
Page 1 of 4 
 

The Seventh Man 

(A dramatic reading of the Woman at the Well) 

(Miriam is in bible dress behind a small podium) 

 

It’s curious how God puts you right where you need to be so he can touch you.   I went to the well every 

day.  I would have sent a servant but I didn’t have one.  So, I went at noontime every day with water jar 

in hand.  I know what you must be thinking. Why did I wait so long in the day?  Well, the truth be told, I 

didn’t want to meet any of the others. They went in the cool of the morning.  The other women (and 

men) of the village had one subject they loved to talk about—me.  So, I always went to the well alone. 

Except that day someone I had never seen before was there.  He was sitting on the edge of the well as if 

he was waiting just for me.  Maybe he was. 

I am Miriam of Samaria.  You know me better as the woman at the well.  My people are neither Jew nor 

gentile.  I never understood myself why this was a reason for the prejudices between my people and the 

Jews.  We are all related to Abraham after all.  At any rate, most Jews would go around Samaria… well, 

except for him.     

(Sighs as if her mind is going back in time) Perhaps I should start closer to the beginning. I married the 

first time when my husband and I were very young.  His name was Jacob (just like our forefather).  We 

were actually in love if you can be in love so young.  We were married for five blissful years.  We would 

have stayed together forever if he had not died of a fever.  Of that I am certain. 

I was devastated and almost destitute as so many young widows were at that time.  So, I remarried in 

haste.  It’s no sin to marry a widow --even in haste.  I found haste was my mistake as well as his. My new 

husband regretted the marriage almost immediately   because it wasn’t long before he divorced me.  His 

true reasons were his own.  His excuse was I had burned his breakfast.  You may laugh at that but it was 

a very common practice at the time to divorce for such foolish things.   He gave me a writ of 

divorcement and I was alone.   

Not many months later, I met my third husband.  He was, at least, honest about the whole thing.  He 

was older than I. He needed a housekeeper and I needed support.  A good man who would marry a 

divorced woman was very hard to come by. We did grow to have a mutual respect for one another as 

people sometimes do though I knew he didn’t love me.   I kept his house and he showed me nothing but 

kindness.  About the time started to feel as if I had regained some sense of home, he died.   I was alone 

again. 

The money my third husband had left to me wasn’t enough to keep me from crying out in solitude and 

pain.  I hated the loneliness.   

One day I was at the market and a man there smiled at me.  I diverted my eyes, but it was too late.  The 

next thing I knew the matchmaker visited me.  She told me the man at the market was interested in, of 
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all things, marriage.  Marriage seemed to drift in and out of my life like sand.  I would have argued 

against it except for the solitude had become my existence.  He was a merchant and very determined.   

We married a few months later.  He insisted I invest my late husband’s money into his business. I gave 

him all of it except a few gold coins which I hid.  After about two years of marriage we still had no 

children.  He blamed me and began to physically abuse me.  He divorced me a short time later.  He said 

he had grown tired of me. But, I knew the truth.  He had run out of money for his business and had met 

a rich widow.   The day he left, I smiled. 

I believed solitude was preferable to marriage.  I had enough of men and marriage so I hoarded my few 

gold coins and lived alone for a long time until, I thought, my heart had healed. 

 

After a long time –I don’t remember how long—I met a new neighbor.  He was very shy.  He was a 

widower and we became friends.  He had a servant that kept a watchful eye on our visits.  She was 

determined he be kept very respectable.  After a year of visits, we married.  He restored my faith in 

marriage.  I felt we had married for love and for good.   

Then, like a sudden rain shower, he was gone.  It had all been a lie.  He hadn’t left me for another or for 

any reason he could name.  He just left.  Once again I was heartbroken and alone. 

The aloneness took over everything I did.   Internally, I cried constantly.  I had no friends, no family, and 

no husband.  I didn’t want a husband.  But, I was tired of the loneliness.  I became bitter.   I cared 

nothing about proprieties or anything else.  The loneliness had taken over. 

I went to the marketplace during one of those dark days with no purpose in mind except to be away 

from the house.  I bought a piece of fruit and walked among the people there.  I could feel their eyes on 

me but I didn’t care. I spoke to no one for no one there had any interest in me except as a point of 

gossip. 

