
 1 

Third Sunday of Lent, Year A 
March 19, 2017 
St. James 
 
By the Rev. Becky Jones 
 
A couple of years ago,  
AT&T ran the most delightful series of commercials, 
that never failed to amuse me.  
Each of the commercials involved an adult male interviewer  
sitting with a handful of incredibly cute 6-year-olds,  
and he would ask them questions.  
The kids would invariably respond with unscripted answers  
that leave adult minds reeling with incomprehension,  
but that make perfect sense to the other kids.  
The commercial would always end with the tagline,  
“It’s not complicated.” 
 
My favorite of these commercials  
was the one where the interviewer asked the kids  
if saving money was good,  
and if they could save some money,  
what would they spend it on?  
This one little girl says she’d spend her money  
on a changing machine,  
so she could turn her brother into a puppy.  
The interviewer looks at her  
and with typical adult lack of imagination says,  
“Why not just buy a puppy?” 
 
She responds that she would rather change her brother into one,  
so she could take him to school with her for show-and-tell  
and say, “Hey, everybody, this is my puppy brother.”  
Then the camera pans to another little girl in the group,  
and you see the expression on her face change  
from puzzlement to agreement  
as the pure awesomeness  
of having an actual puppy brother  
sinks in.  
And you know, she’s thinking, “Yeah,  
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I’d like to have a puppy brother too.  
Who wouldn’t?”  
And the announcer chimes in, “It’s not complicated!” 
 
These commercials were pure genius.  
I don’t know, but I think Jesus could have written them.  
Or if not Jesus, then John, the gospel writer.  
Because again this morning, as he did last week,  
and as he does repeatedly throughout the gospel,  
John lets us overhear a conversation  
between Jesus and someone who must struggle to comprehend  
the pure uncomplicated awesomeness  
of what Jesus is offering.  
 
With every turn of the conversation,  
the Samaritan woman at the well must blink in puzzlement  
that slowly turns into amazement  
at what she’s hearing.  
 
It’s astounding that Jesus is even there at all.  
“What’s this man doing at my well?” the woman must think.  
“Drawing water is women’s work.” 
 
“Why is this Jew talking to me?  
Now he’s even asking to drink from my bucket!  
His people consider Samaritans like me to be mongrel scum.  
Why is he doing this?” 
 
“Now he’s claiming to offer water to ME,  
but he has no bucket of his own.  
What does he think he’s going to use to draw the water with?” 
 
This is basically a two-person comedy sketch,  
sort of the Biblical version of “Who’s on First,” 
because the woman consistently misses  
the deeper meaning of Jesus’s words.  
 
But then the scene shifts,  
as it moves from comedy to drama,  
as Jesus moves into some touchy marital territory.  
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In keeping with the way we often  
defend ourselves from shame and blame,  
the woman goes on the attack.  
She tries to divert Jesus into a historical or theological quarrel,  
presumably to steer him away  
from this deeply painful truth about her life  
that he has now exposed. 
But Jesus won’t be drawn into an argument.  
Rather than attack or defend,  
he simply holds her in a space  
where she acknowledges who she is.  
And then, for the very first time, 
he declares who HE is.  
The Messiah, at long last, reveals himself. 
All the people in the world that he could have told, 
but he chooses to tell her. 
There’s no judgment, no admonition to go and sin no more. 
There is just an exchange of deep truths. 
And in that moment, Jesus pours the water of life 
into this woman’s parched soul. 
 
And as the woman turns to go back into town  
and share with others the news of what she has found,  
she leaves behind her water jar.  
She never did get around to drawing any water from that well.  
But she was no longer thirsty.  
 
She has been transformed by this encounter with Jesus,  
transformed to live a new life  
and to share with others what God has done for her.  
She becomes an evangelist.  
 
Meeting Jesus and his gift of life-giving water  
opened her own life to herself in a way she may never have known before. 
She saw herself as she was within the loving gaze of Jesus.  
Her transformation emerged out of the authenticity,  
the truthfulness  
she experienced in the presence of Jesus.  
 
The Good News here  
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is that we also are invited  
and can find the courage  
to be transparent to ourselves  
in the loving presence of God. 
 
Just as, last week, we were ALL Nicodemus,  
filled with uncertainty and wandering in the dark,  
this week, we are ALL at the well.  
God is seeking to pour into the driest parts of us  
living water that will change who we are.  
 
Christ is at the well with us,  
waiting for us to forget about all the things we think we can’t do,  
and drink deeply of what we CAN do, through him.  
Christ is at the well with us, and we don’t need a bucket.  
The water is continuously flowing down from above  
and all we have to do is lift our heads, open our mouths,  
and let that living water soak our souls.  
 
And so this gift that is far beyond our comprehension,  
that is outside the bounds of what our rational mind tells us must be so,  
this extraordinary gift becomes ours for the drinking.  
Just like water flowing from a rock in a barren desert.  
 
Amazing transformation is possible.  
With God, a rock can be changed into a fountain. 
A shunned woman can be changed into an evangelist.  
Maybe a brother really can be changed into a puppy.   
 
It’s not complicated.  
It’s just the pure awesomeness of Christ.  
 
Amen.  
 
 
 
 
 
 


