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Sermon for March 12, 2023—“Come and See A Man…” 
Third Sunday of Lent, Year A—Texts: John 4:1-30, 39-42 

I live in Sychar, you also probably know it as the city of Shechem, in Samaria. I don’t 

really live in Sychar, but just outside of town. Jacob’s well is about a mile from Sychar, 

and I probably live closer to the well than the town square. You can actually see the well 

from my doorway. 

One day, about lunchtime, I saw a group of men walking toward the well. I could tell they 

were Jews even at a distance. They looked like they’d come a long way, probably taking 

the shortcut back to Galilee from Jerusalem. 

Most Jews crossed the Jordan and traveled around Samaria, so Sychar wasn’t really “on 

the way” between Jerusalem and Galilee unless you were trying to avoid the crowds on the 

roads. I could tell that they didn’t have anything with them to draw water. They probably 

had no idea how deep the well was.  

Anyway, I picked up a water jar and headed toward the well. If I hurried I could get there 

first, leave the jar for them, and be out of the way before they got there. But I wasn’t fast 

enough. By the time I got to the well, only one man was there. I guess the others had headed 

into town to buy food. I lowered my eyes, and started to draw some water.  

Out of the blue the man spoke directly to me! This was unheard of! I could tell he was a 

Jew, and Jews don’t speak to Samaritans, certainly not if they can help it. Not only am I a 

Samaritan, I’m a Samaritan woman. No self-respecting Jew would speak to a Samaritan 

woman. But he did. 

“Give me a drink,” he said. I asked him, “How is it that you—a Jew ask a drink of me, a 

woman of Samaria?” It was risky answering him that way, but he had spoken first, and he 

did speak kindly, so I took a chance. 

He said, “If you knew the gift of God and who it is that is saying to you, ‘Give me a drink, 

you would have asked him, and he would have given you living water.” 

Well, that explained it. This Jew was apparently a crazy man. No wonder he had no trouble 

speaking to a double outcast like me. He was probably an outcast himself. But I decided to 

humor him. 

“Sir, you have no bucket, and the well is deep. Where do you get that living water? Are 

you greater than our ancestor Jacob who gave us the well, and with his sons, and his flocks 

drank from it?” 

He said, “Everyone who drinks of this water will be thirsty again, but those who drink of 

the water that I will give them will never be thirsty. The water that I will give will become 

in them a spring of water gushing up to eternal life.” 

Right—I thought. He’s definitely crazy, but probably harmless. And yet, there was 

something about him. So, I said to him, “Sir, give me this water, so that I may never be 

thirsty, or have to keep coming here to draw water.”  

That’s when the joking and the banter stopped. He looked me right in the eye and said, 

“Go, call your husband and come back.” Maybe he realized he’d overstepped some 

boundaries. To continue this conversation a male relative really should be present.  
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But he had raised a question that I was embarrassed to answer, so I told him the simplest 

truth: “I have no husband.” I thought that would end the conversation. But then he said, 

“You are right in saying, ‘I have no husband,’ for you have had five husbands, and the one 

you have now is not your husband. What you have said is true!” How could he possibly 

know that? 

Now, you’re probably thinking that I’m someone who goes through men the way water 

goes through a strainer. You might think that I’m an adulteress, or a prostitute. Some do. 

But you’d be wrong. If I had committed adultery or prostitution, I’d have been stoned to 

death for it.  

You don’t know me. You don’t know my story. You don’t know if my five husbands died, 

or divorced me because I burned the evening meal, or left because I couldn’t bear him 

children. For all you know, the man I am with now could be my brother-in-law who took 

me into his household after my last husband died according to the levirate law. He would 

only be fulfilling his brotherly duty, and wouldn’t consider me his own wife, but his 

brother’s. 

You don’t know my story, but this man did! Maybe he wasn’t crazy after all. Maybe he 

was a man of God. So I tested this idea. I said, “Sir, I see that you are a prophet. Answer 

me this: Our ancestors worshiped on this mountain, but you Jews say that the place where 

people must worship is in Jerusalem.” 

