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Water Into Wine 
Texts: 1 Corinthians 12: 1-11; John 2: 1-11; Elizabeth Mckenzie “A Wedding” from The Portable 
Veblen 
 
Weddings are joyous occasions, full of promise and hope. The bride and the groom arrive with the 
expectation that this will be their day, that everything will be perfect, that their wedding will be a 
memorable dream. But as I tell the couples who come to me to be married, something always 
goes wrong. It might be something small, or it might be something large, but it’s always 
something. No wedding ever goes off exactly as planned. But that’s okay, I tell them, because 
that’s the story of your wedding. That’s what you will remember, that’s what your friends will be 
reminding you of, that’s what you will be telling your children about: the mistake, the misstep, the 
unfortunate incident.  
 
“Hey, remember at our wedding, when the best man dropped the ring and it rolled down the 
heating grate at the church? I thought we’d never get it back!” 
 
“Hey, remember at our wedding, how the horse I was riding in on bolted? You thought you’d lost 
your bride before it even started!” 
 
“Hey, remember at our wedding, how those kids who were playing at the reception bumped into 
the guest and pushed him into the wedding cake before the pictures had been taken?” 
 
And on it goes. A wedding on a golf course starts late, misses their time window, and golfers are 
playing through during the ceremony. The happy couple leaves the altar before the minister has 
pronounced them husband and wife, and he has to go running after them to make the ceremony 
legal. The family dog who has the rings attached to a pillow on his back runs into the reflecting 
pool for a swim on a hot day. The father of the bride gets into a fist fight with the caterer because 
he served chicken fingers instead of the prime rib the father was paying for. These are the things 
that happen at weddings. They’ve all happened at weddings that I either attended or officiated, 
and let me tell you, it was super embarrassing to get pushed into that wedding cake through no 
fault of my own! There was no hiding it because my suit was covered with vanilla icing! 
 
Yes, weddings are accidents waiting to happen. And the one Jesus and his mother attended in 
Cana was no exception. In the ancient world, a wedding wasn’t just the work of an hour, but rather 
the work of a week. The celebration was a community event that brought everybody together to 
mark the moment that a new family came into existence, with the promise of offspring who would 
keep the community going. Our story today takes place on day three of the wedding, with four 
more days of festivities still to go. Four more days, that is, if the wine holds out, which, in this 
case, it doesn’t. This would have been a never-to-be-forgotten humiliation to the couple and to the 
bridegroom’s father, who was hosting the event. Less than halfway done, and you have to send 
everybody home because there’s no more wine. Disaster! 
 
Now, who knows why the wine ran out: incompetent wine steward, poor parental planning, more 
guests arriving from nearby towns than expected, or Jesus’ disciples tagging along and drinking 
like crazy. Jesus was later accused of hanging out with people who liked their wine a little too 
much, and it could be that this is the origin of that accusation. Maybe it was all of the above, or 
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none of them. It didn’t really matter then, and it doesn’t really matter now. The essential fact was 
the wine was gone. And that was bad. Very bad. Like losing-the-wedding-cake-to-kids playing 
bad. 
 
Somehow Mary found out about it. Maybe there were whispers among the women, or maybe she 
was a relative who would share in the shame. We don’t know how she found out about it, but she 
did. Something had to be done to save the couple from being the talk of the town forever, and 
Mary knew just the person to do it: her son, Jesus. 
 
“Hey, Jesus, son, come ‘ere! They’re out of wine!” 
“Ah, mom, whaddaya want me to do about it? It’s not my time yet.” 
 
Mary, like most mothers I think (certainly like mine), simply ignores her son’s objection and carries 
on with her plan. She calls the servants together and says, “Do whatever he tells you.” At this 
point, the commentaries break into a great dissertation on how the six empty stone jars, that were 
usually used for Jewish ceremonial washing, represent the emptiness of the old religion. And how 
Jesus’ filling of them represents the way that the coming of Christianity fills up what was lacking in 
Judaism. At least, that’s what they were saying when I dozed off.  
 
I’m all into symbolism and such, and I guess they could be right, but the wedding guests weren’t 
looking for a symbolic parable of the coming of Christ. The guests wanted wine, and they wanted 
enough of it for four more days, and maybe, just maybe Jesus wasn’t looking to do something 
symbolic so much as looking for the biggest darn jars he could find so his mother wouldn’t be 
coming back to him tomorrow to do it all again. He was the Messiah, after all, not the caterer.  
Whatever the case, he found these massive stone jars that could hold twenty to thirty gallons of 
water for washing hands and feet. They’re empty, so I guess the guests at least had clean hands 
and feet, and Jesus orders them to be filled with water. Now, we know what’s going to happen, but 
to the servants, it must have seemed like an absurd thing to do.  
 
