
                       SERMON “JESUS’ GIFT OF LIVING WATER” 

                      (John 4:5-42 Preached at MPC on March 19th, 2017) 

In today’s gospel text from John, a woman comes to the village well at high noon to 

draw water.  The other women come early in the morning or late in the afternoon.  The 

village well is a gathering place for everyone-the village equivalent of the office water 

cooler.  It's a place to gather and chat and pass the time. 

The water that the women draw is precious, but the conversation is precious too.  These 

women lead a hard life—work, work, and more work!  There's little idleness in a peasant 

woman's life—and too few pleasures.  But nobody can begrudge them their few minutes 

at the well.  While one woman drops her bucket down the deep well, the other women 

wait their turn and catch up with the village news. 

But this particular woman comes at noon—when the well is deserted, or almost so.  The 

hot midday sun makes her uncomfortable, but less uncomfortable than she would be at 

the morning gathering.  By coming at noon, she doesn't have to stand in line.  Neither 

does she have to hear the other women's chatter—or see their disapproving glances.   

She is a Samaritan woman— in that day and time, Jews had no dealings with 

Samaritans.  The rift between Jews and Samaritans was deep seated in history.  The 

Assyrians defeated Samaria and took many Samaritans into captivity.  Those remaining 

in Samaria intermarried with non-Jewish people, compromising their ethnic identity.  

The Bible does not mention this woman’s name.  In the previous chapter 3 from last 

week, we have a story with contrasting elements.  In John 3, we know Nicodemus' name 

and his position in the community.  We know that he is a Pharisee—an important man. 

 It is natural, of course, that we should know an important man's name.  But this is a 

peasant woman—a woman without friends even among other peasant woman—and she 

remains nameless. 

But on this day the woman finds a man at the well—a traveler—a stranger.  His presence 

spoils her solitude and give her pause—Even worse when the stranger asks her for a 

drink.  The request might seem natural enough, except that a man in that time and place 

would never speak to a woman in public—unless he was looking for more than a drink of 



water.  She didn't have time for this.  She asked, "How is it that you, a Jew, ask a drink of 

me, a woman of Samaria?"  Good question!  Jews didn't talk to Samaritans and men  

didn't talk to women. 

But Jesus responds curiously.  He says: "If you knew the gift of God, and who it is who 

says to you, 'Give me a drink,' you would have asked him, and he would have given you 

living water." Living water!  That's a phrase we can understand in two ways.  For one 

thing, it means running water.  For those of us who get our water from a faucet, it is 

hard to imagine the appeal of that kind of living water.  For people in primitive times 

and places, water often came from a cistern, an underground basin filled by rain during 

the wet season.  In the dry season, it kept you alive—but it wasn't wonderful water.  It 

was flat.  With a bit of bad luck, it would even be stagnant. 

Our Early Hawaiians considered water not only as a natural resource used to feed their 

taro fields, but also as something much more valuable. It is no coincidence that the 

native Hawaiians placed a high value on this precious resource— it was so precious, in 

fact, that the very word for goods, property, assets, valuables, value, worth, wealth, 

importance, benefit, and estate in Hawaiian is "waiwai" meaning lots of water. The root 

word for waiwai is “wai”, which means specifically fresh, drinking water—the kind of 

water that is necessary to sustain life— water for the growing of crops and sustenance 

for man and beast. 

So, living water, the “wai”, is the kind of water that you get from a mountain stream. 

 Living water comes from melting snow high in the mountains or the “ua” the rain that 

falls over our islands.  As the water spills across the rocks of the streambed, it is 

refreshed and purified over and over again.  If you have ever camped near a mountain 

stream, you know about living water.  Even those of us who have indoor plumbing can 

understand the appeal of living water. 

But Jesus wasn't talking about mountain streams.  He was talking about something even 

more wonderful.  His words bring to mind some of the beautiful images in the Jewish 

scriptures.  The Psalmist says, "(The Lord) is my shepherd.  I shall lack nothing.  He 

makes me lie down in green pastures.  He leads me beside still waters.  He restores my 

soul" (Psalm 23:1-3).  The Psalmist also says, "As the deer pants for the water brooks, so 

my soul pants after you, God" (Psalm 42:1). 



When you read those passages, do you think that the Psalmist is speaking only about 

two atoms of hydrogen bonded with one atom of oxygen—or is he talking about 

something greater?  Something deeper?  As wonderful as ordinary water can be when we 

are thirsty, the Psalmist uses these lovely images to talk about something even more 

satisfying.  "He leads me beside still waters.  He restores my soul."  When Jesus speaks 

of living water, he is speaking of something that goes beyond the mere slaking of our 

thirst.  He is speaking of something that restores our souls—he is speaking of Himself, 

the restorer and redeemer—the living water! 

