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Sermon for Epiphany 2 Year C 2022 
They Have No Wine 

 
They have no wine. 
With those words Mary speaks a truth about our lives. 
A truth at that some point we all experience. 
There comes a day when the wine gives out. 
The glass is empty. 
The party is over. 
On that day life seems empty and dry. 
There is no vibrancy or vitality. 
Nothing is growing or fermenting within us. 
Our world is colorless and tasteless. 
The bouquet of life is absent and we are living less than fully alive. 
 
Mary’s words hold before us some serious questions and wonderings. 
Where has the wine of our life given out? 
What relationships have run dry? 
What parts of us remain empty? 
 
Each one of us could tell a story about the day the wine gave out. 
It might be about the death of a loved one or the loss of a friendship or 
marriage. 
Some may speak about their search for acceptance. 
Some will describe their thirst for meaning and significance. 
Others will tell of disappointments or regrets. 
Many of the stories will be about fear of what is or what will be. 
Perhaps we cannot pinpoint why or how the wine ran out, it just did. 
 
Behind each of our stories is the hope  
and desire for a wedding of our life. 
We come to the wedding at Cana  
not simply as guests and spectators, 
but as participants, as a bride or groom,  
seeking union, intimacy, and wholeness. 
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Despite our best efforts, good intensions, and hard work, however, it 
seems that the wine of our life is always giving out. 
No matter how often we refill it, our glass remains empty. 
There is never enough wine. 
As the day wears on, we become increasingly aware that we cannot 
replenish the wine from our own resources. 
 
There’s a problem to be fixed. 
The wine has run out, we tell Jesus. 
And, voila, somehow we expect Jesus makes more so that the same 
party can continue as before. 
But is that really enough? 
Is all we want just a refill? 
Do we just want to fix the problem and go on with the same old life in 
the same old way? 
 
Okay . . . truth be told, yes, that’s exactly what I want. 
I just want whatever the problem to be fixed and go away  
so I can get on with my life. 
We all really don’t want our life to change, we just want a bit of magic. 
We want Jesus to show up, wave the divine wand, and make it all better. 
They have no wine, abracadabra, now they do. 
But that’s not who Jesus is  
and that’s not what the gospel or Christianity are about. 
 
In some ways, magic spares us from God and from life. 
It keeps us from encountering the new, the possible, the unforeseen. 
It entertains but it doesn’t transform or change life. 
A magical reading of this morning’s gospel leaves us wondering if it 
really happened. 
What’s his next trick? 
How did he do that? 
And if we’re really honest with ourselves, we know better. 
Water does not turn into wine. 
Have you ever seen that happen? 
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Have you ever done it? 
No, you haven’t and neither have I. 
And it’s not because we are not Jesus but because there is no magic, 
only magical illusions. 
 
Today’s gospel asks us to move from magical thinking about our lives  
to looking for and seeing the miraculous. 
And the question behind every miracle story is this:  
What does it mean for us here and now?  
What possibilities does this story raise for our lives  
and for the life of the world? 
 
In the end, I don’t think this gospel story is ultimately about turning 
water into wine. 
It’s about more than that. 
It’s about calling forth life where there is none. 
It’s about transformation. 
It’s about living a new life. 
The text itself gives us two hints that suggest this. 
 
First, the story happens “on the third day.” 
What does that make you think of? 
What happens on the third day? 
Resurrection, a new life, a new beginning, a rebirth. 
The second hint is, “there was a wedding.” 
Again, this is about a new life— 
two people coming together to create and live a new life,  
to change and be changed by each other, 
and to open themselves to unknowable possibilities  
and an unforeseeable future. 
 
All that makes me wonder;  
maybe running out of wine is not a problem to be fixed,  
but the beginning of something new. 
Maybe it’s a calling into a new life or an invitation into more life. 
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Nobody likes to run out of wine, but it might be used to deepen our 
wisdom, cause us to plow new ground, to grow and mature. 
All of that can be difficult, unsettling, and sometimes painful. 
 
Now I am not talking about times when we have to decide  
whether we will see the glass as half empty or half full. 
I am talking about those times in life when the glass is dry, 
the bottle is on its side, the party is over, and we’re dying of thirst. 
And, as noted before, who doesn’t know what that is like? 
And it isn’t only about us individually. 
We can see and name other people who “have no wine” 
and places in which “the wine gave out.” 
It is happening in our lives, our institutions, our country, and our world. 
 
Of course I’m not talking about cabernet and chardonnay. 
I am talking about the wine of love and friendship, 
the wine of meaning, purpose and direction; 
the wine of vitality, passion and enthusiasm; 
the wine of youth, strength and health; 
the wine of trust, faith and hope; 
the wine of mercy and forgiveness; 
the wine of peace, joy, and security; 
the wine of justice, dignity, and equality; 
the wine of hospitality, inclusion and welcome, 
the wine of truth, certainty and answers. 
 
