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4 Now he had to go through Samaria. 5 So he came to a town in Samaria called Sychar, near the 
plot of ground Jacob had given to his son Joseph. 6 Jacob’s well was there, and Jesus, tired as he 
was from the journey, sat down by the well. It was about noon. 

7 When a Samaritan woman came to draw water, Jesus said to her, “Will you give me a 
drink?” 8 (His disciples had gone into the town to buy food.) 

9 The Samaritan woman said to him, “You are a Jew and I am a Samaritan woman. How can you 
ask me for a drink?” (For Jews do not associate with Samaritans.[a]) 

10 Jesus answered her, “If you knew the gift of God and who it is that asks you for a drink, you 
would have asked him and he would have given you living water.” 

11 “Sir,” the woman said, “you have nothing to draw with and the well is deep. Where can you 
get this living water? 12 Are you greater than our father Jacob, who gave us the well and drank 
from it himself, as did also his sons and his livestock?” 

13 Jesus answered, “Everyone who drinks this water will be thirsty again, 14 but whoever drinks 
the water I give them will never thirst. Indeed, the water I give them will become in them a 
spring of water welling up to eternal life.” 

15 The woman said to him, “Sir, give me this water so that I won’t get thirsty and have to keep 
coming here to draw water.” 

16 He told her, “Go, call your husband and come back.” 

17 “I have no husband,” she replied. 

Jesus said to her, “You are right when you say you have no husband. 18 The fact is, you have had 
five husbands, and the man you now have is not your husband. What you have just said is quite 
true.” 

19 “Sir,” the woman said, “I can see that you are a prophet. 20 Our ancestors worshiped on this 
mountain, but you Jews claim that the place where we must worship is in Jerusalem.” 

21 “Woman,” Jesus replied, “believe me, a time is coming when you will worship the Father 
neither on this mountain nor in Jerusalem. 22 You Samaritans worship what you do not know; we 
worship what we do know, for salvation is from the Jews. 23 Yet a time is coming and has now 
come when the true worshipers will worship the Father in the Spirit and in truth, for they are the 
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kind of worshipers the Father seeks. 24 God is spirit, and his worshipers must worship in the Spirit 
and in truth.” 

25 The woman said, “I know that Messiah” (called Christ) “is coming. When he comes, he will 
explain everything to us.” 

26 Then Jesus declared, “I, the one speaking to you—I am he.” (John 4:4-26) 

“Us and them. And in the end we’re only ordinary men.” 

It’s a line from one of my favorite songs of all time from one of my favorite bands of all time, 
Pink Floyd. When I was in high school, we had clearly defined social groups. There was clearly 
an “us and them” component to it. Did your high school have the same? The names are 
outdated and are really from another era. I remember that we had the jocks, the preps, the 
nerds, and the hoods. I was unpopular enough in high school that, at least for a time, I wasn’t 
even in a group with a name. Then I started playing in a band and started hanging out with “the 
hoods”. I never knew why they were called this until later on…I always thought it had to do with 
the fact that they always seems to wear hoodies. The whole social thing in high school was 
confusing and hard to navigate for me until I had found my people. And it was funny because I 
didn’t do any of the bad stuff that was associated with this group, but I dressed the part with 
my rock group T shirts, ripped jeans and earrings. Except for the earrings, my wardrobe hasn’t 
changed much I must admit. When I’m not in the office or preaching, you can usually find me 
out and about in a Led Zeppelin t shirt and jeans, which may or may not be ripped. But I always 
thought it was funny how students got into these little groups that we called cliques. Again, if 
this wasn’t your experience in high school, that’s probably for the best. But my point in sharing 
this with you is that there were clearly understood lines about who you associated with and 
what it meant. Rarely did someone cross from one group into another.  

As I grew up I saw how ridiculous the whole thing was, but as I’ve gotten older, I’ve realized 
that we never really grow out of our tribal nature. Maybe we play better with others than we 
did when we were kids, or at least tolerate them, but we like people who are like us. And that 
can mean a variety of different things, but mostly it seems we like people who think like us. And 
that looks different for different people, but it still seems to be true.  