The woman at the well needed that living water, didn't she!  The water that she drew 

from the well was satisfying her physical thirst—it kept her alive.  But she had a deeper 

thirst that could not be satisfied by ordinary drinking water.  She was lonely— she was 

shunned and rejected—she could not find friendship at Jacob's well.  She wanted 

nothing more than a man whom she could love and who loved her— but her men were 

transient—they kept moving on, so she kept moving on—and so the other women in the 

village thought badly of her—and she had begun to think that maybe they were right in 

their bad opinion. 

Deep inside, she was as parched as bleached bones on a desert.  She longed for a bit of 

human kindness as a thirsty person longs for a sip of water.  Her heart and her soul 

cried out for love—for God—but she knew herself to be unworthy—undeserving. She had 

food to eat and water to drink and a roof over her head, but those did not even begin to 

touch her deepest needs. 

Have you ever felt like that?  Have you ever felt lonely?  Unloved?  Have you ever felt a 

sense of deep longing—a longing that brings tears to your eyes and pain to your heart? 

 Have you ever felt desperately needy without having the foggiest idea where to turn? 

 Have you ever just gone through the motions day by day—gathering water from the well

—putting food on the table—eating to work and working to eat?  Have you ever seen life 

stretching out in front of you as an endless ocean with no end—no joy! 

This woman had felt all those things, but Jesus gave her living water.  He restored her 

soul.  He knew exactly who she was and he welcomed her presence.  He welcomed her, 

not for what she could give him but for what he could give her.  



It is interesting to note that Jesus shared with this marginal woman—this unpopular 

Samaritan woman with no name—Jesus shared with her his deepest secret.  He told her 

that he was the Messiah.  He had not revealed that to anyone—not even to that 

important teacher and Pharisee Nicodemus—not even to his own disciples up to this 

point.  The Savior who comes seeking and saving the lost finds this lost woman. Because 

he is the Messiah, he has power to save her—and so he sets about the task of restoring 

her soul. And it works!  She leaves her water jar at the well so that she can hurry back to 

town.  She tells the people, "Come and see," and they come.  Let me say that once more, 

because it is so surprising.  They come!  They have never listened to her before.  They 

have tried not even to speak to or acknowledge her.  They have never followed her.  But 

this time, they listen.  At the direction of this no-name woman, they come to see Jesus. 

They come because she tells them that this stranger knows the deepest secrets of her 

heart—can he be the messiah?  They come because, for the first time, this woman holds 

in her hands something precious—something that they want and need.  They come 

because Jesus has touched her life in a way that makes her whole again—she is not just a 

fallen woman—not just a woman who has had five husbands—not just a woman sleeping 

around—but a real person—a person who hopes and shares the same hopes—who feels 

the same joys and sorrows—a woman struggling with life just as they struggle. 

As Betty shared her testimony as one of the Ten Brave Christians, we also must witness 

and share our experiences and tell others of Jesus’ gift of living water.  Not too long ago 

before Showers of Blessings closed, I was there witnessing to a young man and his wife 

about this precious gift of living water.  The husband shared with me they were trying to 

have a baby for quite some time but were unsuccessful.  We prayed and I asked Jesus to 

grant their request for a baby if this was part of God’s will.  One Sunday morning 

recently, the young man came in before worship and showed me his wife’s ultra sound 

picture—it showed the heartbeat of new life alive and kicking!   

The people from that village came on that day because Jesus had touched the life of this 

Samaritan woman—Jesus gave her the gift of living water that gushes up to eternal life—

and in so doing Jesus restored her soul. What Jesus did for this woman, what he did for 

that young couple, he does for us.  At our baptism, he gives us the Spirit—God’s Holy 

Spirit. It is this Spirit that is the living water gushing up inside us to eternal life. 



Sometimes we who have this spring of living water inside us go through life ignoring and 

forgetting the gift—living as if we were ordinary people.   Sometimes we go through life 

looking for all the world like unredeemed people—eating to work and working to eat.  

Sometimes we go through life as thirsty as if we were stranded in the middle of a dry 

arid desert, desperate and hopeless.   But all the time there it is within us this living 

water—this spring of water gushing up to eternal life—this Spirit of God who restores 

our soul.   

Friends, we have only to slow down—to re-focus—to sit quietly in the presence of the 

Spirit of God.  We have only to give our headaches and our heartaches to the Spirit—to 

place ourselves into the Spirit's keeping—to ask for the Spirit's guidance—to follow the 

Spirit's direction and leading.  We must never lose sight of Jesus’ gift of living water—we 

must press on as brave Christians—to prepare our lives to receive from God the great 

strength and power available through our worship—our prayer life—our service to God 

and our neighbor, and our witness and testimony.  Then and only then, we will begin to 

feel the living water seeping back into all those dry places. God will indeed refresh, 

renew, and restore our souls!  Amen!   


