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Most mornings I walk up on Channel Ridge with Izzie, my dog, my first effort of the 
day to burn off some of her boundless energy. On Wednesday mornings, I take out my 
phone, switch it to record and invite the woods to inspire my preaching as I walk. I I 
think and ponder out loud, in dialogue with the readings for the coming Sunday. This 
past Wednesday I take out my phone as I usually do, stand still to read the texts, 
switch to record and look down. Under my feet there is a tricky mix of bare ground 
and gray ice. “What!”, I ask my self, “Are you crazy? You’re going to walk on this stuff 
without keeping your eyes on every footstep?” I decide I’m not crazy and put the 
phone away. Not this time. Not interested in surprises this morning. 
 
Which leads to thoughts about crazy. About making decisions which might seem less 
than wise – how do we decide? IS it crazy to save the best wine for last? Is it crazy for 
Mary to ‘out’ Jesus and shove him on down the path towards his brutal death? Is it 
crazy to be a lover of Jesus and try our best to follow his way, walk in his steps? Is it 
crazy to believe we’ll be able to stay upright doing that and not crash to the hard 
ground? 
 
And if that’s not crazy, if we are simply living as holy fools or even holy wise people, 
maybe surprises aren’t such a bad thing after all.  A life full of surprises…. Why not? 
Maybe not the surprise of having my feet shoot out from under me, but what about 
other surprises? What about the surprise of discovering the wine is running out. Or the 
surprise of water changed into wine and not just any old wine but the most delicious 
wine imaginable. And not just one bottle but something close to 180 gallons. Or in 
metric-speak, 818 litres. Maybe being surprised shakes us out of our usual ways of 
looking at things and we can begin to wonder and question those familiar beliefs. And 
then little cracks and teeny tiny openings might begin to appear in our world views 
about how things are supposed to be. And what if…  those cracks and teeny tiny 
openings are where God slips into our lives and puts down roots and makes a home in 
us.  
 
In his song Anthem, that beautiful poet Leonard Cohen writes 
 

Ring the bells that still can ring 

Forget your perfect offering 

There is a crack, a crack in everything 

That's how the light gets in 

 

The crack in our Gospel this morning might be the startling realization that only God 
is perfect. The rest of us are cracked vessels. Thanks be to God for this ordinary 
reality of our lives. And the water transformed into wine?  Surely this is more than a 
surprise. More than a miracle even. This is a sign. It points to the radical generosity of 
God, Creator of All That Is. Generosity for all we who are indeed ordinary and 
imperfect. 
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As one scholar puts it, 
“Jesus’ extravagant miracle of changing the water into wine is a sign that in him, 
life, joy, and salvation have arrived…. later in the Gospel, Jesus will tell us, “I have 
come that they might have life, and have it abundantly” (10:10).  
The writer goes on to remind us that, 
Abundant life is more than mere existence or survival, and certainly more than an 
abundance of material things. Abundant life is to know and be known by the One 
through whom all life came into being.” 
 

To know and be known by the One through whom all life came into being.  What could 
be more generous than that? What could be more radically transforming than knowing 
the One who created us wants to know and be known by us. Individually. Each one of 
us here in this room. Each one of us here on this island. This continent. This world. 
But wait - let’s come back to you and I. To the incredible intimacy our Creator is 
offering us. It’s so radical it tests our entire capacity to encompass it. Because it’s 
Life with a capital ‘L’, isn’t it. It makes us want to run the other way. It scares the 
pants off us! BUT at the same time it draws us in, speaks to our souls in a language of 
the heart, a deep powerful language that wakes us up and pours delight and joy into 
our darkest corners.  
 
This language of the heart, this language of God’s desire for intimacy operates as a 
catalyst in humans. And once we allow it room inside ourselves, we will find ourselves 
beginning to question all our stories about what’s possible and what’s impossible. 
God’s heart-language challenges all that seems hopeless in our lives or in the world. 
All that seems impossible to change falls away at the sound of God’s abundance. And 
we can begin to see that all we are called to do… is widen the crack. We don’t have 
to save the world. We don’t even have to save ourselves. All we have to do is let God 
in.And then live as if that’s real. And the most important thing there is. 

 

 “There is a crack in everything. That’s how the light gets in.”   The light of God. The 
light of transformation. The light that shines love and kindness into our lives, into our 
souls, into the very core of our beings. So that we may become whole. Not perfect. 
Whole. And wholly God’s. 
 
Amen. 
 
 

 

 


