
Do You Believe? 
Water to Wine 
John 2:1-11 
 
Introduction 
Good morning!  My name is Jon Wiest and I serve as the Multiplication Pastor here at 
Trinity.  I trust you all have had a great Thanksgiving weekend thus far!  Our family 
traveled to Iowa on Wednesday and enjoyed a great time with family, friends, and 
football but I must say, during one of our conversations a very controversial topic came 
up and I need to get your input.  In fact, I want to preface by saying I’m not trying to stir 
up trouble, I don’t want to create a fight, and I know the church should be a place of 
unity but nonetheless, I need to ask this question. Is it or is it not permissible to put the 
Christmas tree up BEFORE Thanksgiving?  
 
In fact, show of hands, “how many of you put up your Christmas tree before 
Thanksgiving?”  Wow!  That took a lot of courage and I’m proud of you for making that 
confession and we still accept you here at Trinity and want you to know you are loved 
and forgiven for that offense.  OK?  Anyone here on the opposite side of the aisle and 
will not be putting up a tree this year?  Oh wow…I’m so sorry.  I will be praying that God 
would purify and soften your heart of coal!  Well, I am a huge fan of Christmas and put 
all my Christmas light up the week before Thanksgiving and I have even been known to 
be an early Christmas tree putter-upper so I am quite excited today to officially celebrate 
the first Sunday of Advent.   
 
In fact, during Advent and for most of 2019, we are going to be living in the Gospel of 
John, an incredible account of the life of Christ with many personal stories of life change 
and transformation and perhaps the most well-known verse in Scripture, John 3:16 
“that whoever believes in Jesus will not perish but have eternal life”.  In fact, 
BELIEVING is a central theme in John.  Toward the end of the book, he writes, “Jesus 
performed many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which are not recorded in 
this book.  But these are written that you may believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son 
of God, and that by believing you may have life in his name” John 20:30-31. 
 
This series is then rightly titled, “Do You Believe” and today we want to examine the 
very first sign, the first miracle of Jesus performed in the Gospel of John.  Turn with me 
to John 2 and let’s read. 
 
John 2:1-11 
“1On the third day a wedding took place at Cana in Galilee.  Jesus’ mother was there, 2 
and Jesus and his disciples had also been invited to the wedding. 3 When the wine was 
gone, Jesus’ mother said to him, “They have no more wine.”4 “Woman, why do you 
involve me?” Jesus replied. “My hour has not yet come.”5 His mother said to the 
servants, “Do whatever he tells you.” John 2:1-5 
 
One person illustrated the miracle this way (see meme). Mary, Jesus, and the disciples 
are all invited to a wedding, and weddings in the 1st century were huge events!  They 
began with a ceremony at the synagogue followed by a long, candlelight procession 



through the city, winding their way through the evening city streets. The couple would 
be escorted past as many homes as possible so everyone could wish them well and then 
after the processional, rather than going on a honeymoon, the honeymoon was brought 
to them and they would go home to party.  For several DAYS, there would be gift-giving, 
speechmaking, food-eating and wine drinking and it was a big deal.  The host honored 
the guests by keeping their plates full and their cups overflowing. 
 
The rabbis of old had a saying, “Without the wine, there is no joy.”  Evidently all the old 
rabbis were Italian.  But wine was crucial, not for drunkenness, which was considered a 
disgrace in that culture, but for what it demonstrated…a special day with special guests.  
Wine was the equivalent of wedding cake and running out of wine was a major faux pas. 
You didn’t want to run out but by day three of this multi-day affair word begins to 
spread that the vats are dry and Mary says to her son Jesus, “They have no more wine.” 
 
