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        And then there were those who did not come to church, but not by their choice.  It 
was the choice of those around them who did not want them in church.  
        For one person, their ‘lifestyle’ and racism disqualified them.  For another, a health 
challenge meant folks did not want to be close enough to be touched.  Both were 
judged.  Both were judged to be unacceptable.  And both had a very personal relationship 
with Jesus.  The synagogue did not want them, but Jesus did.  (You will find their stories in 
John 4:1-42 and Luke 8:42-48.  Take a bit of time to read them before going further.)     
        We know of the first one because of a drink of water.  Walking a dusty road all 
morning builds a thirst, and Jesus had one.  So, he stopped at a well to get a 
drink.  Seems like an ordinary thing to do.  Thirsty, find some water. 

But the situation was far from ordinary.  Jesus should not have been there.  He 
should have taken the long way around.  Where he ended up, by the well for a drink, was 
in a part of the country folks just didn’t go.  And if they had to, the less they had to do 
with folks living there the better.    

The Samaritans were judged as ‘less-than’.  They were tainted; unclean.  But Jesus 
was far from ordinary.  The disciples probably thought he wanted to get where he was 
going quicker. But they were wrong.  Jesus had a relationship to work on. He had walls to 
break down.    

It was a noon break, and the disciples went looking for lunch.  Going off to find 
some food, they left Jesus, sitting by the well looking for a drink, he could have got for 
himself.  

But he didn’t.  The question is why?  The answer has everything to do with who 
Jesus was and is.  He had a relationship to build and walls of prejudice to break down. He 
wanted to talk with a specific person, face-to-face.  So, he was sitting beside the well and 
a Samaritan woman came to get water.  Jesus asked her for a drink.  And that prompted 
this fascinating conversation. 

You’re asking me for a drink?  You should have nothing to do with me.”  She 
knew the rules.  
        “Truth is you should be asking me for the drink.  If you knew the gift God has sent 
that’s what you would do.  You would ask me for living water.”  

“Look at you.  You have nothing to get water with. Where are you doing to get it, 
this living water?”  She wasn’t shy it seems.  

“It’s like this.  Drinking of this well will help for a bit, but we would get thirsty 
again in a while.  But the water I have to give will be like a spring inside that is water 
24/7.”  



“Give me some of that”, was the response from the woman.  We never know her 
name. She is just the woman at the well.  “Give me some of that so I don’t have to come 
and go here to get water”.  A bit cheeky, I think. “So, show me. Put up or shut up.” 

“Get your husband and come back.”  An odd thing to say.  
“Haven’t got one.” 

“That’s right.  You’ve had 5 and the man you are with now you are not married 
to.” 

Jesus was someone just wandering through, looking for a drink.  How could he 
know so much about her?  He was not from the village.  He had not been there long 
enough to hear any gossip.  She was the first person from there Jesus met. 

Startled, she brought up a massive gap between her and Jesus.  It was religion.  “If 
you know that you must be a prophet, but we have really big differences in our religions. 
We don’t mix with you and you with us.” 

And that is where Jesus wanted the conversation to go.  “The time is coming 
when religion will not matter.  We will worship God in Spirit and truth and it will not 
matter in which city or which hill.”  

Wanting the conversation to come to an end, the woman played her top 
card.  “The Messiah is coming, and He will explain it all.  I don’t understand you, but the 
Messiah is coming and then it will be clear enough.” 

“It’s clear enough now.  I am the Messiah.” 

And that was the point of it all.  A woman from a different ethnic group, one that 
was looked down on. A woman whose lifestyle was very raw – not the kind we would 
want for a Sunday School teacher or church musician.  This woman, a Samaritan, became 
a missionary.  She went to the village and told the story a whole bunch of people 
believed.  All because Jesus asked for a drink and had a conversation with someone.  

The second story is also about a woman.  Jesus was in a crowd that was crushing 
him.  In that crowd was a woman who had been ill for 12 years.  She had been bleeding – 
for what reason we don’t know but imagine how she felt.  A constant loss of blood, likely 
anemic, just plain worn out.  She had tried all the healers, but no one could help.  

