
John 2:1-11 
“Here’s What You Do When the Wine Runs Out” 
 
 
You ever run out of gas? 
 
That’s a bad feeling, isn’t it? 
 
I did once…in a $500 car with a non-operative gas gauge, a top speed of 
65 mph, and a drivers side door you kept closed with a bungee cord 
attached to the ash tray, torn seat covers, drooping headliner… 
 
Other than that it was a luxury vehicle. 
 
I ran out on the Interstate, headed to the hospital in Charlottesville….an 
emergency visit….a phone call….”yes, yes, of course, I’ll be right there.”  I 
didn’t even think about gas. 
 
Just over Ashton Mountain, that sputtering, sinking feeling….you press the 
accelerator harder, but the car slows. 
 
I was so embarrassed…I felt like a fool… 
 
People whizzing by me….you know how fast people on the Interstate go 
when you’re standing still…. 
 
ZOOM….ZOOM 
 
What do you do? 
 
Some of you are thinking…”cell phone.” 
 
Well remember…the only cell phone in those days was the one a prisoner 
used to make his one allotted phone call. 
 
I got out of the car, stared at it, then thought to raise my thumb. 
 
I didn’t have to 
 
A man in a white pickup stopped…. 
 
“Nice ride” he said….with a hint of sarcasm.   
 
“I …”  he finished the sentence…”ran out of gas.  Hop in.” 



 
Do you know that he drove me 20 minutes to the station to get the 
gas….waited there while I negotiated to borrow a gas can, drove me 
back to my car…driving all the way back over Afton Mt. then crossing 
over to get back to my car…waited for me to see if it would start… 
 
Then said he’d take the station’s can back..he knew I was visiting in the 
hospital…he was going right back by anyway. 
 
He wouldn’t let me pay him….only gave me a word of advice….”after 
your visit at the hospital, stop at the first gas station.” 
 
What a man….after all these years I forget his name….but I can still see his 
face… 
 
I see his face and I think it bears a striking resemblance to Jesus’ face. 
 
Nobody likes to run out of things….of gas or anything else. 
 
That’s why Goldsboro stripped the shelves clean of milk and bread when 
we were crippled with the horrendous blizzard in January that brought us 
a whopping inch of slush. 
 
Seasoned by Wisconsin winters….I chuckled about the panic buying over 
the phone with Sally. 
 
I hung up and promptly stopped by Food Lion on the way home to buy 
bread and milk myself. 
 
Just in case. 
 
No one wants to run out. 
 
Can’t  you see the look on the face of the wedding host at Cana in 
Galilee when the sommelier whispered in his ear…(“Pardon me, sir, but 
the wine….it has…I’m afraid….run out, sir.”) 
 
It was like my face standing helpless by my 500 dollar gas empty 
clunker….but worse by far, because this faux pas of running out of wine at 
a wedding in Semitic culture was beyond humiliating embarrassment, the 
sort of blunder that would follow a family for generations. 
 
“Who are those people over there?” 



“Who, them?  They’re the ones whose granddaddy ran out of wine at the 
wedding…” 
 
“OHHH…I heard about them!” 
 
Not to worry….there was a very special wedding guest that day….but no 
one knew how special…yet.. 
Until Jesus, elbowed lovingly by his persistent mother, worked his opening 
night miracle by turning water to wine…. 
 
And not just a little wine, but 180 gallons of it.   
 
And not just any wine, not Two Buck Chuck, but it turns out  
a vintage Lafite Rothschild Bordeaux Full-bodied, with subtle aromas of 
berries, licorice, cherry, tobacco, mocha, coffee, and a complicating 
element of dried oregano and thyme 
 
The very best wine, and by my calculation, 75 cases of it! 
 
On the surface of it, it’s the kind of miracle that might make a lot of 
people come back to church again. 
 
 
What are we to make of this? 
 
Well, I know what we’re not to make of it…. 
 
The point is surely not that Jesus was a party animal therefor, we have 
divine endorsement to be, too. 
 
Lord knows you don’t need a preacher to warn you about wine and the 
like. 
 
Is there a family represented here who has not been afflicted by the 
anguish of alcohol. 
 
“God gave wine,” the scripture says, “to gladden the heart of man.” 
 
And throughout the Bible, wine is a symbol of joy…. 
 
But like all of God’s good gifts misused, leads to misery. 
 
For some, tragically, the wine does not run out soon enough. 
 



