Isaiah 62: 1 - 5

John 2: 1 - 11

Something to shout about

On Thursday I received a very special postcard from a friend

in London.

She’s been planning this trip for ages

but just before she went things fell apart

· family relationships

· her travelling companion

· health issues and so on.

Together we made plans:

“What to do in London when you can’t cope.”

Listen to her card:

. . .

I’ve read and re-read that card.

I am so thankful.

The icing on the cake is the last comment:

“Great food by Hannah!”

Hannah is her daughter

And it is very special that instead of Rachel providing the wonderful meals, her daughter is doing it for her.

For me, this postcard shouts aloud that God is gracious and good.

God’s generosity to Rachel is wonderful

And I am revelling in it.

Our lectionary readings are in the same vein.

In Isaiah, the prophet can’t keep his mouth shut.

He is shouting aloud the good news of God’s grace 

for the people.

He uses images of weddings and brides,

husbands and feasts.

Weddings are days of love and commitment

days of feasting and happiness.

They are occasions that are planned, budgeted and longed for.

In Isaiah the people of Israel are told that 

they are as special to God as a bride is to her new husband.

After the devastation of exile 

and in the midst of the hard work of re-building their towns 

and communities

what could be better than to hear that God 

was preparing a wedding banquet for them.

Of course, it’s an image – and a very evocative one!

A God who prepares wedding banquets

is a God of amazing generosity and faithfulness.

This is the God of Psalm 36 whose regard for all the people 

is one of steadfast love.

This God can be relied on for help with the re-building 

of community.

When dreams have been shattered

God can be depended on for help:

Help with the re-building of family relationships;

Help with the re-construction of dreams;

Help with sorting out a parish and its ministry team!

God’s help is God’s grace.

We commonly think of God’s grace as the equivalence of forgiveness:

It is that and it is much more than that.

It is about huge and unexpected generosity.

God’s grace is about the resources 

that are needed to get the job done.

Sometimes these resources are provided as if by a miracle.

Other times these resources are provided by people – 

· like great food by Hannah, 

· or the helping hand of a parent, 

· or the timely assistance of a ministry settlement board.

Grace is that generosity that is poured forth when we recognise that we can’t make it by our own effort.

When we get down to reality - when we face up to the truth that

we can’t do this thing called living by ourselves -

that’s when we open ourselves to God’s grace.

For example:

When we recognise that we can’t fight serious illness by ourselves,

and when realise that we need a whole network of medics and family and friends and new ways of praying and being

and when we let all these begin to work together to provide the necessary support - that’s grace.
Or when we realise that a bad habit is etched deeply into our bodies and psyches and 

Come to recognise that we cannot change by ourselves 

and so humble ourselves and ask for help -

When we trip up and repeat our bad habit 

and return to our support network 

and are helped back on track - that’s grace.

Grace is generosity of time, of love, of help, and of acceptance.

And when it comes to God, grace is in abundant supply.

The writer of John’s Gospel wants us to know that.

In John’s Gospel there are no nativity stories,

No genealogies 

No virgin Mary

And there is only a brief reference to Jesus’ baptism.

John has other agendas.

And one of those agendas is grace –

especially to those who recognise they are in need -

And so to John ch 2 and the wedding at Cana.

Notice when this wedding took place:

On the third day . . .

We know something else that happened on the third day!

And we are intended to wonder about the connections . . 

. . . Love . . . the celebration of new life . . . an abundant provision 

and so on . . 

To help us make the connections let’s imagine ourselves at the wedding:

Let’s imagine that we are the servants.

It’s our job to serve.

The new Rabbi Jesus and his disciples are among the guests.

As servants each one of us is busy  – wending our way in and out of the crowd offering food and wine.

It’s going well.  People are happy with the food.

Must remember to recommend these caterers.

Everything is routine:

Nibbles first.

Mains.

A few of the better wines 

while the guests are still capable of 

connecting palate with discernment.

Then the speeches.

Once there we’re almost home and hosed.

The dance and whatever cheaper wines there are left

And finally the big clean-up.

It’s hard work, but it’s nothing we can’t handle.

We’ve done it all before.

It’s our job.

Woops – I think I might have spoken too soon.

This is very unexpected – highly regrettable.

We won’t recommend the caterers after all.

