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Good evening.  In the richness of our readings, I want to touch on what I have 

come to refer to as tall clock conversations.  The concept is centered on what is 

known as a ‘tall clock’ or ‘grandfather’s clock.’ These clocks are tall to 

accommodate the weights that drive them.  These weights are drawn by gravity to 

power the escapement and clock work.  Because of their height they also have a 

long pendulum that gives the long, slow tick and tock as it swings.  That is the 

clock’s secret. 

 

Having a conversation in a room with a tall clock slows the exchange.  The tick-

tock or voice of the clock is like a metronome.    Thoughts are spoken with room in 

between for the other to respond.  The conversation is less hurried, leaving space to 

be heard.  Those conversations are among the most meaningful I have known.  

Both parties are listening to one another.  I cannot help but believe that is what our 

prayer is supposed to look like.  Unspoken thoughts heartfelt in a universe with the 

trust and knowledge that they are heard.  In the quiet we listen for the voice of our 

Creator.  Tall clock conversations as prayer take us to a deeper unhurried truth. 

Lent speaks of one such truth as the “…encounter between God and man and of 

water and the thirst for it.” Corbon 

 

When Jesus meets the Samaritan woman in our Gospel there is initially a 

misunderstanding between physical and spiritual water.  As the conversation 

continues the Samaritan woman begins to see Jesus for who he is.  This is most 

easily seen in the way that she addresses him.  She starts by referring to Jesus as, 

"Sir," then as “Prophet” and finally "Messiah."  In this brief moment of time she 

has come to a new understanding of who she was speaking with and that leads her 

to a new awareness of self.  Our prayer can do the same. 



Jacob’s well that we hear of today was a natural gathering point in the life of the 

local community.  It will be three years this spring since the onset of the pandemic 

and lockdown.  The inability to gather was painful and traumatic.  We forget how 

much we need each other.  Mental and social health issues still linger from the 

isolation and evidence themselves in outrageous acts that cry out, “See me.  I am 

here.” It is in our human contact where we listen and hear each other’s story.  In 

listening we affirm the other’s dignity.  In doing so, we are sharing a love beyond 

ourselves; we are sharing Eucharist.    

 

Jacob’s well sat on a hillside with a natural stone terrace leading up to it.  The well 

was so old that the stones were worn and cupped from the generations of feet that 

crossed there.  The well rose above ground in a circle of hand cut stones.  At first 

light, the men would arrive at the well to remove the wooden cover that kept debris 

out.  At nightfall, they would replace it.  The women of the village would arrive 

later in the cool of the morning with their earthen jars.  These jars allowed the 

water to evaporate through their porous surface keeping the water cool throughout 

the day.  The well was deep, so there was time for stories, conversation and a bit of 

gossip while drawing water.  The water was transferred from bucket to jar and 

often some was spilled.  Because of this, and in spite of the dry and arid climate, 

green grasses grew around the well.   

 

The Samaritan woman comes to the well in the heat of the day when she hopes no 

one else is there.  She knows she is a source of gossip.  She is an outcast, at least to 

the women.  When she arrives, Jesus is there.  Because of cultural differences, she 

is surprised when he asks for water.  What is more surprising is that he describes 

her relationships.  She held his gaze, and his eyes were not judgmental.  It seemed 

nothing more than his way of saying, “I know you.”   



The Samaritan woman that Jesus encounters at Jacob’s well had five husbands and 

the one that she was with now was not her husband.  I recall a resident at the jail 

complaining that she always seemed to choose destructive relationships.  Knowing 

that they were destructive, she would end them and start another just as bad.  

Sobbing she said, “I do not know how to do soft and gentle.”  Abused as a child, 

she never knew a real sustaining love.   Who are we to judge what only the Lord 

understands?   

 

Jesus goes on to talk about “living water” and that he is the Messiah.  Again, 

looking into his eyes, the Samaritan woman feels a depth of love beyond anything 

she has ever known.  Somehow, she feels accepted and whole.  In her joy, she runs 

to the village to tell others of the man at the well. Because of her word, many come 

to believe.  

 

Mankind is privileged with the gift of reflective thought to look out upon a 

universe and contemplate the mind of God who created it.   The church teaches us 

to recognize his voice knowing our hearts will not rest until they rest in his. 

 

Living water is another name for Eucharist.  This altar is not unlike Jacob’s well.  

Jesus always waits for us at the well.  In that tall clock conversation, we can share 

with the Lord our doubts, loneliness, needs and gratitude.  When we gather here, 

we stand on sacred ground. 

 

Washed and refreshed in this “Living water,” we are home in God’s healing love. 

May this time of Lent draw us ever closer into the divinity of Christ.  May we 

know his voice in our prayer, always growing in the mystery of his life and love.  
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