It’s a pretty matter-of fact statement.  She wasn’t bossy.  She didn’t say in a nagging 
voice, “Jesus they are out of wine so here is what I want you to do.  Go down to the grove 
at the corner, accelerate the growth of some grapes, and turn them into wine.”  None of 
that. Mary didn’t whine about the wine.  She just brought the problem to Jesus.  Things 
are bone dry and to which Jesus responds, “woman, why do you involve me, my hour 
has not yet come”.  It’s a formal response.  My hour has not yet come. I’m at the front 
end of my ministry.  I will set the dates and time to reveal my power.  I am in control 
and I didn’t come to this wedding with the intention of bringing wine to the party.  
 
By the way, I’m sure the angels had their own idea of what the first miracle would be.  
Perhaps raising the dead, eliminating leprosy, eradicating poverty, ending world hunger.  
They had their popcorn up in heaven, eagerly watching how it would unfold and turning 
water to wine was not in their top ten list.  Mary doesn’t seem to know what will happen 
but she trusts Jesus and understanding his wisdom and power she says to the servants, 
“Do whatever he tells you.”   
 
In my imagination, I see Mary turn and walk away. She has identified the problem, she 
has brought it to Jesus and then she leaves it with him, in complete faith that he will 
take care of it, regardless of what he decides to do.  Notice what happens.  No longer is 
the wine issue Mary’s problem.  Instead, it’s now on Jesus. This almost feels like Jesus 
just got dumped on, doesn’t it?  Ever been dumped on?  Hey honey can you watch the 
kids tonight, I’m heading out with the guys?  No, you can’t?  OK, then just find a sitter or 
something…gotta go!  And if this were anyone other than Jesus you would have expected 
him to say, “thanks a lot mom (sarcastically)” but Jesus asks us to cast our cares on him.  
He asks us to release our problems to him and I happen to think that as Mary was 
walking away, Jesus smiled and shook his head. 
 
His time has not yet come, the angels are looking down from heaven, and Jesus has a 
decision to make.  What will he do?  “Do whatever he tells you”.  I love it.  And so, I 
imagine, Jesus looks at the bride and groom, looks up into the heavens, watches his 
mom walking away and for a moment, looks at a cluster of six water pots over in the 
corner and then he speaks.  He is about to reveal something very profound about his 
character.  Don’t miss it.  



“6 Nearby stood six stone water jars, the kind used by the Jews for ceremonial 
washing, each holding from twenty to thirty gallons. 7 Jesus said to the servants, “Fill 
the jars with water”; so they filled them to the brim. 8 Then he told them, “Now draw 
some out and take it to the master of the banquet.”  
 
These six stone water jars were designed for ceremonial washings were kept by the 
entrance of the house.  Each guest would wash his hands as he entered and these were 
not small wash basins.  Instead, each had a capacity of between 20 to 30 gallons of water 
and there were six of them. Fill the jars with water, Jesus said, then draw out some 
water and take it to the master of the banquet.  Imagine if someone said, “hey, draw 
some water out of that old nasty toilet and hand it to the master.”  Strange, right? But 
they hear Mary’s voice resonate, “do what he tells you” and we read,  
 
9 They did so and the master of the banquet tasted the water that had been turned into 
wine. He did not realize where it had come from, though the servants who had drawn 
the water knew. Then he called the bridegroom aside and said, “Everyone brings out 
the choice wine first and then the cheaper wine after the guests have had too much to 
drink; but you have saved the best till now.”  John 2:9-10 
 
The master of the feast tasted the wine and licked his lips, lifted his glass and said 
“Wow!  This is good stuff.  Most people stock up on some Mad Dog 20/20 for the end of 
the party, but you are serving French Bordeaux. This is a very fine quality wine and not 
only that but you have produced six jars or 180 gallons or 908 bottles of the finest wine 
around!  You have saved the best until last and so what’s the point of the miracle.    
  
Why would this inaugurate his ministry? With the planets to keep balanced and kings 
and emperors to watch over, with a world to save, why was this the first sign given by 
Jesus?  Why would God care if a wedding party ran out of wine?  And it is here that we 
learn something about God.  It’s here that we learn about the personal, radical, 
overwhelming, extravagant love of Jesus.  John writes later in 1 John 3:1, “See what 
great love the Father has lavished on us, that we should be called children of God! And 
that is what we are!”  
 
