
 
  

 

 If you want to experience living water, you could do worse than going to Montreat, 

the Presbyterian retreat and conference center in the western North Carolina mountains. 

Kim and I have been many times, and some of the most memorable and relaxing were 

when we were in proximity to living water. 

 

 I remember one year in the Spring we stayed in a cabin that sat on the side of a hill, 

large wooden stilt-like columns holding it precariously over the steep incline. Running 

right underneath the house, between the columns, was a stream of living water, which is 

to say moving water. Throughout the day we could see and hear the water running 

beneath us. But night-time was the most meaningful. With the bedroom windows open, 

the sound of the waters rocked us to sleep.  

 

 “If you knew who it was who was standing in front of you, you would ask him, and 

he would give you living water.”  

 

 Living water, water that is moving, rolling down a mountain, dancing among the 

stones, clear and cold and fresh – this is the image Jesus invites us to consider today, this 

is the image of what it means to be caught up in the movement of the Spirit, these living 

waters that accompany us through our days and nights. 

 

 I don’t know about you, but I’ve been thirsty lately. So many things I, we, take for 

granted are now called into question. It is not just the cancellation of sports tournaments 

and concerts, the emptying out of restaurants and theaters, but what it represents. The 

very thing we long for in times of trouble – human connection, communities where we 

can support one another, the healing balm of a shared meal, a hug, dancing and singing at 

a concert – all these things are now discouraged. 

 

 Let’s face it, the church doesn’t do “social distancing” well, and as I heard 

someone say the other day, thank God for that. It is not in our nature to move away from 

one another, to stand and wave or put our hand over our heart when someone who is part 

of our community is hurting. And at this very time when so many are anxious and afraid 
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and uncertain of what the next days and weeks will be like, everything in us wants to 

draw close, embrace, share the bread and wine, dip our hands together in baptismal 

waters, and be the church, the Body of Christ, incarnated, in and for the world, together. 

We don’t do social distancing well. Thank God for that. But now, for the good of the 

community and neighbors near and far, we must do exactly that. 

 

 And so today this ancient story meets us on a very different day of worship with a 

striking tableau – a Samaritan woman, alone at the well, carrying her water jar at high 

noon. Women in those days traveled to the well for water early in the morning and in the 

early evening, when it was cool. They traveled together, in community with one another. 

This woman, alone, at noon, is isolated. The well, in the middle of the wilderness, in the 

heat of day, and this lone figure, lowering her bucket, alone. 

 

 We can, can we not, on this day, understand something of what she feels like, 

coming to the well alone. And certainly, those among us who have already been touched 

by this virus, who are sick, and those who grieve beloved ones who have died, they know 

something of this woman now.  

 

 She is met in her isolation by one who comes offering something more than the 

still water in the well., speaking to her of a spring of water gushing up to eternal life. 

Eternal life in John always means more than life after death, but abundant life, authentic 

and true life, the life of love and grace, here and now.   

 

She, rather than being a passive bystander, challenges Jesus at every turn, has a 

genuine curiosity, and coaxes from him a fundamental truth of life with Christ: the place 

where we worship is not as important as the fact of worship. 

 

 The time is come when true worshippers worship God not in spirit and in truth. No 

time has those words been as important for us to hear than right now. We worship in 

spirit and in truth, which is to say according to God’s own character. God is not located 

on a mountain – not Sinai, not Gerizim, not even Montreat, hard as that is to believe. 

Christ’s presence is not confined to a sanctuary, even one as beautiful as this. The Spirit 

does not practice social distancing, but even now binds us close together in our common 

worship. Look deep within, church, and see that living water gushing up in you, see and 

feel the life of love that Christ calls from you and me in this hour. 

 

I already see all the ways the water is flowing, in your love and concern for one 

another, in the ways you’ve been asking how we can stay connected, how we can 

continue to serve our community, how we can combat this isolation with the love and 

justice of Jesus Christ. I’ve seen the Session of this congregation exercise thoughtful, 



engaged, and compassionate leadership. And I’ve watched this incredible staff team draw 

even closer together in unity of purpose, including making this service happen today. 

 

Friends, we are not alone. Christ meets us at the well, offers us living, moving, 

transforming water. Now is the time to turn to one another in love, now is the time to find 

new ways to grow in love with one another. Now is the time to find creative ways to 

reach out to our isolated world. I know we are up to the call, because we are born out of 

these baptismal waters. Listen for them during your day. Pay attention to them in the 

night. They flow into and out of you, even now. May it be so. Amen. 

 

 


