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“Water To Drink”

Genesis Exodus 17:1-7 • Romans 5:1-11 • John 4:5-42

We are the well. The place where I find the long narrative of wilderness sojourn. The story of thirst is
the time of testing and posing the critical questions. God presence and providence. We hear there is
no sun at midnight. There is God with us right now.

We hear the people are thirsty. Moses is there to provide the God walker, beside the people
complainers. There is a lack of food, water. God provides manna- food and rock water.

There it is the interior life of humans who seek water. Strike the rock, and water will come out. Moses
is the rock striker, the surrogate for God, the God sign, for thirsty and hungry people. We find our
shared values in our hunger and thirst. And in our endurance that produces character.

We are justified by faith, in the relationships, of our own experience in the negative and positive to
empower joy. We discover the full relationship, half empty, to half full in the silence of this Lenten
season.

We hear that a Samaritan woman came to draw water. She encounters Jesus, this well woman at
Jacob’s well. For the Samaritan woman there is unbelief and belief. Ask for a drink, break open the
locked doors, find the true light, enter the dark world, to truth speak our collective wisdom.

We hear Jews and Samaritans are a divide and yet they come from the common root.
Our humanity, our interior life is met by God’s love that is poured into our hearts.
We are the well for the thirsty people. Strike the rock and water will come out.
Come now. Endurance produces character.
We hear that a Samaritan woman came to draw water.

In our lifetime bucket list ready for filling with living water.
Take a deep drink from the well. See the pioneer prophet for the thirsty people.
Embrace non violence in our troubled world.
Seek the water to drink in the movement with the excluded. Give us water to drink, for our interfaith
friendships. Jacob’s well was there. Govern ourselves.

We are the well
for the thirsty people. Strike the rock and water will come out.
Come now. Endurance produces character.
We hear that a Samaritan woman came to draw water
With the water that I will give them they will never be thirsty.

In the thirsty Iranian land land self exiled poet protests as a war correspondent.



We are the well- the people thirst. We are the well-rock striker
We are the well- of endurance. We are the well with the Jesus water.

In the hesitation for the life urges. The thirsty people called to heal and repair the world.
The thirsty people, in the childhood book store, remember. There is water to drink, the thirsty people,

All who are thirsty

it's in the attitude of horizontal fatigue
and hours without sleep transformed into daydreams
i found the predator of my sins devouring the conversations of my thoughts
my thirst for exploring life i swim in the deepest parts of my soul
shivers down my spine crush a yawn of sleep on my face
i try to imagine what i feel in the dazzling line of my emotions
all i do is run and hide-in the God hand.
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