Illustration 
Noted Christian author and speaker Tony Campolo tells a story of his visit to Honolulu 
for a Christian conference several years ago. His first night there, Tony awoke sometime 
after three am and left the hotel in search of a place to get something to eat. Eventually 
he found a tiny coffee shop, with one man behind the counter who served him coffee and 
a doughnut. Tony was the only customer until, quite suddenly, the coffee shop was 
overrun with women. Some sat at small tables; others sat at the counter near Tony.  
From their conversation, Tony learned an astonishing amount about Honolulu's night 
life and as the girls were discussing their night's work and their male clients, it dawned 
on him that they were prostitutes. Here's the rest of the story in Tony's own words: 
 
I overheard the woman sitting beside me say, "Tomorrow's my birthday. I'm going to be 
thirty-nine." Her "friend" responded in a nasty tone, "So what do you want from me? A 
birthday party? What do you want? Ya want me to get you a cake and sing 'Happy 



Birthday'?" "Come on!" said the woman sitting next to me. "Why do you have to be so 
mean? I was just telling you, that's all. Why do you have to put me down? I was just 
telling you it was my birthday. I don't want anything from you. I mean, why should you 
give me a birthday party? I've never had a birthday party in my whole life. Why should I 
have one now?" 
 
When I heard that, I made a decision. I sat and waited until the women had left. Then I 
called over the fat guy behind the counter and I asked him, "Do they come in here every 
night?" "Yeah!" he answered. "The one right next to me, does she come here every 
night?" "Yeah," he said. "That's Agnes. Yeah, she comes in here every night. Why d'ya 
wanta know?" "Because I heard her say that tomorrow is her birthday," I told him. 
"What do you say you and I do something about that? What do you think about us 
throwing a birthday party for her--right here--tomorrow night?" A cute smile slowly 
crossed his chubby cheeks and he answered with measured delight, "That's great!" 
"Look," I told him, "if it's okay with you, I'll get back here tomorrow morning about 2:30 
and decorate the place. I'll even get a birthday cake!" "No way," said Harry (that was his 
name). "The birthday cake's my thing. I'll make the cake." At 2:30 the next morning, I 
was back at the diner. I had picked up some crepe-paper decorations at the store and 
had made a sign out of big pieces of cardboard that read, "Happy Birthday, Agnes!" I 
decorated the diner from one end to the other. I had that diner looking good. The 
woman who did the cooking must have gotten the word out on the street, because by 
3:15 every prostitute in Honolulu was in the place. It was wall-to-wall prostitutes and 
me!  At 3:30 on the dot, the door of the diner swung open and in came Agnes and her 
friend. I had everybody ready (after all I was kind of the emcee of the affair), and when 
they came in we all screamed, "Happy birthday!" Never have I seen a person so 
flabbergasted ... so stunned ... so shaken. Her mouth fell open. Her legs seemed to 
buckle a bit. Her friend grabbed her arm to steady her. As she was led to sit on one of the 
stools along the counter, we all sang "Happy Birthday" to her. As we came to the end of 
our singing with "Happy birthday, dear Agnes, happy birthday to you," her eyes 
moistened. When the birthday cake with all the candles on it was carried out, she lost it 
and just openly cried. Harry gruffly mumbled, "Blow out the candles, Agnes! Come on! 
Blow out the candles! If you don't blow out the candles, I'm gonna hafta blow out the 
candles." And, after an endless few seconds, he did. Then he handed her a knife and told 
her, "Cut the cake, Agnes. Yo, Agnes, we all want some cake." Agnes looked down at the 
cake. Then without taking her eyes off it, she slowly and softly said, "Look, Harry, is it all 
right with you if I ...I mean, is it okay if I kind of ... want I want to ask you is ... is it OK if 
keep the cake a little while? I mean, is it all right if we don't eat it right away?" Harry 
shrugged and answered, "Sure! It's okay. If you want to keep the cake, keep the cake. 
Take it home if you want to." 
 