And I’m beginning to think I might be wrong!

Perhaps I was a tad over confident thinking there’s nothing we can’t handle?

Usually I’m a good problem-solver 

but this time I’m at a loss.

People will ask for wine and what are we meant to say?

Sorry, none left!?

For goodness sake, 

they must have known the numbers that had been invited.

I see that Mary of Nazareth has cottoned on to the problem.

Good woman – strong – people reckon she’s one of the 

most godly people they know.

I see she’s approaching her son, the new young rabbi.

The one that John the Baptist calls the Lamb of God 

as if he had some special relationship with God.

She’s telling him we’ve run out of wine 

as if he could sort it out.

He doesn’t seem keen.

Fair enough.  It’s not his problem – it’s ours – 

well the caterers, really – they’re the ones I blame!

Helps to have someone to blame, I always think!

Interesting!

Despite her son’s reluctance, Mary has gathered us round

and told us to do whatever the rabbi tells us.

I’m happy enough to make a quick trip to a nearby wine cellar if he can access it. 

God knows we need it

And we need it now before the guests get really brassed off.

Seems like Jesus is going to cooperate after all.

He’s coming across – and yes, he has some instructions for us.

Can you believe it?

He’s told us to gather the big jars used for ceremonial cleansing

and fill them with water.

No reason given.  Just do it.

Typical rabbi!

If you have time to meditate the truth of their riddles and questions will eventually emerge

but this is hardly the time!

We don’t need enigmatic sayings.

We need wine.

Some of the others seem to be more trusting.

They’re starting to obey.

Well, I can’t afford to antagonise the boss.

I’m not going to risk it.  

If the rabbi’s quirky idea is one of those riddles that takes months to work out the meaning then we’re in trouble!  

Count me out.

Think I’ll start on the dishes  –

Blow! I’m being called to help – those jars are jolly heavy.

Looks like I can’t avoid it.

Don’t you hate it?

Some call risky living ‘faith’ or  ‘adventure’

Some call it ‘an opportunity for growth.’ 

I call it “stupid!”

We’ve done it.

Filled the jars with water.

Thank goodness no one stopped to ask us what we were doing.

And now for the final piece of idiocy.

The rabbi tells us to fill a pitcher from one of the jars 

and give it to the steward to taste.

If I was really religious I’d be thinking he’s asking us to act out some of the prophet’s images of God’s goodness.

You know the bits – Ho everyone who thirsts?

He who has no money, buy and eat and so on and so forth.

But that was then

And this is now.

The steward’s going to be delighted – I don’t think!

First we confess we’ve run out of wine 

and now we are serving Water a la Rabbi from Nazareth. 

It’s one thing for rabbis to be into asceticism,

It’s quite another for them to haul us into their risky larks.

Now I’m nervous – really nervous!

I was so confident.

Then the wine ran out and we couldn’t sort it.

There was a brief moment of hope

Followed by all this stress producing riddle stuff from the rabbi.

OK.  I admit it – we couldn’t sort it out ourselves.

but so far all the ‘help’ he’s provided 

has been a help towards a beating!

Thanks for nothing!

Can you see the others?

They’ve taken a full pitcher to the steward of the feast.

This is right outside my comfort zone,

But good on them – it’s probably out of their comfort zones too!

The difference between us 

is they were prepared to take the risk and I wasn’t.

Any minute now all hell is going to be let loose. . .

I can hardly bear to watch.

They’re pouring it out.

He’s picking it up.

He’s drinking it – and - good grief!  He’s smiling!

The steward is turning towards the host.

I can hardly believe it!

He’s complimenting him!

He’s saying that the host is one fantastic host because he’s kept the best wine until last!

The best wine!!!???

That was water we put into those jars!

Soooo - who did what?

I can’t say I had anything much to do with it.

Well – OK – I reluctantly helped get the jars lifted and filled.

But it was the others who took the risk 

and did what they were told.

But at the end of the day,

I think I’d have to say that it was Jesus who did it.

Don’t ask me what or how.

Maybe there’s something in his being the Lamb of God.

Maybe there is a special connection?

That’s fine by me if it means this kind of generosity.

Wow!

It’s fantastic wine!

Want some?

You’re welcome – there’s plenty – the rabbi is helping serve – be sure you accept it when he gets to you!

