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Introduction

Introduction

It was the bottom of the 4th inning with
no one on base. The pitcher looked over his
left shoulder with a snarl. He took the first sig-
nal the catcher gave him and shrugged it off.
The second signal came and then a pause. Af-
ter a moment he shrugged that signal off also.
Finally, the pitcher nodded his head and the
catcher bounced into position. His legs spread
apart into a catchers squat. His glove extended
just below the bat. The umpire arched forward
over the catcher—then everything seemed to
pause, that is, except for me. All I thought
about was what I was going to do if I hit the
ball. I watched the first baseman standing by
his base acting as if I would be lucky to see
first base. The shortstop actually went into his
stance ready to charge a chip ball. The out-
fielders merely swatted flies as they waited for
me to strike out. My heart began to pound as
the pitcher hurled the first pitch.
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“Strrriiiike!” the umpire yelled as the ball
whizzed by me and slammed into the catcher’s
mitt.

“Keep your eye on the ball!” my coach
yelled from 3rd base. “You can do it!”

I can do it. I thought to myself. I cam hit this
ball and win this ball game.

“Strrriiike two!” were the words I heard
next.

Strike two? What happened? I looked back
at the umpire in confusion,  I wasn’t ready, and
I surely didn’t know the pitcher was ready.

I stepped out of the batters box and looked
at my coach. His head nodded forward with
his chin slunk into his shirt. I could see the
disappointment on his face. This game meant
a lot to the team and I was going to lose it for
them.

I never was all that great at sports. I had
played baseball since the seventh grade. Now
I was a sophomore in high school and the team
was hoping to go on to the state tournament. I
never minded being a bench warmer; often it
was fun just keeping up with stats and cheer-
ing on the players. But for some reason, I
started developing at that time and the coach
thought I should come off the bench and play
in the game.
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The Inspiration

January 12, 1969, would prove to be the
day that one person, who believed he could
make a difference, turned the world of sports
on its ear. All he did was believe he could give
all that he and his team had and win the most
sought after football championship of the year,
Super Bowl III.

Joe Namath and the New York Jets were
without a doubt the underdogs of Super Bowl
III. Their rivals, the Baltimore Colts, were sev-
enteen point favorites over the Jets with what
was understood to be a very low scoring game.
No one believed an AFL team could win the
Super Bowl, much less an underdog team with
a quarterback who had not been seasonally
tried. Since the inception of the Super Bowl,
only one team, and that of an NFL team, had
dominated the field. Even when the stats of
the AFL and the NFL were compared, the NFL
always came out on top.

The Inspiration
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He must be kidding!

It was a long and hot trek up the moun-
tain as the twelve kept pace with Jesus. The
sun rose higher in the sky, and water skins
were passed back and forth. They knew it was
a mistake going this way for they had never
been this way before. They were Jews, and ev-
eryone knows a good Jew never goes through
Samaria. Yet Jesus told them when they woke
up this morning, “He must needs go through
Samaria.”

“Why?” Thomas asked with his normal
questioning attitude. “We’ve never gone this
way before.”

Jesus just smiled and finished rolling his
sleeping material as he got ready to leave.

Soon the morning was stretching into
noon. Jesus and the disciples had been walk-
ing since dawn. Up and down the crevasse of
Mount Gerizim they had walked. The third
hour had passed and the sixth hour was near.
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The Woman

It was getting close to the sixth hour and
the sun was rising high in the sky. As the tem-
perature rose those who did not have to be in
the scorching heat found shelters. Shepherds
and farmers found shade trees in the fields and
pasture while the sun beat down on the hard
dry ground. Women were at home taking care
of their children and beginning to make prepa-
rations for the evening meal. But not for one
woman. For her it was a time to begin the daily
chores which started with a trip up the hill to
the well.

