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15 March 2020 

 

Exodus 17:1-7 

Psalm 95 

Romans 5 :1-11 

John 4 :5-42 

 

We gather at Emmanuel for this Holy Eucharist in strange and challenging times It is many 
years since Emmanuel has had to be closed for public worship. And although we will be 
livestreaming services from next Sunday, there is something special about this Eucharist – 
there is a sense of this very special offering to God of all that we are. I am reminded of that 
dramatic scene in the film Of Gods and Men. The seven Trappist monks have chosen to stay 
in their monastery of Notre-Dame by Mount Atlas at Tibherine to provide protection for the 
local Muslim village at the time of a brutal civil war in Algeria during the 1990s. A tape of 
Tchaikovsky’s Swan Lake is put on and as they sit round the table, the bread and wine are 
blessed and shared. The faces of the monks are radiant with joy. But there is a new depth of 
understanding on those faces – a newfound grasp of what is involved in sacrifice, suffering, 
death and resurrection. It is my prayer today that we too will discover new depths of 
meaning and richness in this Eucharist that we share together with our Lord and with all 
those members of our belovèd Emmanuel who cannot be with us today. 

 

Like last week, I have made a last-minute change to the psalm. The Psalm which is 
appointed for today is Psalm 95 – the Venite. “O come, let us sing to the Lord, let us shout 
with joy to the Rock of our salvation.”  It is a good choice of psalm. The Venite demonstrates 
what an appropriate response to God should be when God supplies water from a rock to 
quench the thirst of Israel in the wilderness. This praise of God contrasts favorably to the 
complaints and anger of the people against God and Moses. “Why did you bring us out of 
Egypt, to kill us and our children and livestock with thirst?”  

 

Yet for me, there has always been something a little glib about the Venite. It has a kind of 
“Don’t be like them” feel about it. It may be that I sang the Venite too much as a child as the 
opening canticle to Morning Prayer. As a child, those strong Belfast accents warning about 
entering into God’s wrath were somewhat terrifying! And hearty praise just sometimes 
doesn’t work and I suspect that today is one of those days. 

 

The biblical scholar, Walter Brueggemann, writes: “The wilderness wanderings are a 
surprise to Israel. This is not the promise of Exodus…Wilderness is the most radical memory 



 

that Israel has about landlessness. Wilderness is not simply an in-between place that makes 
the journey longer. It is not simply a sandy place demanding more stamina. It is a space far 
away from ordered land. It is Israel’s historical entry into the arena of chaos that, like the 
darkness before creation, is ‘formless and void’ and without a hovering wind (Gen. 1:2).”
  

 

Today many throughout the world, including us here in Geneva, are bewildered by the 
speed of events brought about by the Coronavirus Pandemic. We are in a metaphorical 
wilderness where the bearings of our normal life have been swept away. This is not what we 
were expecting; our ordered lives are disrupted; fear stakes our world. At times we wonder 
if life will ever be the same again. And it is okay to feel like that. This pandemic will make 
spiritual demands of us perhaps such as we have never known before.  

 

Within the chaos of Israel’s experience, God provides water to replenish their thirst and to 
rejuvenate their souls. The extraordinary memory of water gushing out of rock points to the 
providence of a loving God when we find ourselves at the end of our tether; where our 
human resources are depleted and when we are forced to turn to God for deliverance. 

 

Just like last week, I share the collect for today which is so powerful and poignant.  

 

“Almighty God, you know that we have no power in ourselves to help ourselves. Keep us 
both outwardly in our bodies and inwardly in our souls, that we may be defended from all 
adversities which may happen to the body and from all evil thoughts which may assault and 
hurt the soul.” 

 

In this wilderness moment, the psalm that was chosen and sung so beautifully is the hymn 
composed by Bernadette Farrell based on Psalm 139. 

 

“O God, you search me and you know me. 

 All my thoughts lie open to your gaze. 

When I walk or lie down you are before me: 

 ever the maker and keeper of my days.” 

 

When Jesus sits down tired and weary at Jacob’s well and strikes up a conversation with a 
Samaritan woman, whose name we do not know, we find the very incarnation of God who 
knows us inside out. The Samaritan woman quickly cottoned on to this. Her testimony is 
“He told me everything I have ever done.”. Have you ever had a conversation like that? 



 

Where you open up about yourself? Where you are listened to and understood? What is it 
that you find yourself sharing about yourself? How is it that your deepest thoughts and 
yearnings come tumbling out of the cavern deep down in your soul where you have hidden 
them, taking you by surprise? When I think of Christianity and its transformative power in 
the world, it is this gift of the listening, understanding, inviting Christ of listening that I 
value most highly. Within the community here at Emmanuel, there are some of you who are 
endowed with this gift. It is so precious. It is the living water to which Christ refers. For 
from these conversations flow new insights; a nonjudgmental listening that floods us with 
forgiveness; new possibilities about our future, comfort, grace, and love. All of which helps 
us realize that we are truly belovèd and that our lives are in God’s hands. 

 

The Samaritan woman was on the margins. Drawing water in the full heat of the day 
suggests that she has chosen to avoid others – with their hostile stares and salty tongues. 
Jesus is unconcerned about the barrier of hatred between Jew and Samaritan; between a man 
talking to a woman; to the different understandings of truth and religious practices. Rather, 
he wants to offer living water, water that gushes from the rock into the wilderness of this 
Samaritan woman’s life. He offers her a way out of the chaos, out of the wilderness. He 
honors her and is not afraid to ask for a drink!  

 

At this time of total disorientation, may we see Jesus sitting at Jacob’s well beckoning us for 
a conversation. May we open up to him and tell him how life really is with us: He knows 
already of course. But it is important for us to have this intimate talk. And may we emulate, 
by the grace of God’s Spirit, this listening, conversational ministry one to another, that the 
living water of Christ’s love might refresh and sustain as we journey through this wilderness 
called Covid19. 

 

“For you created me and shaped me, 

   Gave me life within my mother’s womb. 

For the wonder of who I am, I praise you: 

 safe in your hands, all creation is made new.” 

 

Michael Rusk 

14 March 2020 

            
            
            
        


