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It was an ordinary day. 

Another hot, dusty afternoon. 

As usual, I took my water jar and headed to Jacob’s well outside the 

village, to draw water. 

Alone. The other women always went together to draw in the morning or 

evening. I was not welcome among them. And to go by myself was only 

safe in the brightest, hottest part of the day. So I went. 

 

I suppose, by that point, I didn’t much mind anymore. I had grown used to 

the solitary journey. I could ignore the heat, the dust, the brightness, even 

without the comforting chatter of the other women. I walked almost without 

thought. 

 

Which is why I was so startled to see someone sitting on the well. A man. 

What on earth was he doing here, in the gathering place of women? When 



I opened my mouth to ask him, he turned toward me and I could see at 

once that he was a Jew. A Samaritan-hating, holier-than-thou Jew! 

 

I thought about turning around and going back to town. But my own 

stubbornness kept me there. It was a Samaritan well and he had no 

business even being there. Why should I interrupt my life for someone who 

couldn’t even touch me without “contaminating” himself? 

 

In the short moment I hesitated, the man said, “Give me a drink.” 

 

I couldn’t believe my ears. Maybe the heat had addled his brain. Jewish 

men don’t speak to women in public—not even their wives! And on top of 

that, who doesn’t know it’s forbidden for Jews and Samaritans to share 

utensils? Was he making fun of me? “How can a Jew ask a Samaritan for a 

drink?” I reproached him. 

 

I must have made my point, because he didn’t ask again. Instead he said, 

“If you knew the gift of God, and if you knew who you were talking to, you 

would have asked me for a drink and I would have given you living water.” 

 



Living water? What was that supposed to mean? Who did this man think he 

was? “You don’t even have a jar,” I pointed out, and added, “Are you 

greater than Jacob who gave us this well and drank from it himself?” 

 

The man’s face held a look of benign patience. Was he patronizing me 

now? I wasn’t sure anymore. But I wanted to know what he would say. He 

gestured to Jacob’s well and said, “Whoever drinks this water will become 

thirsty again. But whoever drinks the water I give will never thirst. The water 

I give will become a fountain of water inside him, springing up into 

everlasting life.” 

 

I was not sure what he meant. But I understood thirst. And the well was a 

long walk from the village. I said, “Sir, give me this water so that I may 

never thirst.” 

 

Funny—he had begun by asking me for water and now here I was asking 

him for water. This total stranger, this Jew, unaccountably sitting and my 

well. What was going on here that I was failing to understand? 

 



In response to my request he said, “Go, call your husband, and come 

here.” 

 

I felt a stab of disappointment. Even shame. It looked as if I would not be 

getting this water after all. I heard myself admit that I had no husband. 

 

“That is the truth,” he answered quietly. “You have already had five 

husbands and the man you live with now is not your husband.” 

 

What? This man knew my own mind! Surely he was a prophet! What was 

his purpose here? Was he challenging my faith? My beliefs? I felt my 

defenses rising again. I pointed out that my ancestors had worshipped on 

this mountain and I would, too, no matter how much the Jews argued that 

the only proper place to worship was Jerusalem. I couldn’t understand why 

this prophet had chosen to pick a fight with a Samaritan woman in the 

middle of nowhere. 

 

But he was not harsh in his reply. Just matter-of-fact. He told me that the 

time would come when God would not be worshipped on this mountain OR 



Jerusalem, but that salvation was from the Jews, since they knew what it 

was they worshipped. 

 

And then he said, “The hour is coming, and now is, when the true 

worshippers will worship the Father in spirit and truth.” 

 

And now is? 

 

Was he saying what I thought he was saying? Surely he wasn’t just talking 

about the correct place to worship God. I wanted to understand him. 

Suddenly, I needed to understand him. “Sir,” I said, “I know the messiah is 

coming. When he comes, he will proclaim all things to us.” 

 

He did not smile. He did not patronize. He did not avert his eyes. He simply 

said, quietly, “I am He.” 

 

My heart dropped into my stomach as understanding hit me at last: ‘This is 

no mere prophet. This is the Messiah—the Christ. And I am looking into his 

eyes and discussing with him. I am He. I Am. 

 



‘He knows my story. He knows my hurt. He knows all that I have ever done. 

 

‘Yet he offers his water. Living water. And I know—oh, I know!—I have met 

God.’ 

 

Before I could respond—how could I possibly have come up with the 

proper response for the Messiah—more Jewish men arrived at the well—

his companions? I could feel them staring at me, wondering what the 

Messiah was doing consorting with me. But He paid them no mind, and 

only looked at me kindly. 

 

Speechless, I turned and ran for home. I didn’t even think to take my jar—

my whole purpose for going to the well in the first place. I just ran. I ran and 

told everyone who would listen, and even those who wouldn’t. I told them 

how he knew me, knew everything. And I asked them, “Can this be the 

Messiah?” I hardly dared to believe it, even having seen for myself. 

 

The others went to meet him at the well, to see for themselves, and asked 

him to stay. He remained with us two days and in that time the others, too, 

believed. 



 

I will not forget that day. That miraculous day that began like any other. 

That day I went to draw water from the well and received the gift of living 

water. 

 

Oh my God, my God, my thirst is quenched! 