"Can I?" she asked. Then, looking at me, she said, "I live just down the street a couple of 
doors. I want to take the cake home, OK? I'll be right back. Honest!" She got off the 
stool, picked up the cake, and, carrying it like it was the Holy Grail, walked slowly 
toward the door. As we all just stood there motionless, she left. When the door closed, 
there was a stunned silence in the place. Not knowing what else to do, I broke the silence 
by saying, "What do you say we pray?" Looking back on it now, it seems more than 
strange for a sociologist to be leading a prayer meeting with a bunch of prostitutes in a 



diner in Honolulu at 3:30 in the morning. But then it just felt like the right thing to do. I 
prayed for Agnes. I prayed for her salvation. I prayed that her life would be changed and 
that God would be good to her. 
 
When I finished, Harry leaned over the counter and, with a trace of hostility in his voice, 
said, "Hey! You never told me you were a preacher. What kind of church do you belong 
to?" In one of those moments when just the right words came, I answered, "I belong to a 
church that throws birthday parties for prostitutes at 3:30 in the morning." Harry 
waited a moment and then almost sneered as he answered, "No, you don't. There's no 
church like that. If there was, I'd join it. I'd join a church like that!"  
 
Wouldn’t we all!  But that’s the point.  That is the God we serve and that is the church 
we should become. Everyone is invited to the table.  You have saved the best for last the 
headmaster said and now we know we aren’t talking about wine, we’re talking about 
Jesus.  He is the fulfillment, the one to inaugurate a new way of living, a new life of love 
and extravagance.   We serve a God who has no problem throwing birthday parties for 
prostitutes, who has no problem eating with sinners and sitting with lepers.  If he 
walked our streets today, he would have no problem visiting red light districts and 
interacting with those that seem unlovable.  In fact, if he were invited to a wedding, he 
would surprise us by doing the unexpected miracle of turning water into wine, and 
keeping the party going and why does he do it? 
 
Conclusion 
The Bible says, “this is the beginning of the signs Jesus did in Cana of Galilee, and 
manifested His glory, and His disciples believed in Him” John 2:11.  He does it so that 
we might believe.  He doesn’t do it to teach us about wedding or to make a statement 
about alcohol or to tell us something about miracles?  He does it to show us who he is 
and how he loves and in doing that to ask, “do you believe?”  Is this the kind of God you 
can put your faith and trust?  Do you believe that he is the kind of savior that would turn 
water into wine, the kind of God that would lavish love on you, the kind of Jesus that 
would throw birthday parties for prostitutes at 3:30 in the morning, a God that would 
turn 20 ceremonial jars of water into 908 bottles of French Bordeaux and all because he 
loves you?  Is that the kind of Savior you serve?  “You have saved the best wine till now” 
John 2:10. 
 
Jesus doesn’t come into our world only to force us to follow a bunch of new rules and 
regulations, or to simply issue a get out of hell free card or to make our life one of rigid 
obligation and legalism.  He came to bring us abundant life, life to the full and he 
overwhelms us by surprising us with his love and generosity and he shows us in this first 
miracle in John a little something about who he is.  He has come to inaugurate 
something new.  Do you believe?  Do you believe that?  Every sermon, every Sunday 
should be a reminder, a recalibrating, a recentering around the fact that Jesus loves you 
so much he would throw a birthday party for you even when you don’t deserve it, he 
would supply you with wine at a party, he would give his very life for you.  How do you 
respond to that?  You simply say thank-you Jesus.  Thank-you.  We’ve come off a 
Thanksgiving holiday and I think it’s appropriate today to say thank you Jesus.  Can you 
thank him today?  


