in this sanctuary as there are people.  And all of them 

jam packed with all that past stuff we – won’t for whatever reason –  let go. Water jars 

that we are unable to leave at the spot where we meet Jesus. 

We have met the Christ – we have known him for a whole lot longer than the woman at 

the well.  It is time – it is well past time that we leave our water jars behind.’ 

 


