
The Chosen 

“...it is not like a child that I believe in Christ and confess Him. 
My hosanna has come forth from the crucible of doubt”     

F. Dostoevsky
     
     A man has been traveling on foot a long distance from Judea on his way to Galilee. He must pass through the 
land of Samaria first and so he takes a few minutes to rest. He sits down by a well, tired and thirsty. It's about 
noon and the sun is bearing down. He has no jar to retrieve water from such a deep well. A local woman walks 
up to draw water with her jar, yet she avoids him. She can see from his appearance that he's not from around 
there. He asks her to draw some water for him while she draws for her own needs. She protests. After all, she's a 
Samaritan and clearly, he's of Hebrew stock. His accent and clothing give him away. She knows too, Judeans, 
even Galileans look down on Samaritans (calling them dogs) and wouldn't dream of sharing earthenware and 
utensils with such a despised person such as herself.

     There's something different about this man though. He continues talking with her, quickly directing a 
metaphor her way about “living water” versus aqua. Takes her a moment to catch his drift. To her credit she 
stays with the conversation, engaging him further. 

     Imagine for a moment that it is you meeting this stranger. The conversation begins to get uncomfortable after 
he broaches a spiritual topic. Would you change the subject? Would you walk away thinking he's nuts? Or 
intrigued, would you continue to converse just to discover where he goes with it?

     The Samaritan woman remains, listening and responding. Suddenly the man drops a bombshell - revealing in 
some detail her lurid past. Instead of getting huffy over his embarrassing revelation of her five ex-husbands and 
her current live-in boyfriend, she is startled, acknowledging that clearly - he is a prophet. But he's not finished. 
He claims to be the promised Messiah. Scripture does not immediately record her reaction. Envision profound 
shock and silence. Just then, this man's friends catch up with him at the well dismayed that he’s speaking with 
the woman - but not just any woman; rather, a filthy Samaritan. They're puzzled but know better than to question 
his motive. She, meanwhile in an excited state, leaves her water jar (a precious item), runs into town and gets all 
she can to hear about this man - this supposed  Messiah. The town elders invite him to stay. He does so for the 
next two days. Afterwards, many who hear him come away believing that this man is the Christ; no longer 
because of the woman's urgent pleas, rather because after grilling him, they too realize they're in the Lord's 
presence [This account is from John 4:1-42].

     Who is this woman? Unequivocally, she's one of the chosen. How could this morally bankrupt specimen be of 
use to God! It didn't matter to our Lord that she had a sordid past. Made no difference that she was “one of those 
Samaritan dogs.” She'd done plenty in her life and thought worse no doubt. Yet she was very much a member of 
the elect. As much an elect as those disciples who in their minds questioned why their Lord would even bother 
with such a daughter of apostasy.

What made her special? One thing alone. She was ready for the truth. Really.

     She'd gotten to that point in her life, where she realized that truth is the very breath of life and nothing else 
matters. She was weary of all the b.s. - she'd heard it all before. She was sick of her sorry life too. Now she was 
willing to give up everything just to know the truth and to live it. She's one of those who knew men very well 
(not just in bed either), and she was savvy enough to not put hope in humans. I can see her now in today's world. 
She'd not stump for some politician nor yearn for “the old days” and likely wouldn't be found in church nor 
serving on some feel-good committee. Instead, depending on her personality and style, she’d be working quietly 
alongside people hoping some would hear the Word, or she'd be kicking butt and getting kicked back, all the 
while taking it in stride and moving on. She'd likely not win any popularity contests and most of all, she would 
never be suspected of being one of the chosen.



     With her newfound discernment, her elect duties back in Jesus' day might have been a thankless task. Those 
duties consisted of running into town and announcing the Christ. Just imagine how that was received. Am sure 
given her background she had to endure hell to get others to listen. Scripture needn't fill us in on that detail. We 
could easily guess. No matter. She took it like a real woman and as a result, helped to bring salvation and new 
life to her village. Bottom line? She got the job done.  “Nice” people just go with the status quo to blend in and 
get-along, even allowing themselves to continually do something in error just because “it's not worth it to rock 
the boat.” But this tact is anathema to the chosen. They can't go back down that path as it’s completely contrary 
to their nature - YHVH’s nature.

     Our Lord looks for these. Those who started out on the wrong side and came out in His direction. Once they 
latch onto Him, the commitment is forever.

“For whoever will save his life shall lose it: and whoever will
 lose his life for My sake shall find it”.  

Matt 16:25

     


