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The Wedding at Cana 
Monologue by Mary 

John 2:1-12 
 
My baby boy has grown up.  That’s obvious, you’ll say – he’s a man, already thirty years old.  
But I mean he’s grown up in a bigger way.  He’s grown into himself, become who he was 
meant to be - who he’s always been, even when I couldn’t see beyond the little boy snuggled 
up on my lap.  I’ve known it for a while already.  Maybe even longer than he has.  That’s why 
I said to him what I did at that wedding.  I couldn’t demand anything of him, of course.  I 
couldn’t even ask.  All I said was that the wine had run out.  And I looked at him.  He knows 
that I know.  He knows that I’ve always known, even though I never know how to talk to him 
about it.   
 
He said to me that it wasn’t time yet.  I looked at him slowly, and turned away.  What else 
could I do?  His life is not mine, and his time belongs to a different world.  But my heart 
burned within me.  It wasn’t a rich wedding.  The parents had done their best – they had 
been saving up for this since their children were born.  And they had put on a true feast.  It 
was just beautiful, and the whole town was invited.  You should have seen the people there – 
for this day of their lives all cares were forgotten.  Scarcity had given way for one glorious 
moment to abundance and excess.  They ate and drank and laughed together.  There was 
such joy.  It was as if heaven had opened up in the midst of our dusty reality.   
 
But then the wine ran out.  And it broke my heart that the poverty of our lives on this earth 
was going to weasel its way back into this revelation of creation’s goodness.  So I turned 
away from my son in silence, but I went over to the servers and told them to follow any 
instructions that he might give them.  You never know.   
 
Well, he did it.  I don’t know how, or why, but he did it.  Suddenly there was wine a-plenty, 
and the feast carried on without interruption!  My son was born for this motley collection of 
poor peasants and tradespeople.  He turned water into wine that the joy of such as these 
might not run dry!  And in that wine I saw a glimmer of Truth.  As those barrels overflowed 
with their miraculous contents I sensed for just a moment the glory of our salvation, the great 
feast at the end of time where all nations together will stream to the house of the Lord.  All 
this from as simple and earthy an element as the wine we drink.  But then, how much more is 
there in this simple and earthy man whom I call son, and who is yet the Word of God, present 
already at the creation of the world. 
 
What mystery!  What grace!  Praise be to God! 

 

 