When the wine gives out, life is dying on the vine and we are no longer 
filled or under the influence of the Holy Spirit. 
We may not have said it the same way, but we’ve all echoed Mary’s 
words for ourselves, for another, for the world. 
They have no wine. 
 
Now many times we pray these words in petitions  
that tell Jesus not just that our wine has run out  
but exactly the kind of wine we expect him to provide. 
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But Mary doesn’t do that. 
Mary does not set out any expectations. 
She doesn’t tell Jesus what to do. 
She offers no suggestions about the wine they need. 
She just names the reality. 
She lets the reality of the situation call to and invite Jesus to respond. 
 
You could say Mary is simply holding open the door  
for something to happen, the door to a new possibility,  
the door to a new life, the door of hope. 
Isn’t that really what we are doing every time we pray? 
We’re holding open the door to our life, another’s life, the life of the 
world, and asking for Jesus to walk through, 
hoping he will show up and do something. 
 
And here’s the hard part about life when the wine gives out: 
Jesus just might show up and do something, or he might not. 
There is no certainty about what will happen, no guarantees. 
You know that as well as I. 
We’ve all offered our prayers and sometimes they get answered in ways 
that we want and sometimes they don’t. 
But sometimes it’s something we never could have imagined. 
Other times it’s different from what we wanted, 
and maybe we don’t even want what shows up. 
(There’s a reason for that old saying, “Be careful what you pray for.”) 
 
I can’t make you any promises about what will happen when the wine of 
your life runs out. 
I have no definite answers. 
But I know we have a part to play in the possibility of this miracle. 
Jesus did not do this by himself. 
Mary declared the need—the emptiness, “they have no wine.” 
The servants poured the water. 
The chief steward tasted, recognized,  
and named the good wine, the new life. 
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Those are our parts too. 
We play those parts for ourselves, each other, and the world. 
 
Sometimes we need to be Mary and name the empty and dry places even 
when we don’t know how they will be filled up. 
“Lord, they have no food, no justice, no security.” 
“Lord, I have no vision or direction for my life.” 
“Lord, they have no health, no money, no safety.” 
“Lord, they have no wine.” 
 
Sometimes we need to be the ones to carry and pour water even when 
we can’t see that it’s making a difference. 
Sometimes we need to be the chief steward  
naming and recognizing new life, helping others taste the new wine. 
 
When the wine runs out, Jesus needs us as much as we need him. 
I want to play my part even if I don’t know how it will all turn out. 
Don’t you? 
Isn’t that ultimately what faith and hope are about? 
Isn’t that why we have all been given such a wide variety of gifts? 
 
Opening the door to Jesus is always a risk. 
We invite a response not knowing and having no control over what the 
response will be, or if there will even be one—that we recognize. 
We’re taking the risk that the One who promises is faithful 
and even, perhaps, that God is more hopeful even than we are. 
We are staking our lives now that the future to come is worth more, 
and that the coming life is larger and better than the empty glasses 
and bottles that litter our lives. 
 
Regardless of how it feels or what we think about it, the day the wine 
runs out is the beginning of a miracle. 
Christ does not simply refill our glasses. 
He wants to transform our lives, bringing resurrection and new life; 
bringing vibrancy to that which is colorless. 



 7 

On the third day our lives are filled to the brim with the good wine. 
We take that wine in and we are under the influence of the Holy Spirit. 
That’s the miracle at Cana and it has never ceased happening. 
Every moment of every day Christ pours himself  
into the empty jars of our life. 
He is the good wine; extravagant, abundant, endless. 
At this meal he pours himself out for us all. 
Our hearts and minds and souls are somehow brought our of error into 
truth, out of sin into righteousness, out of death into life. 
I can’t tell you how that happens. 
I only know that it does happen. 
I have experienced the miracle of Cana in my own life  
and seen it in the lives of others. 
 
Have you, like I have, experienced moments  
when death is turned into life,  
sorrow into joy, and despair into hope?  
Have you seen that happen in the lives of others?  
I have been surprised by fear that was transformed into courage  
and seen people do things they never thought possible. 
I have watched empty lives be filled back up. 
I know of broken marriages that became vibrant and life-giving. 
 
Those and a thousand others like them are the miracles (not magic!) 
of Cana.  
Those are moments Christ’s glory is revealed and we are illumined, 
shining with the radiance of his glory.  
His glory becomes ours, two lives one glory. 
 
“They have no wine,” Mary said.  
But they will.  
The miracle always begins when the wine gives out. 
 
 
  


