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“What are you thirsting for?” 
 
Our journey today begins in the Wilderness of Sin – and it’s plain to see what they were 
thirsting for. 
The people of Israel had a legitimate complaint.  They were not camels with a built in 
hump compartment to carry water.  There is only so much desert plodding a body can 
endure before that body begins to break down from lack of water.  Fatigue, 
lightheadedness, confusion, loss of focus, trouble speaking, fainting – these are the 
signs of dehydration.  It’s the parched throat, tongue thick and swollen - sticking to the 
roof of the mouth, the skin on the lips rough and cracked, waves of heat rolling off the 
body that leave one spent.  At some point, even the beads of sweat dry up and cease 
trickling down the back and dripping from the brow.  They can survive only a few days 
without water.  Will they? 
 
At least in Egypt the water flowed freely in endless supply.  They slaved like dogs, 
toiling as Pharaoh’s puppets, mere property to him, but they did not in slavery face the 
fear of not knowing when and where the next drink would come. 
 
They keep watch - especially over the young ones and the older ones - for signs of 
dehydration.  The chains of slavery were shattered as they left Egypt behind, but here in 
the wilderness, will they be robbed of life, drop by precious drop – suffering death by 
thirst?  It was too horrible to consider. 
 
“Is God with us or not?” they complained to Moses.  They were not at all sure God was 
dependable or cared.  Would God really be there for them? Could God be counted on, 
even when they saw no promising resources, no oasis in sight, not even a little trickle?  
Will God provide what they must have to survive?   
 
We learn the answer to that question in today’s reading from Exodus.  As you leave 
today, take time to look at the stained glass window in the rear of the church.  It is the 
depiction of God’s providing what they need to live. 
 

“What are you thirsting for?” 
 
The next stop on today’s journey is Jacob’s well in Samaria.  This is a foreign and 
unwelcoming place for Jesus.  Here he is the foreigner, the outsider. 
 
Hot and exhausted, this solitary Jewish man leans against the cool stone of the ancient 
well.  A Samaritan woman has come alone in the scorching heat of the noonday sun.  
She lowers the rope down, down, down until she hears the bucket “plop” on the water’s 
surface, lowering it so she can fill her jar to the brim with fresh water.  This is why she 
came.  It’s why she came every day.  To get water. 
 



“Give me a drink”.  He breaks so many rules with that request.  A man speaking to a 
woman.  A Jewish foreigner striking up a conversation with a Samaritan native.  They 
worship at different holy sites.  And there is that long-held enmity between their people. 
But thirst will do it, you know, drive you in desperation to some wild and extreme 
thought or action.  Thirst will make you desperate, so desperate that you toss out the 
rules to get what you need.  Or to offer what you can, because thirst wears many faces. 
 
“He sure presumes a lot”, harrumphs the woman to herself.  What was he thinking?  He 
is empty handed, didn’t even bring a bucket.”   
But he is the one who starts the conversation.  Simply, humbly, vulnerably he asks for 
her help, her compassion, her hospitality to a stranger by offering a drink.  She looks at 
him cautiously, sideways, not directly in the eye. 
 
This is a holy opening moment, come clothed in an unusual request.  The living waters 
of the Spirit begin to stir.  “If you knew who asks you for a drink, you would be asking 
me for living water.” 
 
Puzzled and intrigued she is.  “But you didn’t even bring a bucket with you.  This is a 
deep well.  Where do you expect to find this living water?” 
“I have a living water source you don’t yet know about.  Gushing springs of water that 
well up and last forever.” 
 
It’s sounding more and more attractive to her by the second.  “Sir, give me this water.  
What sweet relief to never have to come back here, day after blessed day, hauling and 
sweating and struggling to draw water.” 
 
The living water of the Spirit begins to trickle down now, with the tiniest gurgle when 
Jesus says, “Go get your husband and come back.” 
Another holy opening, and with authentic courage the woman walks through it, hearing 
the truth he speaks in response to her tale of having no husband.  She does not want to 
hear it, wants to disown the difficult and painful story of her past relationships.  Jesus 
makes no comment about sin or needing to repent.  He utters no judgment or 
condemnation of her.  He sees her, respects her, gives her the space to sit for a 
moment with her truth, the truth she barely speaks of to anyone.  She guards the pain.  
It is well hidden, tucked deep down, far away and out of sight. There are wounds in the 
heart that hurt too much to look at. Life has been hard, lonely, heartbreaking.  And she 
is a bit defensive. 
 
