Talking the opportunity for a lie-in yesterday morning, I half-listened to a discussion related to the search for the Malaysian airliner which has now been missing for two weeks. In truth, I think, the news-writers are now struggling to find ways of keeping this human tragedy and hot political potato in the headlines when day after day, there actually is no news.

The presenter posed the question, what emotions such events stir up in people who have no direct involvement in them. One respondent talked about the excitement and mystery of wondering, in a world where we are constantly under surveillance from not only CCTV, but trackable via mobile ‘phones, bank cards and so many other forms of electronic gadgetry, something the size of a Boeing 777, and the 239 people known to be on board, could simply “disappear?”

He had a good point; like the Mary Celeste in the nineteenth century, and the legendery Bermuda Triangle of the twentieth, the story of MH370 would make a great thriller. If it were not for the fact that this is not a story; these are real people, with families left waiting desperately, swinging between the hope that their loved ones will return to them and the desperation that they are lost and that no trace of their fate may ever be found.

The second contributor to the radio discussion spoke more quietly, identifying her main emotion as fear; not just the fear of a plane crashing to the ground or the bottom of the ocean, but the fear of the unknown, the uncalculated risk of something unthinkable, something we couldn’t think about because it was not possible – until it became real. An airliner COULDN’T just vanish into thin air – but this one did.
It was a discussion that filled a few minutes in the schedule, but it set me thinking about the spectrum which links fear and excitement, and about the way different people and different circumstances experience and react to risk. For the life of me, I can’t comprehend how anyone launches themself into space on the end of a bungee rope or a parachute, hurtles down a steep, rocky forest path on a mountain-bike, or rides the mighty roller-coasters which attract such long queues in the theme parks. 
Our children have done all these things, and found them exhilarating - and probably think Mum’s just a natural coward. I realise I’m missing  the excitement, the adrenalin rush of overcoming my fears and pushing the boundaries as far as they have, but I like to think I’m taking a sensible and rational approach to physical risk.
The world would be a very different place if the possibility of pushing boundaries had never excited people enough to risk trying. Fear and excitement, danger and risk and confidence and courage are essential elements that enable people and drive them on to new horizons, new possibilities.
Today we heard two accounts, each carrying its own a blend of mystery and risk. Moses was leading the people in faith, not knowing where God was directing them, how far they would have to travel, what challenges they might meet on the way, how long it would take them, but trusting absolutely that He would bring them to the Promised Land. But as they journeyed on, the people found it increasingly difficult to keep going. 
The desert is a harsh and dangerous place to travel; temperatures which are far too hot when the sun rises in the sky and equally far too cold when it dips below the horizon; winds and dust and haze which distort the view and discomfort the eyes, rocks and sand dunes which weary the feet tramping over them; nothing to protect the body, nothing to eat. They camped, but there was no water for the people to drink. 
The people were afraid, desperate… without water to drink they seemed soon doomed to an agonising fate; its not surprising that their anger spilled over, and they turned on Moses, the architect of all their misfortune. Moses too had every right to be fearful, and Moses too cried out, as many a leader has done since. “Oh Lord, what shall I do with these people?”

Jesus too was thirsty, for he too had been walking across the wilderness. It was about noon, the hottest part of the day when the sun beat down from its highest point. The disciples had gone on into the city where at least they might have found some shelter and some physical refreshment, leaving their Master to His own reflection, sitting in the open, beside the ancient well where generations before Him had drawn water.
Like them, a solitary woman came to the well that day, carrying a bucket to be lowered down into water at the bottom of the deep shaft. It must have been unusual for anyone to be drawing water in the midday heat; I wonder who was most surprised, the woman or the master as they eyed each other up. 
John’s comment, about Jews not sharing things in common with Samaritans, was something of an understatement. 

A Jew would not ask anything of a Samaritan, even something as basic as a drink of water to soothe a parched throat. And a woman would not expect a man, a man on whom she had never before set eyes, to say a word to her, or acknowledge her in any way. How could it be, she wondered, that he asked her; the very last thing she could have expected.
The Lord answered Moses; go ahead of the people a little way, and when you reach the rock-face, I will be there ahead of you. To give you courage, to work miracles and mysteries, to show you and the people when they come, to make the impossible come to reality. 

So Moses came, bringing with him a few of the elders of the tribe, and his staff; the very same staff which he had lifted up at the Lord’s Command, to part the waters of the mighty Nile. The staff by which he commanded water now to flow, releasing a gushing torrent, to slake the thirst of the people and of all their herds and flocks; life-giving and life-sustaining water flowing out of bare rock. But water which flowed at a price, for the people had dared to test the Lord
Jesus did not have to ask, as Moses did, “What shall I do? Jesus offered the woman, not water from the depth of a well, nor even water gushing mysteriously out of solid rock, but water gushing up ‘to eternal life.’ The impossible, given to her in the most unlikely of circumstance, by the stranger who knew everything there was to know about her.
Hearing these two accounts, makes me wonder about the question behind that discussion on the radio yesterday. What do we think, feel - expect, when we contemplate events beyond our imagining? Excited, caught up in the mystery, eager to get to work at solving the puzzle; or anxious, fearful, stunned by the realisation that all things, even those beyond all our imagining can become possible.
The disciples were busy sorting out the practical things. “Rabbi, Teacher, come and have something to eat,” they fussed. Surely he must be hungry, he couldn’t afford to neglect himself. But Jesus had other things on His mind. Time was running out and there was still so much to be done. 