She was not supposed to touch anyone.  If she did, they were unclean because of 
her medical condition.  To touch Jesus was a huge risk, but she thought if she was just 
part of a big crowd, who would notice if she touched just the hem of his robe.  

Was she ever wrong!  The moment she touched the hem, Jesus stopped.  He 
noticed.  “Who touched me?” 

The disciples were perplexed.  “Everyone is, it’s a crowd.” 

“Not me.”  Pointing fingers everywhere but themselves, no one wanted to be 
blamed for the touch. 

But there was a touch.  Jesus felt the power of healing flowing to 
someone.  Realizing she was found out, risking the woman fell at his feet.  She was 
terrified.  But she did not let her fear stop her.  She knew the moment she touched the 
hem of his robe she had been healed and she told the story.  



Another missionary.  That’s all missionaries are – folks who tell the story of 
Jesus.  Two women who braved the challenges of condemnation, racism, and 
bigotry.  Two women who found out from personal experience Jesus was different.  We 
don’t know any more of their stories, but what we know is enough.  Jesus noticed, and 
they shared the story.  Jesus noticed and it made all the difference.  

  
Feet-in-the-Dirt 

  
        I wonder what the two women felt at Easter.  Could they have been part of the 
group of women who were present?  Probably not.  But maybe.  We don’t know.  It 
doesn’t matter.  They had had a personal encounter with Jesus and from that they knew 
they were as important to Jesus as anyone else.  

Two women.  One unclean by birth.  Bigotry and racism said she was not worth as 
much as others who had different birth circumstances.  A woman who survived by 
marrying 5 men and living with a 6th.  Another whom religion said was unclean because 
of a physical condition.  A woman who suffered from chronic illness and isolation.  
        Neither of these women were welcome in the church.  It was the synagogue in 
those days.  Neither was welcome.  Except they were.  They were welcomed into the 
Kingdom by Jesus himself.  
        We are called to be the church of Jesus Christ in 2021.  Do we do what Jesus 
did?  When someone shares with us their mental or emotional health challenges, do we 
distance ourselves?  When someone lives with their partner, do we welcome them as 
Jesus did?  If a person is in the bar and drinks too much, do we welcome them?  More to 
the point, do we go into their homes and visit?  Jesus did.     
        For each of us, consider folks that make us seriously uncomfortable.  Think of 
people we don’t want our children associating with.  Think of those whom we judge as 
‘less-than’ me.  

I called grown men houseboys as a child.  White missionaries were ‘uncle’ or ‘aunt’ 
but the black man working in our home was a ‘boy’ even if he was older than the white 
folks. Each day I wake up and have to deal with that.  By the grace of God.  

By the grace of God.  We have all heard that expression.  And it is true.  By the 
grace of God things can be different.  The question is do we extend that grace to others 
in the same way Jesus does to us?  Because when we do the face of Jesus shines. 

And when we don’t folks walk away wanting nothing to do with Jesus, because the 
Jesus they saw in us had little to do with grace and love.  

To all those folks who are judged by the color of their skin or their ethnic 
background, I hope you see Jesus in the church.  To all those folks who have been 
through multiple relationships or are not in healthy ones right now, I hope you see Jesus 
in the church.  To folks who suffer with depression or anxiety – I hope you can share 
with Jesus followers and see Jesus in that sharing.    

Because with Jesus it is not you and us.  There is no you and us, no separation.  It 
is just us, together, in the name of Christ.  If that is our goal.  If that is the way we live 



our faith, the church matters.  But if it isn’t, will cease to matter.  That is the challenge in 
front of us.  

But let’s not be pessimistic.  Jesus worked miracles and he can do the same in our 
lives.  We can move forward with joy and hope into the future simply because doing as 
Jesus would do gives us direction and purpose.  

We can do that.  By the grace of God, we can do that. 
The Lord be with you.  

 


