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Communion Meditation 
 
This has to be, I think, one of the most beloved and delightful of all the stories that we have about 
Jesus.  Who, I found myself wondering this week, who could have imagined that the very first 
recorded miracle that we have about Jesus in John’s Gospel would be this one that he have 
today, the miracle of him turning water into wine?  

I think many of us might expect instead the first miracle to be more like an act of great 
compassion and justice as were so many of Jesus’ acts—healing a sick person, restoring sight to 
the blind, or feeding the hungry multitudes. But this type of miracle, turning water into wine, all so 
that the wedding party could go on?  

I looked into the etymology of the word miracle this week and it happens to have a very 
interesting history, its oldest roots in both Sanskrit and Greek mean simply “to smile.” This miracle 
of Jesus, I think, seems to fit with this sense, as this is a decidedly more festive and playful 
miracle than most, a miracle that is indeed an occasion to smile, and so this morning I want to 
meditate a bit on what might be going on here, thinking a bit about why this story occupies such a 
prominent place in John’s Gospel, and how it might still speak to us today.  

In addition to being the first miracle in John’s Gospel, this story is signaled as being special by the 
very first words used to introduce it, “Three days later there was a wedding in the village of Cana.” 
Three days. I’ll think you’ll notice a deep Biblical resonance here, and we might think, for 
example, of the three days that the Apostle Paul spent blind during his conversion experience on 
the road to Damascus, or we might think of the three days that the teenage Jesus went missing 
from his family in the only teenage account we have of him, or we might think of the three days 
that Jonah spent in the belly of the whale, and of course, there’s the three days that Jesus himself 
would spend in what he called in Matthew’s Gospel “the [very] heart of the earth,” those three 
days and three nights spent in the tomb before Easter morning.  

Three days…perhaps the idea here is that, no matter how much we might want something 
momentous and perhaps even something miraculous to happen immediately, something that can 
change our lives or that can change the state of the world in an instant, perhaps these three days 
suggests that there’s always a certain waiting period, an important period of gestation or 
percolation, before the new thing, perhaps even the miraculous and unimaginable thing, can 
emerge.  

And so here, after three days, Jesus does the miraculous and unimaginable thing, turning water 
into wine. 

In the interest of research, I thought that it might be useful this week to try to understand the wine-
making process a bit more, and so in addition to diving deep into my library studying the history of 
this text, I also hopped in my car and took a little drive over to New Haven, and visited for the first 
time the Lincoln Peak Vineyard. I’ll admit that I did pause and think for a moment about how if 
visiting a vineyard can count as research then my job can be a pretty fortunate and a pretty fun 
one at times… 

When I arrived I noticed the crew was busy harvesting what I would later learn is this years 
Marquette grape, a hardy northern climate red variety. By busy harvesting I mean each person 



was pulling a little sled back in from the fields, walking somewhat leisurely, just pulling the grapes 
in the sled across the grass as if pulling a small child in a sled over the snow. It turned out to be 
my first glimpse of the type of patience the winemaking process calls for.  

Inside I learned a bit more of the story—about how the first plants were seedlings shipped in from 
Minnesota; about how it took 3-5 years before the plants started producing grapes; about how 
those first years required such detailed and patient work, such as “moving pollen from one flower 
to another, waiting for the seed to form, planting the resulting seed, waiting for the plants and 
grapes to grow, then evaluating the plants and grapes, and then starting over again with the 
pollen.”  

Even once the plants are ready to go, I learned, the harvest of each variety takes about two 
weeks, and the fermentation and bottling can take another six months, and then finally, after 
these years and months and weeks of waiting and patiently working, the cork is finally ready to be 
popped. Really when you think about the process in its entirety, as much as when you think about 
it in each little detail, it can truly seem a bit miraculous.  

I mentioned, in addition to visiting the vineyard as research, spending some time this week 
looking into the history of interpretation of this text. I want to share with you now my favorite thing 
that I came across, and rather than a present day vineyard just down the street, this insight 
comes to us from North Africa in the 4th century, where the bishop St. Augustine also thought 
about the same story that we’re thinking about today, and he wrote the following about it: 

 “The miracle indeed, whereby Christ made the water into wine, is not marvelous to those who 
know that it was God’s doing. For the God who made wine on that day at the marriage feast, in 
those six water-pots…the self-same does this every year in vines. For even as that which the 
servants put into the water-pots was turned into wine by the doing of the Lord, so in like manner 
also what the clouds pour forth is changed into wine by the doing of the same Lord. But we do not 
wonder at the latter, because it happens every year: it has lost its marvellousness by its constant 
recurrence. And yet it suggests a greater consideration than that which was done in the water-
pots. For who is there that considers the works of God, whereby this whole world is governed and 
regulated, who is not amazed and overwhelmed with miracles? If you consider the vigorous 
power of even a single grain of seed, it is a mighty thing, and it inspires awe.” 

Augustine continues in a similar manner for another couple of paragraphs, but what struck me, 
and what I hope strikes you today, is this idea that I think we do well to be reminded of from time 
to time, this idea that there’s nothing really, no aspect of creation that can’t be an occasion for 
miracle and wonder…this idea that every little thing about the world has the potential to be a 
mighty thing, and to inspire awe.  

This morning, here in Weybridge, and also in churches and places of worship throughout the 
world, we will be celebrating our monthly sacrament that we call Holy Communion. And so I like to 
think about and imagine today the great diversity of expression that this common sacrament must 
be taking on this morning…particularly with the types of bread and wine: perhaps white bread and 
grape juice, sourdough and cabernet, naan, pita, matza, rice-crackers and rice-wine, and so on in 
so many other local expressions of this shared sacrament.  

My hope and prayer this morning is that we together with the world can heed something like 
Augustine’s warning not to let these simple things, this bread of the earth and this cup of the vine, 
not to let them lose their inherent marvelousness. For I believe that just as long ago water was 
turned into wine so that festive wedding party could go on, even today I believe that ordinary 



bread and ordinary wine can lead us to taste and to see something extraordinary about God’s 
blessing.  

And on account of what we can learn at this sacred meal, we might even come to see this 
miraculous water-into-wine type process happening all around us: how a simple smile to a 
stranger might just change the entire tone of a day; how the blazing red maple leaf might just 
have its own message or revelation about who God is; how a few people from a few different 
churches gathering and pooling their resources and walking together might just mean that many 
more will have a bit more access to food and water than they have now. And we might have to 
wait a day or two or three, but I believe that this is the way the world will change, and I believe 
that it’s wonderful to think about it, miraculous even, a great occasion to smile. Amen.    

 