He answered, “Woman, believe me the hour is coming when you will worship the Father 

neither on this mountain, nor in Jerusalem. You worship what you do not know, we worship 

what we know for salvation is from the Jews. “But the hour is coming and is now here 

when the true worshipers will worship the Father in spirit and truth; for the Father seeks 

such as these to worship him. God is spirit, and those who worship him must worship in 

spirit and truth.” 

He’d lost me somewhere after “…salvation is from the Jews.” I didn’t understand what he 

said about worshiping in spirit and truth. Maybe he was just crazy after all. But something 

in me really wanted to hear more. I couldn’t put my finger on the feeling at that moment, 

but now I know what it was. Hope was starting to wake up in me and, at the same time, I 

was afraid of that hope being dashed.  

We Samaritans have lived with disappointment for a long time. Better to lower my 

expectations. Better to not get my hopes up. “I know that Messiah is coming,” I said. 

“When he comes he will teach us everything.” Then he said something I’ll never forget, “I 

who speak to you am he.” 

I saw the others coming back from the village, but I couldn’t wait for them to get to the 

well. I left my water jar for them, and I ran into town as fast as I could. You see, it was on 

the way back to town that I realized that I’d already decided to trust this man.  

His friends called him Jesus. This Jesus, he never asked me to repent of any sin, 

something—I learned later—he would ask of many others who’d met him. He never asked 

anything of me, except to give him a drink, something I certainly was able to do. But once 

he told me who he was my life changed in that instant. As I ran into Sychar to tell the 

others, still not completely believing that I’d met the One, the Messiah. I was already being 

transformed  into someone new, someone different. As I told my neighbors, “Come and 

see a man who told me everything I have ever done,” I was still in shock. 
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This man couldn’t be the Messiah, could he? And yet, the very act of calling the others to 

come meet him was forming my faith in this man, the Son of God. The Messiah. Was this 

what he meant by being filled with Living Water? How could I not share that with everyone 

I knew? So, I went to the town square, and shouted to all my neighbors, “Come and see a 

man who told me everything I’ve ever done! You don’t think that this could be the Messiah, 

do you?”  

Come and see! And they came. They all came. They left their lunches, their work, whatever 

they were doing, and the whole town came out to the well to see this man, this Jesus. Many 

of them believed in him because of what I had told them. 

As we gathered around the well he taught us about the Kingdom of God. And he told us 

that we could be part of that Kingdom, even though we were Samaritans! We asked him to 

stay with us, and he did. Jesus and his followers stayed two more days. Many more people 

came to believe in him because of his teaching. After he and his students had headed back 

to Galilee, some of the people from the village stopped by my house and said, “It’s no 

longer because of what you said that we believe, for we have heard for ourselves, and we 

know that this is truly the Savior of the world.” 

Friends, just as surely as Jesus knew everything I’d ever done, he knows you. But take 

heart. No secret is too terrible. No sin is too dark for him to wash clean with living, life-

giving water. 

There was so much of my life of which I was ashamed; so much I wanted to forget, and 

discard forever. But that didn’t matter to Jesus. And in the years that followed, I found that 

all I’d wanted to leave in the past was redeemed made new. I was able to learn from that, 

move on from that, forgive myself for that. It enabled me to help others do the same. That’s 

what faith does. That’s what the love of Jesus, the Christ, does.  

Friends, we can, and do, lose our souls. We lose them whenever we no longer see the 

connection between who we are, and the love that longs to enfold us in its embrace. Sin 

happens when we begin to believe the lie that God doesn’t love us. When we believe 

ourselves unlovable, unworthy of being loved by anyone, including God. Jesus helped both 

me and my people re-establish that deep connection between ourselves and God, that place 

where forgiveness and healing are found.   

And here is the thing: We don’t know Jesus, so much as he knows us. He demonstrates his 

love by naming our failures, and yet offering us living water to satisfy our souls. 

Experiencing this love frees us to begin to see him as he is, and to look at ourselves in 

entirely new ways, to see ourselves as he sees us!  

So, it’s time for you to stop carrying that heavy jar, filled with things that cannot—and will 

not—satisfy the longing of your soul. It’s time for you to put your jar down at Jesus’ feet, 

to learn who he is, and who you truly are, to see yourself as he sees you. Let him look you 

in the eye as he tells you everything you’ve ever done, and shows you who you are, and 

who he is calling you to be! 

Thanks be to God. Amen and amen. 

 