“Why are we filling these things up again? Are we expecting more guests? That’s just going to 
make things worse, not better.  Does he want to make everyone wash their feet again before they 
leave? Why’s he telling us to do this?” 
 
The servants have no idea why they’re doing what Jesus says, but they do it anyway. And then 
Jesus tells them to take some of the stinky old water out of the foot-washing jars and take it to the 
master of ceremonies. I can just hear the servants snickering. “It’s going to smell like dirty feet, 
and taste even worse! Wait ‘til the master of ceremonies gets a load of this. It’s wedding over, 
man, wedding over!” But that’s not what happens, is it?  
 
The master of ceremonies takes one sip and is in love. This is the best wine he’s ever tasted! He 
calls over the bridegroom and says, “Whoa, dude, what are you doing? Everybody else serves the 
good stuff first, and then when the guests are three sheets to the wind, then they bring out the 
plonk! But you’ve saved the best for last! That’s amazing!” I’m sure when the servants, who knew 
where it had come from, heard this, they were hurrying into the back room to get a taste for 
themselves. 
 
John tells us that what Jesus did here, in Cana of Galilee, at a disaster of a wedding, that this was 
the first of the seven signs Jesus did through which he revealed his glory, and it made his 
disciples believe in him. So what are we to take away from this? 
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The first is this: if the commentaries are right, and this is the beginning of a new way of religion 
before God, it is surely significant that it takes place at a wedding. This new way of being with 
God, when Jesus is present, this new way is a celebration. It’s a party, with revelry, festivities and 
fun, lots of fun. Our church services ought to be like that: fun, with food and singing and 
celebration. Not staid, and sour, and all too serious, but plain old-fashioned fun.  
 
Not many people want to go to church, but lots of people want to go to a party, so church should 
be more like that. We have Jesus’ permission to do it, to fill our services and sermons with 
laughter, because that’s how he first showed his glory, by bringing the life back to the party. That’s 
our first take-away: Jesus’ religion includes lots of fun, so church should be fun. 
 
The second thing is this: we won’t get anywhere if we don’t ask. Mary asked. It didn’t seem likely 
that Jesus would bring out more booze, but, what the hey, might as well ask. And then she gave 
Jesus the chance to act by acting herself as if he were going to do it. She just told the servants to 
do whatever Jesus told them. She got everything ready for Jesus to act, and he did. That’s our 
second take-away: ask, and act. If you don’t ask, you will never know what Jesus will answer. And 
if you don’t act, you won’t make it likely he will answer, even if it isn’t quite in his plans, not quite 
his hour yet. 
 
And third, we have to do what he says, even if we don’t see the reason for it yet. That’s what Mary 
told the servants to do, and it’s what we have to do if we want Jesus to act in our church and in 
our lives: We have to do what Jesus tells us to do, even if we don’t quite understand why.   
 
Today he’s telling us to make what we do a celebration, not this time for an earthly bridegroom, 
but for Jesus, the heavenly bridegroom, and guess who his bride is? It’s us, the church! Yep, 
that’s right, church is a celebration, and it’s our party, friends, we’re the ones getting married to 
Christ through our faith.  
 
We, the church, are the bride of Christ, according to the scriptures, so this celebration we have 
each week is a kind of wedding feast of our own, and Jesus is bringing the wine, the good stuff, 
because he is the one who has saved the best for last. And in the end, it’s Jesus who will take the 
worst day of our lives, when everything is going wrong, the day we lie dying, and he will turn it into 
the best day of our lives, when our marriage with him is made complete, and the real party begins, 
and never ends. 
 
What about that couple long ago at that wedding in Cana? You don’t think this is the story they’re 
going to tell? “Hey, remember at our wedding, how the wine ran out on the third day, but Jesus 
saved us by turning water into wine? Thank God he was there!” And here’s the one we’re going to 
tell: “Hey, remember at our wedding, how I was dying, but you saved me, Jesus? It could have 
been the worst wedding ever, but instead it was the best, and now we will be together forever.  
Thank God for that.” 
 
Thank God indeed. Water into wine. Death into life. Saving the best for last. 
 
Amen 
 


