The woman who divorced
[image: image1.jpg]



I ran out of water the other day, and had to go back to the well when the sun was at its highest to collect more. If that happens, you can usually be certain that you won't have to wait, as everyone else will have drawn enough water in the cool of the morning. I was very surprised to find a man sitting beside the well under the shade of a tree, waiting. He wasn't anyone I knew, but with his head covered, and his arrogant look, I knew him to be a Jew. I don't know why they all look so arrogant. It is we Samaritans who are the true heirs of Abraham and Moses. While the Israelites were taken off to captivity in Babylon, and had their faith corrupted by their captors, we in Judah remained faithful, worshipping Yahweh on Mount Gerazim as he commanded. When the Jews came back from exile, they set up their centre worship in Jerusalem, and now they tell us that we are not proper followers of Yahweh. 
I guessed that this man wanted something and I was not wrong. He asked me for a drink of water. I was really surprised, as Jews don't usually talk to Samaritans. I asked him what he was going to drink out of, as I had only brought a large water vessel to carry the water back in. He got a bit tetchy then; the sun must have got to him. He asked me whether I knew who he was. Well of course I didn't. Then he said that if I had asked him for a drink, he would have given me water that would never end. I thought of all the thousands of jars of water that I have carried back to my house, and asked him whether he thought that he was better than our forefather Jacob, whose well this was, and from which he himself drew water for his family and for is flocks. 
The man just smiled at me, and said that he knew water that would never end, and when people drank of it they would never get thirsty again. I eagerly asked him where I might get this living water from? His face took on a serious look, and he said   
     ‘Go and call your husband and come back here with him.’
I paused for a moment, then told him the truth, 
     ‘I don't have a husband.’
 He smiled at me again then,
     ' You have told me the truth. You have had five husbands, but the man you are living with now is not your husband.' 
It was as if someone had plunged a knife into my chest. He was right, but how did he know that, and what was I going to do about it?
He looked at me for a long while, and motioned me to sit on the edge of the well next to him. 
     ‘You were married very young to your first husband. He died of a fever soon after your wedding. During the year he had spent building your home, you had got to know him well, and had come to love him. You were devastated when he died. Your Father wasn't having you back at home unmarried, so he rushed you in to marriage with a friend of his. It wasn't a success, and he gave you a ‘Get’ after only a year. Your third husband you chose for yourself, but he could never live up to the memory of your first dead husband, and he gave you a ‘Get’ also after a few years. Your fifth husband was a lovely man, and your marriage was happy for many years. You had a child, a daughter, but when she was killed in a tragic accident, you blamed your husband, as she was with him at the time. He blamed himself, and the two of you grew apart. He presented you with a ‘Get’ only a year ago. You couldn't face your village divorced for a fourth time, so you just walked out, taking only what you could carry. You walked the roads for several weeks, begging for food and shelter. You met the man you are with now, in Jerusalem. He is a widower with a son. You didn't want to risk being divorced again, so he has told the village that you were made your promises in the Temple to the Temple Priests. People here think that was an odd thing to do, but they believe you. The man looked closely at me again. I think you love this man, but you are too scared of failing again to tell him so. You could just tell him, and arrange to renew your vows in front of his family and your friends. No one would know that it would be for the first time.’
I don't know how long I just sat there looking at him with my mouth open. No one knows that much about me, not even the man I am with now. How on earth does this man know so much about me? There was so much conflict going on in my mind. How could this man know and understand what it is like to be divorced to have your husband hand you a piece of paper, and then pronounce the formal words of divorce 'You are hereby permitted to all men'. As a woman I could never give the divorce, it was always he who had to do it. Sometimes I would have liked to have said 'You are hereby permitted to all women', and would have been glad of it.
I opened my mouth, and without thinking I just blurted out, 
       'You must be a prophet sir, to know so much about me. We worship here on Mount Gerazim, and you worship in Jerusalem.
When he spoke again he said,
     'It does not matter whether we worship Yahweh on Mount Gerazim or in Jerusalem. The time is coming when we will ll be asked to worship in spirit and in truth.
I answered him excitedly,
     ' We believe, as you do that a Messiah will come to save us all. Then he will explain everything to us, so our way to Yahweh will be clear.'
He turned from me then, and looked back down the road towards the village where a group of men were walking together towards us, laughing and talking. Quietly he said  
     ' I am that man'.
I said nothing as I digested these words, and by the time I had thought of my next question, the man's friends had come up to him, and had pushed me out of the way, asking him what he was doing on his own talking to a Samaritan woman.
     'Could he be the Messiah?' I asked. 
     ‘I don't know’ he replied frowning, ‘perhaps we aught to go and see for ourselves.’ So we called on a few of our friends and they left their houses and their food to walk through to mid day sun to the well, to find out for themselves whether this man is truly The Messiah, The Christ.
