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Part of the series, Questions that Lead to Life 
  

“Whoever drinks the water I give them will never thirst,” said Jesus. Right after asking for a drink. This is curious: 
a promise of water that always quenches from one who was thirsty.  
 

Jesus had need just like anyone else. A drink of water on a hot day is as basic a need as you get. Which makes 
Jesus a lot like us. Or us a lot like Jesus. We both human, after all, and lots of our need is pretty simple. To have work to 
do. People around us. To eat––we have a dishtowel that says, “I’m sorry for what I said when I was hungry.”  

 
John tells about a woman who came to faith because of what Jesus said when he was thirsty. It matters how the 

conversation began: not with Jesus telling the woman he had the answers but by coming to her with a question. With his 
need.  

 
Do you ever feel like sharing your need isn’t easy to do?  

 
 In ninth grade, I don’t know how many weeks it took to find the courage to tell my parents I couldn’t see the 
board in geometry. I know. Saying you can’t see the board might not seem a courageous act. But ninth graders aren’t 
always inclined to open up. At least this ninth grader wasn’t. And it wasn’t just in ninth grade. In something like 5th grade, 
I slid into a nail on a board that was second base at my friend’s house. I didn’t tell anyone because I was embarrassed to 
be hurt. So now I’ve got a really nice scar.  
 

We’ve all got scars, and not just from nails and not just on the outside. Some of the riskiest hurts to share can be 
the ones about how the happenings of life have hurt us on the inside.  
 

Anyway, my parents got me an optometrist appointment and soon I walked through the mall with a new pair of 
glasses. It was like entering another world. The neon was sharp, not fuzzy. Faces were crisp. I could read the sign for The 
Gap from fifty yards away! Outside, I could see leaves on the trees. The optometrist didn’t know how I survived so long 
without glasses. We can live so long with our struggles before we own them and open up. 

 
Jesus was traveling through Samaria and the midday sun felt like someone opened the oven. He slumped by a well 

as a woman came to draw water. Half a glance would have Jesus something was up. She was alone. No one else in the 
town of Sychar went to the water well at noon. Who wanted to lug a water jug back out in the blazing sun? And besides, 
drawing water wasn’t just about drawing water. Maybe like how watching the Super Bowl isn’t just about watching 
football.  

 
People, mostly women, hung out at the water well, catching up on the latest with Rebekah’s kids, how Deborah’s 

mom was doing, wondering how long before newly married Leah would say she was pregnant. The well was for gossip, 
heart to hearts, and opening up, and along the way, drawing the water. It was a place where the women in town could see 
each other and be seen. 

 
A woman at the well in the heat of the day didn’t want to be seen. Maybe didn’t want to suffer the quick looks 

away. Or exclusion from conversations. Or to wonder if the women looked back walking home because they were talking 
about her. Better just not to be seen, and chances were no one would be at the well at high noon. 

 
Except there was this man slumped by the well, asking for a drink. Which she acknowledged was odd. “You’re a 

Jew,” she said looking at how Jesus dressed, and maybe how he spoke, “and I’m a Samaritan woman. How can you ask 
me for a drink?” John quickly says, so he’s sure we know, that Jews don’t associate with Samaritans. The blood had been 
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bad, even shed between, for hundreds of years. The woman assumes Jesus must see her. And maybe she looks at Jesus 
making assumptions of her own. 

 
But in John’s Gospel Jesus keeps looking under the surface. Like how, in our story last week, old Nicodemus came 

to Jesus at night because he didn’t want to be seen with him. But Jesus saw Nicodemus brought more than questions about the 
kind of teacher Jesus was. He saw Nicodemus bringing a life that somehow needed to come into to life all over again the 
way only God can do. Which was something like what Jesus saw in this woman at the well.  

 
It might makes us wonder what Jesus sees when he looks deep down into us? 
 
“If you knew God’s gift,” he said to the woman, “and who it is that asks you for a drink, you’d have asked him and 

he’d have given you living water.” On the surface, the woman was looking for one kind of water, the only she’d ever 
drawn. But underneath, she was looking for a gift for a thirst that can’t be quenched by lowering a bucket with rope. 

 
Underneath any avoidance we have, or just reluctance, to really be seen by others, there’s longing for a gift that 

only God can give. It’s just to be known, and known by more than just the external stats of our lives. Our apparent 
successes, failures, victories, struggles. To be known by a measure that’s more than the sum of what we’ve done, what 
we’ve failed to do, or what’s been done to us. 

 
Conversation continued and Jesus named some of the stats of this woman’s life. She’d had five husbands and the 

man she was currently with living wasn’t her husband. Bible readers can go kind of crazy speculating on the backstory of 
the woman’s five husbands. Had she cheated on all her husbands and had been five times divorced? Or had she had 
terrible luck and had five husbands who had died. Or was she the victim of abuse, stuck in a terrible pattern.  

