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The heat of the noonday sun bids 
the woman at the well to draw 

water, freeing her from the glar-
ing eyes and whispers of the gos-
siping women. She has a check-
ered past that she would rather 

not be reminded of. 
 

At the well, a tired Jesus sits there 
and asks of her a drink. He offers 
her living water so she would nev-
er thirst again. Her soul aches for 

this water. All her life, she has 
been thirsty, drinking from a  

well that never satisfies. 
 

He tells her about her husbands 
and the one that she is now with. 

“Who is this man who told me 
everything I ever did, who offers 

me this living water?” 
“Sir, give me this water so I won’t 
be thirsty...” Then she ran back to 

the village to tell others of this 
man. Because of her testimony 

and seeing for themselves, many 
believed in Jesus. 
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