When she was younger, and full of arro-
gance and pride, she would go to the well in
the middle of the city where all the other
women drew water. Then it did not bother her
as they would whisper the way they often did.
Sometimes she would enjoy walking up to the
“holier-than-thou” group and barge into their
conversation. She would watch as some of

The Woman
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them attempted to be polite and excuse them-
selves, all the while glaring at her in disgust.
She could remember once when she walked
up on a group of women, who she knew were
whispering about her, and started talking to
them like they had been friends for years. She
even told them things about their husbands
and sons no woman should talk about. Some
of the women in the group gasped and cov-
ered their face. Some of them, she thought,
were funny to watch as they left their water-
ing pots at the well. She would laugh out loud
as they would run off, grabbing children and
rushing into their homes. But now she is older.
Her looks are not what they used to be and
the women have become more bolder.

She has stopped coming to the well in the
middle of the city at the time of day the other
women came. The embarrassments of how she
has lived her life has started taking its tole.
Instead of being the one to laugh, as she runs
off the women of the city from the well, it is
now she who is laughed at. It is she who cov-
ers her face as she leaves the well. It is she who
finds the looks sharp and cold. Sometimes,
when she comes to the well, some of the
women come out of their houses just to spit at
her and call her names.
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“Home-wrecker!”
“Hussy!”
“Man stealer!”
The less violent women whisper loud

enough so she can overhear what they are
saying. She has tried to tell herself it does
not matter, but it does—it hurts —and, what
is worse, they know it ! A tear often comes to
her eyes as she overhears the women whis-
pering things like :

“Do you know who she is?”
“Do you know she has been married five

times?”
“Only a drunk would do anything with

her now!”
They would then laugh at her . Not just

any kind of laugh, but a finger pointing
laughter. All she can do is hang her head
down and look away. The words become
sharper, the laughter becomes harder. Each
day she tries to hold her head up, but each
day shame fills her heart, and she decides
she cannot continue this way anymore. It is
too much to bear.

She tried coming to the well in the
middle of the city, during the hottest times
of the day but that was not any better. Sure
the women were inside caring for their

The Woman



10

All or Nothing

homes and children, but the men who were
waking up from their long night of drunken
stupor would be at the well trying to refresh
themselves.

“Hey darling,” she would hear one of them
say.

“How about a midday snack at my place?”
another would offer.

Time and again she wished she would not
have to come to the well. Then she would not
have to be a toy for these men. But each time,
maybe out of habit, she would just give one of
her smiles and looks of acceptance, and off
they would go. What more could she do? This
was what she was. This was who she was.

Now she is older. Her life has not turned
out like she had hoped.

Empty.
Unrewarding.
Desolate.
These were the words that describe her life.

Each day she awakens to the hope of not hav-
ing to go to the well for water. Once she even
tried to go every two days, but during the hot
summer the water did not last and she found
herself in need.

Over the years her situation had not
changed. People still looked at her the same
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way they had for years. She tried to go to the
well at other times of the day, but things were
still the same—always the glares, the snorts,
the whispers. So instead of going to the well
in the middle of the city and face the ridicule,
she would go up the hill to the well of Jacob
where the shepherds and goat herders would
bring their livestock. By doing this she believed
there was the hope of getting some peace and
not having to do the things she was always
asked to do.

She came to the well at noon, just before
the hottest time of the day. The shepherds and
goat herders would have already watered their
livestock and they would be looking for shel-
ter. Every once in a while a wandering shep-
herd would be at the well waiting for her. She
would smile and give the look of acceptance
and then—

Maybe this time there would be no one at
the well. Maybe she could go back home in
peace and not have to come out until that
evening.

Maybe today I won’t have to do or be someone’s
play thing, she hoped within herself.

It didn’t surprise her seeing the man as she
walked up to the well. She had half expected
it. Her sigh was more of a passing inconve-

The Woman
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nience than of discomfort. As she walked
closer a thought of hope entered her mind.
Maybe he is not from around these parts and does
not know who I am, she thought. Maybe he will
not ask me for anything. Maybe—

As she approached the well she noticed
the man looked gentle and kind. His garments
were not ratty like the others who she had met
at the well. But, she thought to herself, he is
probably like all the others—He wants something.

“Would you give me to drink?” the man
said as he rested against the well.

Well, so much for hope, she sighed within
herself, he must want something of me.
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