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It was late in the day and it was hot. The guests had been at
the wedding since 10 o’clock that morning. The bride and groom
were dressed in their best clothes; the bride wore her wedding
jewelry and marvelled at how it sparkled against her hennastained skin.
The groom was puffed up with pride and anticipation; he had
waited a long time for what felt like the beginning of his life. Their
parents had prepared; the dowry had been paid, garlands of
fragrant flowers adorned the courtyard. Tables were laden with
food: fresh fruit, special bread, rich stews, roasted meats and
sweets of all kinds, all prepared for the guests.
And the guests; it seemed like the whole village was there
and mostly they were. Everyone wanted to see the bride, to share
in the feast and to drink the wine. Oh yes, the wine, it was set
aside for the festivities and lots of it. At least that’s what the host
thought. He had made sure he had lots and that it would last for
the three days of the feasting.
But I am getting ahead of myself. Did I say it was hot? Yes,
yes, I did, but that is because it was really hot. The sun was
shining brightly; everyone’s eyes were wrinkling from squinting

and tongues were parched dry. So the wine was popular; cups
were filled as soon as they were empty to quench the thirst.
After the ceremony and the meal, the dancing started. The
music was intoxicating; there were drums and cymbals, flutes and
tambourines. Nobody that could move stayed still; young and old
were dancing in circles around the bride and groom. People
kicked up the dirt and clapped their hands; there was singing and
laughing, the joy was palpable.
After a while the crowd thinned out a bit; with the heat some
of the revealers went to rest in the shade. I was one of them. I sat
down in a cool corner and looked around. The colours are what I
remember. Of course, the sun faded most things, but the flush of
cheeks, the brightness of the eyes, the colour of the wine; it all
stood out for me.
As I rested, I looked at all the people. There were the
families gathered from far and wide. The friends were there too
and even a few strangers; visitors to town who were not left out of
the revelry. I remember one in particular. There was nothing
special about his appearance, but there was something about him
that caught my attention. I was trying to figure it out when I got
distracted by a commotion on the other side of the room.
The servants were talking and raising their voices, but any
attempts to hide the problem were futile because people kept

coming for more wine. The wine had run out and everyone was
wondering how to tell the host. The wine steward looked the
worst; he knew he would likely take the blame. He had been
certain they had enough.
But before the host was called from the party, the stranger,
the one I was talking about, began talking to the servants. From
where I sat, it seemed like he was giving them orders. He pointed
to the large jars in the doorway, the ones that were used to hold
the water we all used to wash with as we entered the party. They
were pretty much empty by now. But the stranger told the
servants to refill them with water. It took quite a bit of time. Those
jars are really big and the water had to be hauled in from the well
on the other side of the square.
When the jars were filled the stranger said to draw a cup and
take it to the wine steward. He was pacing in the doorway trying
to figure out how to tell the host they had run out of wine. He had
seen what was going on and when the servant came towards him
with the cup, he swung his arm out, but just before he hit the cup,
he stopped. He grabbed the cup and took a sip, and then he
drained it and ran from the room. The servants started filling the
guest cups from the jars. As each one drank, their eyes lit up and
they nodded to one another in appreciation.

I could not figure out what was going on. These people were
acting like they had tasted the best wine, not just the water from
our village well. I decided to find out. When the servant poured
the water I was shocked at what I saw for the liquid was no more
water than I was the bridegroom. It was clearly wine and the
taste; it was the finest wine I have ever tasted.
As I considered what had happened, I remembered the
stranger and I spun around looking for him, but he was no longer
in the room. I went out into the courtyard and saw him, but he was
on the other side of the crowd of dancers. He was singing and
dancing and having so much fun. I meant to search him out later
but I forgot. I guess I drank too much of that wine. It was so good
and there seemed to be no end of it.
The wine at that party was the talk of the village for a few
days, but before long other things caught people’s attention and
by then the stranger had left town. For a few weeks, I wondered
about him, about the wine, but it was not until a few months later
when I went to hear a new teacher that I saw the stranger again.
This time it was because he was the new teacher, Jesus. He
was standing in front of the crowd talking of hope for a better
world and a better life. He spoke of wholeness and healing. He
promised abundance and demonstrated generosity. Some said he
was the Messiah we have all been waiting for. I didn’t know what

to think until I saw him take some bread and share it with the
crowds.
As the bread was passed to each person, I remembered the
water jars and the fine wine. I remembered the sweetness and the
joy of that day. I remembered how he danced and sang and how
his laughter rang out above the music.
When the bread was passed to me, I finally understood what
had happened at the wedding. I now knew why he stood out that
day – he was there with a message. It was like he was saying to
us, “God is offering you the best – the best wine, the best life, the
best love; and the time for the best is now.”
I know now that it was never about the wine, but about
grace, because I saw the grace of God in his face. I tasted the
grace of God in the wine. I heard the grace of God in his voice.
As I broke off a piece of bread from the loaf, I recognized that
God’s grace was as unlimited as the wine had been at the
wedding.
They killed Jesus last year when he went to Jerusalem. The
strange thing is I feel like he is still with us. I hear his words, even
his voice from time to time. I taste the wine every now and again.
In a crowd, I even think I see him. In my heart, I know he is still
alive. The grace he demonstrated to us all did not die with him.

Amen.

