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Sermon for January 16, 2022—“The Good Wine” 
Second Sunday of Epiphany, Year C –Texts: Isaiah 62:1-5; John 2:1-11 

A cop pulls over his pastor when he notices him swerving. As the officer approaches the 

window, he notices a bottle in a brown bag on the seat. The officer says, “Pastor, I pulled 

you over for swerving back there. You haven’t been drinking have you?”  

“Why no officer, why would you ask that?”  

“Well I noticed the bottle on the seat next to you.”  

“Oh, that’s just holy water.”  

“Okay, then pastor—why’s it in a bag?” “Well, that’s to protect it from the sun’s rays.”  

“Mind if I take a sip?”  

“Not at all.” The officer puts the bottle to his lips, and takes a drink. He immediately spits 

it out, “Pastor, this is wine.” The pastor replies, “Praise the Lord, he’s done it again!” 

Here we are on the third Sunday of the New Year, on the third day of the wedding in Cana, 

and as we know—they ran out of wine. It might seem strange to be talking about a party 

running out of wine today. Daily life has become serious business—stress filled and 

difficult business. So talking about a miracle where Jesus turns some water into wine at a 

wedding sounds almost trivial. 

Yet, despite being known mostly for its poor party planning, Cana is a place where life is 

serious, stress filled, often difficult. Cana knows how the world works. They worry about 

putting food on the table, and keeping a roof over their heads. They worry about money, 

about work and family—much the same way we do today. 

Cana was a small town in the middle of nowhere. In fact, there’s little agreement as to 

where it was actually located. John’s is the only Gospel that even mentions it. Even so, like 

most smaller villages of its day the people of Cana paid taxes. They paid it to the Romans, 

to Herod, to the Temple, to the Synagogue, to the local authorities and soldiers. And yet, 

here they were, trying to have a nice celebration, trying to help a newly-married start off 

on a happy note. They wanted a moment of celebration in an otherwise dark, serious, and 

difficult world—where there was precious little to celebrate. But on the third day of the 

wedding they run out of wine. 

Mary and Jesus, Jesus’ brothers, and the disciples are in Cana for a wedding. We’re not 

sure why—the text offers no details. For the residents of Cana themselves this would’ve 

been a party where everyone was invited. Like lots of weddings today, especially big fat 

Italian or Greek ones, the weddings in Jesus’ day were big deals. It was expected that a 

substantial amount of money would be spent. Wine and food were to flow for a week—

literally seven days. The bridegroom was meant to be broke by the end of the party.  

The hospitality and celebration, the extravagance, were meant to be sign of blessing. If it 

was a successful party, the marriage then would be blessed. Except it’s only day three in 

Cana, and they have no wine. Mary points this out to Jesus in a way that only she could. 

And Jesus responds in a way that only he could: “Woman, what concern is that to you 

and me? My hour has not yet come.”  
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Jesus obviously, is on a different schedule than his mother. But she doesn’t care. She knows 

who her son is. You may recall that an angel had told her, thirty years prior, exactly who 

her son would be, and what he was born to do. She probably couldn’t wait for a moment 

like this, so she tells the servants, “Do whatever he tells you.” 

Whatever Jesus’ reasoning might be for responding as he did, Mary sees things differently. 

She knows that even if the wedding were poorly planned, the wine might run out on day 

six, but not day three. It’s possible that they didn’t know the wedding customs in Cana. It’s 

also possible that the family was too poor to throw a proper wedding. This would certainly 

help make sense of the situation. In any case, Mary sees. She sees as mothers often do; that 

they don’t even have enough. She likely knew what that felt like. And herein lies the key 

to at least one way of understanding the story. 

It should be that difficult for us, because don’t we, at one point or another in our lives, 

know what it’s like to run out? Haven’t we all felt the fear of running out—of not having 

what you need, let alone what you want. How many of us know this feeling? It can weigh 

on us, can’t it? At home, at work, and—of course—at church, especially this time of year 

as we work on the budget! But this is just how the world works. Isn’t this why we 

sometimes lie awake at night worrying about things, anxious about what will happen. It’s 

also why so many  work as hard as they do. 

We know that—at times—we’re closer to running out than we like to admit. Of course—

I’m not just talking about money. It can be just about anything. It could be time, energy, 

patience, love, breath, life, hope—anything. It’s something we all fret about, and yet it’s 

connected, in my mind, to much deeper fears. A fear of what it says about us that’s it’s an 

indictment of our life. That we weren’t good enough. That we’ve lost. That we’re failures. 

That we’ll be alone. 

Many years ago I heard that sin happens when we begin to believe the lie that God doesn’t 

love us. I found that frightening then, and I still do. Look around, you’ll see people arguing, 

fighting, over—what? Money? A few measly possessions? Look again, and you’ll see 

others who—having no fight left—have simply given up. The rats won the race. Either 

way, we see people believing the lie, when the truth is, that we’re all beggars—that should 

be helping one another find bread. 

So—it seems to me that it isn’t really about wine, or a party ending four days early. I think 

Mary knew this. I think she realized that this was all about a community. A community 

with little to live for, let alone celebrate—a people without hope. She sees this, and turns 

to the one person able to change things. It is—of course—her son.   

I believe that in that moment, Mary remembered all that had come before: the angels, the 

shepherds, the Magi, Simeon and Anna; all those things—and surely more; all that Mary 

had treasured, and pondered in her heart came to her. So, she presses the issue, telling the 

servants, “Do whatever he tells you.” Easy instructions for the servants, but words that 

ought to take our breath away, because in these words lie our salvation. 
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As we face the challenges and struggles of our lives; as we try our best to move forward as 

a church—there is hope. There will be things to celebrate. “Do whatever he tells you.” 

This demands as much faith from us as it did the disciples that day. Faith which we—like 

the disciples—often struggle with. 

Jesus knew it then and now, so what he offers is a sign. What the other Gospel writers call 

miracles, John calls signs. Signs that point to God—a God who provides, a God who 

blesses, each and every moment of our lives. This is because, you see, and here brothers 

and sisters is the thing: It’s not about the wine. It’s about the blessing.  

It’s about Christ’s presence with them. And in that, very little has changed. God continues 

to show up in our lives, not just at big things like weddings, but in the little things. God 

continues to break into our world, providing us with hope and a future.  

Tell me if this sounds familiar: 

“‘For I know the plans I have for you,’ declares the Lord. ‘Plans to prosper you 

and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future. Then you will call on 

me and come and pray to me, and I will listen to you. You will seek me and find 

me, when you seek me with all your heart. I will be found by you,’ declares 

the Lord.” 

They are God’s own words spoken to God’s people through the prophet Jeremiah. 

Hey, here’s a crazy thought:  

Is it an accident that we worship together—be it in-person or virtually—on Sunday? 

Talking about a miracle that happened on the third day—a day when we’re meant to be 

reminded of that other third day miracle? At a time when it seemed that hope had ran out? 

Not it’s no accident, because that was the day when God bid us to meet him at an empty 

tomb.  

So here we are on the third Sunday of the new year, at a time and place where it may feel 

as if our wine is running out. But Jesus is once again pointing us toward a God who has 

plans for our future, who offers new and abundant wine, who fill the jars of our hope, 

saving the good wine until now—for us! 

Thanks be to God. Amen and amen.  