 
But really, do we have to know? The long and short is the woman had lived a tragic and difficult life. Husband 

times five equaled hope turned to heartbreak and disappointment all over again. And again. And again. And this made it 
hard to be real with anyone, perhaps including herself. Hence drawing water alone at the well. 

 
It just happens in life that there are times when it’s hard to be real with others, including ourselves. Maybe it’s 

when a spouse dies. Or a diagnosis comes. Or a job goes away. A struggle shows up at your doorstep of your heart 
unannounced, and when it comes inside something inside, something within says, I can’t face people right now. Perhaps 
because being seen might lead to difficult honesty about what you were living through.  

 
But if we’ve been in that place, did we also somehow long to know we weren’t living through whatever it was on 

our own? God knows we can be so conflicted in our vulnerable places. 
 
Researcher Brené Brown has given a TED Talk called the power of vulnerability. If you’ve seen it, you’ve heard 

how her research on how to live a more wholehearted life led to her own breakdown. Which she says her therapist called a 
“spiritual awakening.” That is what Jesus does with us––he takes our breakdowns and turns them into spiritual 
awakenings. 

 
So, Brené went to a therapist who said, “What’s going on?” And Brené said, “Here's the thing, I'm 

struggling.” And the therapist said, "What's the struggle?" And she said, "Well, I have a vulnerability issue. And I know 
that vulnerability is the core of shame and fear and our struggle for worthiness, but it appears that it’s also the birthplace of 
joy, of creativity, of belonging, of love. And I think I have a problem, and I need some help.”  

 
And then she said, “But here's the thing: no family stuff, no childhood [junk]. I just need some strategies.” 
 
“And then therapist goes like this.” (knowing nod…) 
 
And Brené said, “It’s bad, right?”  
 
And the therapist said, “It’s neither good nor bad.”  
 
And Brené said, “Oh my God, this is going to suck.” 
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Which might have been what the Samaritan woman thought when a Jewish man at the well knew about her 
husbands. Do we ever think it’ll be more painful for some truth to come out than to keep it to ourselves? Pretend like even 
God doesn’t know. Like if you dared to acknowledge you don’t have it all together. Or you were brave enough to tell 
someone you love you’ve been hurt. Or found the boldness to say what your dreams really are.  

 
But when the story of the husbands came up, all exposed under the light of the noonday sun, this amazing thing 

happened. The woman found Jesus looking on the truth of her life without judgment or blame. He didn’t give a word of 
advice. He didn’t give a single strategy for fixing her problem. He just saw her. Saw her as someone who was there and 
worthy of a gift. 
 
 Which brings us back to where we started, and how the Christ who comes offering the gift of God’s life in ours––
he comes to us thirsty. Vulnerable. This is John is telling us Jesus is God coming to us with all defenses down. Jesus is God 
out in the open with nothing to hide. Jesus is God down on our level getting completely real with us. Jesus is God 
completely vulnerable. Did God come this way because God dropping his own defenses for us would be the only way we 
would ever drop ours? 

 
When said, “Whoever drinks the water I give them will never thirst. Indeed, the water I give…will become in 

them a spring of water welling up to eternal life,” the woman said, “Give me this water so that I won’t get thirsty and have 
to keep coming back here to draw water.” She was trying to employ Jesus in her strategy for avoiding her struggles. 

 
But the conversation continued, and she came to see Jesus as more than a man seeking a drink, or offering an out 

for having to deal with the stuff of her life.  
 
She said, “I know that Messiah is coming. When he comes he will explain everything to us.” Isn’t that how it can 

be. We think that what we want is explanations for why life has gone as it has. But that’s not what we finally want. We 
want to know there’s life within us that can sustain and enliven us in ways we could never explain. 

 
When the woman mentioned the Messiah, Jesus said, “I, the one speaking to you––I am he.” And right then, 

some spring within her must have gushed up, because the next thing, she put down her still empty water jar and ran back 
to town. Ran back to all the people she’d been avoiding, saying, “Come, see a man that told me everything I’d done.”  

 
Which sound likes a strange profession of faith from woman who’d seemed to set on avoiding what people knew of 

her life. But maybe trust in a Savior who knows our whole life and will give us his own without any blame or judgment is 
the kind of faith we most want to have. Because then we could really live with God without fear. We could dare to be 
honest with ourselves, learn to love ourselves, and really be changed by God from the spring of God’s life gushing up 
within ours.  
 

Which brings us to the Lord’s Table where we drink the cup that’s a sign of God’s vulnerability. God’s Son so 
exposed to the world that naked and bleeding he dies on the cross where according to John some of his very last words 
were, “I thirst.”  
 

Could it be that Jesus’ thirst and ours are the same? That he would be the Savior whose life wells up from the 
ground of our honest need. Salvation, after all, isn’t only about knowing God. It’s about being known by God, and not 
wanting to run away. Salvation is about rejoicing that the God who knows everything about us is the one who gave 
everything for us, to be the spring of love and grace and acceptance that’s enough to quench and renew us forever. Amen. 

 