I walked home to find I had been followed by a man.  I had no fear of him.  He was just there.  We spoke 

for awhile outside of my front door.  I gave him an evening meal and he left. 

The next evening he came again.  I was so lonely that I didn’t mind.  We talked and ate another meal 

together.  This went on for a month or two.  One night after the meal, he didn’t leave.  We had no 

agreement to marry, no commitment, no real relationship.  I was just sick of the loneliness.  I guessed he 

was too. 

Word spread to the surrounding area about what we were doing.  I didn’t care.  I did feel shame for I 

knew something wasn’t right.   I hated the shame but I despised the loneliness.  I pushed the shame 

away from my heart a little at a time each day.  Still, I seldom went to the marketplace when there 

would be a lot of people.  After awhile I’d only go to Jacob’s well in the heat of the day when I was sure 

no one else would be there. 
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I saw no one except for my lover.  We still had no real commitment, no real relationship.  We were only 

together to alleviate each other’s loneliness.  

I knew there are worse things than being alone.  There was the bitterness of a wasted life.  There was 

the guilt of a loveless relationship with no hope of commitment.  It never went away no matter how 

many days I pushed it from my heart.   

 Then one day I went to the well to draw water just as always.  The walk there and back was my only 

solace.  It was peaceful somehow.  Maybe it was the view of our holy mountain.  Maybe it was because 

the solitude of the well at that time of day somehow matched my own.   

Imagine my surprise when I saw another sitting there.   His clothes gave him away as a Jew.  Not wanting 

to interact with a stranger, I paused for a moment.  Still, I had to draw water so I approached. 

He spoke to me, a Samaritan woman.  He only asked for a drink of water.  Still, a Jewish man speaking to 

a Samaritan –much less a Samaritan woman was almost unheard of.  I told him so. 

He said the strangest thing.  He said if I knew who I was speaking to, I would ask him for living water.  

Wasn’t all water for living?  He said whoever drank this living water would never thirst again.  Never 

thirst again-I liked the sound of that – never having to draw water from Jacob’s well.  How could it be? 

I began to think this man was different from other men, Jew or Samaritan. I wanted this living water. 

He amazed me even more when he told me my life much as I have now told you. I knew then he was a 

prophet.  The only prophet we Samaritans could accept was the Messiah himself.  We believed in no 

other.  I pondered this as we talked about where and how to worship God.  

I could see the mountain top where our father Jacob had worshipped; but, I knew he as a Jew would 

only worship in Jerusalem. Confusion set in as he spoke of worshipping not on our holy mountain or in 

Jerusalem.  Rather, he spoke of worshipping God in Spirit and in truth. 

All I could do was listen except to say that Messiah would make all things clear to us when he came. 

“I am he.” When he spoke those three words to me I believed him for how else could a stranger, much 

less a Jewish stranger, know all about me and my life. 

I saw the twelve come toward us.  They looked a little bewildered but none spoke to me or him.  I put 

down my water jar and left for town. 

I saw many people at the marketplace. When I saw a woman who had been my childhood friend, I told 

her about the man at the well.  I told her everything he had told me. Then, I told another and another 

until there was a crowd. 

Some balked at me and called me a mad sinner.  Yet, they were intrigued by my story.  They all knew 

about me and my life but how could a stranger know these things? “Could this be the Christ?” I asked.  

At that even the scoffers began to listen. 
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The crowd followed me back to Jacob’s well.  I was nervous Jesus might be gone.  Yet, there he was …he 

and his disciples. 

Many of the people believed on him because of my testimony.  Many more believed on him for the 

words he spoke. He stayed two days with us.  He taught and we listened.  Even the man that had been 

my lover believed.  He believed and went back to his own home.  I didn’t shed a tear. 

So, I was once again alone....but not really.  This time I was not distressed.  I had met the Savior of the 

world and he had made my heart whole.  I had no loneliness to fight, no shame to try and push aside 

and no bitterness.  I belonged to the Savior, the Messiah. 

I began to rebuild my life as Jesus had taught us.  I took control over my solitude and over my life. My 

heart had finally healed.   And, I worshipped God in spirit and in truth. 

 

 

 