18 year old Miami of Ohio freshman, found dead on a beanbag in her 
dorm room after a night of binge drinking is just the latest. 
 
But alcohol, either pro or con, is not the point of this story in John. 
 
Jesus is. 
 
His turning the water into wine is a sign, John says…the first sign…. 
 
It is a sign that when the wine runs out in life, as it will, he is the one we 
should turn to….for he alone is able to do exceedingly abundantly more 
than we can imagine….turning water into wine, desert into gardens, 
despair into delight, sorrow into joy, death into life. 
 
10,000 times 10,000 people have found this to be so. 
 
Which is a really good thing…. 
 
Because this is the nature of life…. 
the wine runs out in all sorts of ways…..and sometimes, at no fault of our 
own. 
 
Nancy Hastings Sehested tells this story: 
 
“Laura Munson and her husband had been married for 20 years, had two 
children, a house and some land.. 
 
Both of them had jobs, but her husband lost his job, and with it, his sense of 
place in the world.  He got another job, but it wasn’t the same.   
The wine ran out of their marriage. 
 
One day he told Laura, “I don’t love you anymore.” 
 
She looked at him and said, “I don’t believe you. 
She said, “Take the time you need.  I’m going to keep setting the table for 
4.  You’ll always be welcome to join us at the table.” 
 
She told her children, “Daddy’s having a hard time.  But we’re a family, no 
matter what.” 
 
Months passed…she kept setting the table for four. 
 
Then, one day, he mowed the grass. 
 



Then he fixed a door….it had needed fixing for 8 years. 
 
Then, he made a comment…..”Our porch needs painting.” 
 
She heard that word…..“Our.” 
 
He was finding his way back. 
 
The wine was flowing again from within him, so he could give himself 
again to his family. 
 
At the Thanksgiving table he bowed his head and prayed….”Thank you 
God, for my family.” 
 
The water glasses at that table for four spilled over with the wine of new 
life.” 
 
The miracle at Cana in Galilee is a sign….Jesus can do that….he has the 
power to do that….when the wine has run out. 
 
We can turn to him when life turns suddenly from good to bad…when 
what was easy becomes hard….when we’re shocked by a sorrow….when 
light gives way to dark, and the ghosts of gloom and hopelessness rise up 
in our souls….. 
 
We can turn to him….when the wine runs out….because he won’t run out.  
He will never run out on us. 
 
I can’t help thinking about you when I read this story. 
 
About you. 
 
And about the time when all around you, people left you, and suddenly, 
the wine ran out, and your shocked faces must have looked like you had 
lost your friends, because some of you had. 
 
And the pews became emptier and the wolf paced at the front door and 
the buzzards circled over the steeple. 
 
I’m not making any judgments about those who left you…please 
understand that…. 
 
I do not know those who left, or the validity of their purported reasons. 
 



Jesus is their judge, just as he is yours and mine. 
 
I don’t know them, But I do know you….. you Lafite Rothschild Bordeaux 
Full-bodied, with subtle aromas of berries, licorice, cherry, tobacco, 
mocha coffee, and a complicating element of dried oregano and 
thyme. 
 
This is who you are, and who you were before Sally and I ever arrived 
here. 
 
For your shock and hurt gave way to prayer, to faith, and hope and love, 
and some among you elbowed the one who can work wonders when the 
wine has run out….”Lord, help us.  You can do something about this.” 
 
I’ve heard it told that some left this church because they said it was not a 
Christ centered church…. 
 
I can’t answer to that….for I wasn’t here, all I can say is that when I got 
here, I found Christ everywhere present, above you, beneath you, before 
you and behind you….and his Spirit busy building a body out of dry bones 
that had been left for dead. 
 
And now look…..you, like Jesus’ wine at the Cana wedding, just keep 
getting better and better….and today, a whole bar full have bellied after 
sampling your vintage, and raised their glasses to you and to the 
winemaker Christ alive among you…. 
 
And isn’t the joy of this church better than any boozy buzz….and without 
hangover, to boot. 
 
At the end of one of the greatest sermons ever preached, Martin Luther 
King said, 
 
“When our days become dreary with low hovering clouds  
 
And our nights become darker than a thousand midnights, 
 
Let us remember that the is a great benign Power in the universe whose 
name is God, 
 
and God is able to make a way out of no way, 
 
and transform dark yesterdays into  bright tomorrows.” 
 



Do you believe this? 
 
I do. 
 
Of this truth, you are living proof. 

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 