She can’t put her finger on it, but there is something special about this man.  She 
compliments him, calling him a prophet after he reveals to her, as if holding up a mirror 
for her to see in it her own life.  Sudden panic at being so exposed grips her, shame 
wells up, seizes her and her face flushes red, and without even thinking, she changes 
the subject, veers off to talk about something safer, though no less provocative.  
Religion.  
 



Patient and persistent, Jesus tells her this isn’t about religion.  It’s about the true and 
living Spirit of God, bringing abundant life, quenching that deep down thirst for 
connection, for intimacy, for love. 
 
The holy opening is now stretching deeper and wider within the woman as they talk 
religion.  The living water of the Spirit is rippling more strongly now, bubbling to the 
surface as if from some deep underground spring.  The topic turns to the One who is to 
come, the Messiah, for whom she says she and her people are waiting. 
 
“I am he, “Jesus says.  I AM. 
 
I AM the God of creation and all beginnings.  I AM the God of Abraham, Isaac, Jacob 
and Joseph.  I AM the holy One who blazed forth, calling to Moses from the burning 
bush.  I AM the one come down from heaven to tabernacle with humanity in the flesh.  I 
AM the One who sees you, knows all about you, and loves you as you are – deeply, 
completely.  I AM the home of the living waters of God’s Spirit. 
 
The woman is so excited, with the living water now about to gush up inside her, she 
runs back to town leaving her water jar sitting by the well.  “Come and see a man who 
told me everything I have ever done.  He knows all about me and loves me anyway.  He 
understands my broken spirit, my pain.  He has met me where I am.  Shown me dignity. 
He makes me feel cherished.  Visible.  He draws me to the love I long for.  I think he’s 
the One, the Messiah. The Savior. “ 
 
 
“What are YOU thirsting for?” 
 
We continue our Lenten pilgrimage journeying with Jesus.  We are the seekers, the 
ones who inhabit the current scene of this ages old love affair between God and God’s 
people.  Lent is the season for letting go of those things that do not satisfy our thirst, 
things that prevent our experiencing God’s love in its life-giving fullness.  When we let 
go, the living waters of the Spirit rush in.  The cleansing, refreshing, sustaining waters 
that quench our deepest thirst, meet our heart’s deepest desire. 
 
Maybe you’ve noticed some of the signs of a dehydrated spirit in yourself or in this 
Trinity community.  A spirit that is dehydrated, not regularly fed by the springs of living 
water of the Spirit might look: 

 Shriveled up, drawn in tight and closed, self-preoccupied 

 Listless and limp 

 Bitter and brittle 

 Prickly and preening 

 Dull and downcast 

 A small and incomplete version of the real robust you God intends you to be 
 
Lent is the time for returning to that deep well of the Spirit to drink deeply.  To be 
restored, renewed, and reinvigorated in our relationship with God. 



 
What have you come here thirsting for?  Hope.  Strength.  Healing. Forgiveness.    
Relief from worry and anxiousness. Peace. A glimpse of God’s kingdom here and now, 
in the midst of the mess and mayhem of this world?  Or maybe you’ve come knowing 
only that you are thirsting, but you don’t know what you need.  That’s okay.  God knows 
what we need even when we don’t. 
 
The good news is that the living water Jesus offered the Samaritan woman pours forth 
each time we turn toward God.  The life-giving water flows every time we greet Christ in 
our neighbor.  Those waters ripple out when, with authentic courage and courageous 
authenticity we speak up and act for justice.  Every single time we gather to share Holy 
Eucharist, to celebrate and give thanks for the real presence of Christ in bread and 
wine, and alive in each of us, those mighty waters roll and tumble over us, drenching us 
in love and goodness and joy. 
 
Jesus invites all of us.  “Come to the waters.  I know you are thirsty.  You won’t be 
denied.  There is no need to leave today still thirsting.” 
 
For our tears, our healing, our need to be restored and forgiven, our yearning to know 
and be known by God – for this Jesus lived, died, and rose again.  The water flowed 
from his pierced side.  Come, drink deeply of this water, this everflowing fountain of 
grace.  Come friends, drink and live. 
 
Amen. 
 

 

 

 

 

 


