
The Third Sunday of Lent: The Samaritan Woman 

St. John’s Gospel: 4:5-42 

In the 1960s, songwriter Paul Simon wrote words and music to a song entitled, “I am a rock.” Among 

the words are these, “I've built walls. A fortress deep and mighty; that none may penetrate. I have no need of 

friendship; friendship causes pain. It's laughter and it's loving I disdain. I am a rock; I am an island. Don't talk of 

love, but I've heard the words before; It's sleeping in my memory. I won't disturb the slumber of feelings that 

have died. If I never loved I never would have cried.” 

The lyrics obviously represent someone deeply wounded and hurt by life, perhaps someone betrayed 

by someone else, perhaps someone responsible for much of the mess of their own life. Perhaps someone like 

the Samaritan woman coming to the well. She comes at noon expecting to be alone. Her life is not only a 

mess, but an open book for all to read. Everyone in her village would know her story and have told and retold 

it a thousand times again, whether to her face or behind her back. 

Other women drew water in the coolness of morning or evening, but she comes at noon when the sun 

is high and hot. She avoids gathering with other women or perhaps they shun her. In any event, she considers 

herself safer when alone, perhaps escaping the sly remarks, the innuendos, the whispers accompanied by 

glances and giggles. 

But she does not live in complete despair. For also in her heart by her own words, “I know that the 

Messiah is coming, the one called the Christ. When he comes, he will tell us everything.” But would that one 

cinder of dying flame of hope have any significance for her? What could the Messiah possibly tell her that 

could move her life in another direction? 

When she approaches the well, and her eyes first catch glance of Jesus, her wounded heart must surely 

have hardened even more in fear. No longer alone, she must share the well with not only someone else, but a 

man, and not just a man, but a Jewish man. Women were considered the inferior gender across the region, so 

surely this man must hold her as inferior. She must share the well with someone from a race and religion that 

held her in contempt simply because of her ethnic background and her religious beliefs. 

After an exchange of her testy defensiveness and sarcasm, Jesus cuts to the chase by requesting, “Go 

call your husband.” This brings her home to her own heart, her own story, the walls of hard rock come 

tumbling down. “I have no husband,” she replies. “You are right,” Jesus responds, “For you have had five 

husbands and the one you have now is not your husband. What you have said is true.” Could she have ever 

imagined that the Messiah would move her life in other directions by telling her own story? 

She returns to the village of Sychar, and even the townspeople notice something has happened, 

something quite extraordinary. Now she tells them, “Come see the man who told me everything I ever did.” 

Well, they liked reminding her of everything she ever did and she avoided them because of it. Now, she wants 

them to meet someone else who told her the same story, but different. She heard the same story from Jesus, 

but not with the ridicule, not with the rejection, not with the shame, not the same repeating message “Your 

life is a mess. It is all your fault. Your life will never amount to anything.”  



No, the story was the same but the storyteller was different. He wasn’t repulsed by her life story, nor 

was he angry for the life she had led. Rather, she sensed compassion for her life’s mess, mercy for her 

wounded heart, and even more extraordinarily love for who she really is regardless of what she had done.  

Something new has happened in her life, a new beginning marked by words of encounter that shatter 

cultural customs regarding gender, ethnicity and religion to make a new beginning for all humanity. Just as 

Moses drew water from the hard rock at the Lord’s command, so Jesus drew waters of life from the “hard as 

rock” heart of the Samaritan woman. 

Her hope has not disappointed her. “I know the Messiah is coming, when he comes, he will tell us 

everything.”, and now her hope becomes truth in the encounter with this man Jesus. Now her life moves in 

entirely new directions. No longer isolated from the people of her village, she becomes their evangelizer. 

Telling the story of her encounter with Jesus brings the whole town to the well to meet him. No longer a 

source of shame or scandal, she is responsible for connecting them to the Messiah, the Savior of the world. 

Hope remained alive in her heart, “I know that the Messiah is coming…” St. Paul, “We boast in hope of 

the glory of God. And hope does not disappoint, because the love of God has been poured into our hearts 

through the Holy Spirit.” This is what she now experiences. The water she was seeking now pours through her 

once hardened heart.  

Have we met the Samaritan woman? Do we recognize her? Is she or he someone close to us? Does she 

represent someone in our family, our neighborhood, our workplace or circle of social acquaintances?  Has this 

person suffered from out jokes, or whispers accompanied by glances and giggles? What does the Samaritan 

woman’s story encountering Jesus tell us about the power of compassion, mercy and acceptance? What 

potential do they have to be evangelizers if they know their story can be told and welcomed? 

During Holy Week, the Lectionary will include several passages from the Prophet Isaiah known as “The 

Servant Song”. These passages present the perfect servant of God for Israel. One of my favorite passages in 

those Songs is, “The bruised reed he will not break and the smoldering wick he will not quench.” Every bruised 

reed and every smoldering wick is a story thirsting to be told. They are stories waiting for someone to receive 

with care. Every bruised reed and every smoldering wick holds hope deep inside their heart. A hope that 

begins with, “I know the Messiah is coming…” 

 
 
 
 


