
xi.    My wild Samaritan. 
 
(John 4:1-54.) 
 
I sit at Jacob’s well 
beneath the cruel sun 
and it seems the world is dead  
and hope is gone.  
Then, with a jar on her head, 
she comes my way and casts her spell. 
  
My friends have volunteered  
to visit the nearby town 
in search of bread and wine and meat. 
They warned me with a friendly frown 
to rest and avoid the noonday heat, 
but I could see their eyes express 
a silent weariness 
before they disappeared. 
  
The lady wears her mask of scorn 
with playful ease, 
yet in this treacherous and ancient land, 
she cannot hide love’s torn 
and wounded memories. 
  
May she be raised by kindly wings and fly 
to that great city where all proud command  
is overturned in the blink 
of a stranger’s eye. 
  
She waits for my quiet plea: 
  

Give me a drink. 
  
And the taste of triumph plays on her devious grin: 
  

A Jew wants water from a girl like me, 
a wild Samaritan? 

  
Hope lurks half concealed 
in her bold sharp glance  
and I join her wayward game, 
stepping out to dance 
along the worn out battlefield 
where every hatred finds its name: 



  
If I told you how I live, 
if you knew where I came from and when, 
you‘d ask me for water. I would give 
and you would never thirst again. 

  
I am, in her eyes, 
just another boastful clown.  
Her voice has no hint of surprise: 
  

When Jacob and sons         
with their cattle and sheep 
drew water from this land, 
that well was dark and deep, 
but I see no bucket in your hand. 
How will you reach down? 

  
You stand with feet apart, alone and proud, 
as you call those Timnite youths to guess 
the secret of your wedding song, 
but I can only pine and bless 
and cry out loud: 
  

This love of mine I gladly give - 
wild and sweet and strong. 
From deep within it comes to pour, 
like never ending streams, 
among the dreams  
of all who live. 
Come and drink and thirst no more. 

  
Those Timnite youths, 
on learning of your secret ways, 
parade their victory, 
but when I speak my simple truths 
the lady answers with a gaze 
of disbelief and mockery: 
  

I’ll take that living water, please, 
so I won’t have to come here on my own 
to let  my bucket down and heave and groan. 
Give me that life of ease. 

  
I tell her with a friendly smile 
to get that husband of hers and bring him here - 
knowing she’s had five. For a while 
she loved each one, but now she lives in fear 



of promises with her most recent man. 
  
I make my story known, 
of how it all began 
with wild and kindly playfulness. 
I watch her standing silent and alone  
and, in her eyes, a pleading gentleness, 
but my friends have returned. 
 
They firmly place their views  
on full display - 
tight-lipped and concerned 
and staring at her wild Samaritan feet. 
  
She smiles and lowers her jar to the ground,  
knowing we will meet 
again quite soon, then turns round 
and calmly walks away. 
  
Curious and grave, 
with a tantalising question taking hold,  
they circle me like silent monuments: 
  

 Did Rabbi misbehave? 
  
Nothing is said, no airing of views, 
as they impatiently prepare 
the meal – the best ingredients  
spiced with stories loudly told  
of skilful bargaining and angry news 
of malice and deceit 
and how the local women stare 
like whores on parade. 
The work is done and proudly displayed: 
  

Rabbi, you must eat! 
  
But I calmly wait  
beside the earthen jar: 
  

I have food that none of you can see - 
the one who sends 
me, tells me to reach far 
into the open wounds of hate. 
Here the warfare ends. 
Here the harvest has begun. 

  



 
I can see her, in the distance, eagerly 
and proudly beckoning. 
She is calling us to an unlikely gathering - 
my wild Samaritan. 
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