When I read a story like the woman at the well, I wonder if high school was teaching me more 
than I knew at the time. Because it really is a classic high school clique story, a story of a woman 
who isn’t hanging out with the cool kids because of what she’s done and because of who she is.  

The story begins with what might, on the surface, be considered as a benign phrase: “Now he 
had to go through Samaria”, but which is anything but. 

Have you ever disliked someone so much that, if you were walking down the sidewalk and they 
were coming your way, that you’d purposely move to the other side of the street just to avoid 
them? Have you ever disliked a state so much that you purposely drove around it to get to your 



destination? Seems a little extreme, I suppose. Samaria was and is in the middle of Israel, 
bordered by Judea to the south and Galilee to the north. We know from some historical 
accounts that a lot of Jewish people would travel around Samaria to get from Judea to Galilee 
and vice versa instead of walking through it because of their disdain for Samaritans, even 
though their beliefs were similar.  

The Samaritans were half-Jew, half-Gentile. The race came about after the Assyrian captivity of 
the northern kingdom of Israel in 721 B.C. Certain people from the nation of Israel stayed 
behind. These people intermarried with the Assyrians producing the Samaritans. We know from 
verse 9 in this passage that it was well known that Jews did not associate with Samaritans, and 
it was primarily because of religious and ethnic differences.  

So the woman at the well right away had at least one strike against her from a Jewish 
perspective. And yet, Jesus decides to strike up a conversation with her. It’s no great news flash 
to say that we are divided as a country. It’s true that there have always been divisions, and 
some have been greater than what we are experiencing now. But I can’t remember a time, at 
least in my lifetime, that things have become so divisive. We read stories like the woman at the 
well and think, “well, of course he would talk to her. He’s Jesus, and he doesn’t draw lines 
about who he talks to or how he thinks of people.” Because Jesus knew something that we 
often forget, and that’s that we’re all in the same sinking boat of sin. Regardless of gender, 
race, sexual orientation or identity, socioeconomic status…you name the classification, our sin 
condition is the great equalizer. It means that none of us is better than anyone else. We all 
need the cross, and the victory that Jesus claimed over death. You see, Jesus didn’t ignore this 
woman or shut her down when she started talking. He engaged her and shared the news of 
eternal living water. Imagine if our political or philosophical or religious conversations went this 
way. Imagine if our family arguments went this way. Imagine if our discussions with our 
children or parents went this way. He says, “yeah…you’re a Samaritan…or, yeah, you’re gay…or, 
yeah, you’re a wayward child who’s left the faith…or, yeah, you’re on this side or that 
politically...but regardless of where you’re at, or whether or not we agree, let me tell you about 
this living water you can drink where you’ll never thirst again.”  

Notice that Jesus doesn’t take a side about so many things that we find ways to take sides on. 
We often say that we need to take a stand on this or that issue. But when Jesus takes a stand, it 
always seems to be against religious leaders who are abusing their power. It’s never against 
Rome. It’s never against people who aren’t like him. He doesn’t cancel people. And this is quite 
an anomaly. And it’s also not the end of the story. Because not only does Jesus talk to the 
Samaritan woman, who really has two strikes against her because of the societal constructs of 
the time, being a Samaritan and a woman, but he draws out her past and is matter of fact about 
it. Where’s your husband? I don’t have one. I’m living with a man right now, but I’ve had five 
husbands in the past. Jesus, of course, already knows this. But he doesn’t seem to be all that 
preoccupied with her relational past. He mentions it, acknowledges it, as if to say, “this is not 
great, but…” then moves on to the important stuff.  



We know, from understanding cultural and historical traditions of that time, that women 
typically drew water in groups in the morning, and it was often a social occasion. The fact that 
she was drawing water alone, at midday, indicates she was a social outcast, most likely because 
of her past. She wouldn’t have been allowed to draw water in the morning, in the cool of the 
day. She’s getting her water when it’s hot, when it’s hard, when the undesirables get their 
water. The matter at hand is this living water. And he knows that she needs it. 

What is it really that divides us? As Christians, we should ideally be united behind Christ and 
him crucified. This is our identity. And yet we’ve also decided at times to wrap up our identity in 
other ideologies and mix them together, so that we water down our Christianity and our 
commitment to Biblical truth. What if the matter at hand for all of us, and I certainly include 
myself in this, was living, eternal water, the kind where you’ll never thirst again? What if, 
instead of putting our defenses up and building walls between us and them, as Pink Floyd sang, 
we said, “Yes, we’re different. We don’t think the same, we don’t see the world the same, 
we’re not from the same neighborhoods or backgrounds…but I have this living water, and far 
more important than any difference we might have, I want you to have it. It supersedes all this 
other stuff, all this stuff that separates.”  

If Jesus didn’t draw dividing lines between kinds of people, if he talked to all kinds of people, 
and invited any and all kinds of people to drink the living water of Gospel, why wouldn’t we 
want to do that as well? Remember when I said that in high school, rarely did someone cross 
from one group to another? One of the things I absolutely love about Jesus is not only does he 
let people cross over, he removes the labels entirely. That’s why, when Paul says in Galatians 3 
that there is no Jew or Gentile, male or female, slave or free, it’s revolutionary. Think about the 
implications of that in culture then and now. Think about how we draw lines and define 
ourselves and others, and then think about how Jesus has shattered all of that.  

It bears saying that Jesus explicitly says who he is to this woman. He doesn’t always do that. 
Jesus reveals himself to those who are willing to see him, those who are humble, those who are 
willing to find him when they seek him with all their heart. I think about this story a lot precisely 
because, when I get a little full of myself, I wonder if I’m really humbled enough to seek him 
with all my heart.  

I once had a pastor share a story about a new call that he had recently joined. He was relatively 
young at the time, and didn’t know a lot about the church. In his first meeting with the church 
leadership, they wanted him to know that he was free to baptize anyone who came to be 
baptized, but that, if they were black, they were to attend the church down the street. When 
he told me this story, I was shocked. I was only in my second ministry at the time, and still had 
some of that youthful idealism about the church as a whole. But what I’ve realized since then is 
that, while we may not but up barriers regarding race, there’s a whole other list of barriers that 
we as the church have either been tempted to put up or are known to have put up.  

So my question is this: how many barriers would you put up for a person crawling in the desert 
thirsting for a drink? What kind of hoops would you make this person crawl through before 



they would be considered worthy enough to drink? Knowing most of you, my guess is that you 
wouldn’t want to put up any barriers to someone who really needed a drink of water. But when 
it comes to the Gospel, I believe there is a temptation to put up barriers so that people love 
Jesus the way we love Jesus. I think about this a lot in my own personal life, and I have to admit 
that I’ve placed barriers to the Gospel where there should have been none. And I feel convicted 
regarding that, because there aren’t any. You come to Jesus as you are, and he washes you 
clean with his blood. I hope I never place another barrier in front of someone, and say, “Jesus 
loves you and…” and then add something to the Gospel that has never been there.  

Notice one final thing about this story. Jesus said that the true worshipers will worship the 
Father in the Spirit and in truth. They won’t worship because they’re Jewish. They won’t 
worship because they’re Samaritan. They won’t worship because they’re good enough or clean 
enough. They’ll worship, whoever they are, wherever they are, in spirit and in truth. Their 
lineage, their pedigree…it won’t matter. Because they’re worship won’t be contingent on who 
they are, but on whose they are.  

I want us to remember, maybe even reclaim, this idea that we are water givers in a thirsty 
world. People aren’t thirsty for our opinions or our movements or our predilections or 
preferences or assumptions about them. Those things won’t save them anyway. Most of them 
don’t even know that they’re thirsty. What they need is living water and the hope that comes 
with it. And we are in the business of giving that water freely. Amen.  

 

 

 

 


