
This is a poem by Christopher Morgan. I first saw it in a publication called ‘The 

Gadfly’ of February 1982. This ‘Quarterly Review of English Letters’ was published 

by The Brynmill Press Ltd, 15 Cobwell Road, Retford, Notts.  The man behind this 

was Ian Robinson- author of ‘The survival of English’ first published by Cambridge 

University Press in 1973. I was born in Retford and had the pleasure of meeting Ian. 

 

 

 The Steward’s Tale. 

 

We did not usually run out of wine: 

My chief, a stern man, took his stewardship 

So very earnestly. There had been, 

You might say, an administrative slip. 

 

This was, you understand, a marriage feast 

Of consequence; the guests had come from far  

And wide. I startled when I saw the last 

Drops slowly draining from my serving jar. 

 

Word of the shortage had not got around: 

The chief knew nothing. How could I tell him? 

Then the voice of one who knew his own mind 

Bade me fill up six pitchers to the brim. 

 

I turned to see a young man standing there, 

One of the guests, quiet, knowing, benign. 

Do as I bid, he said, and have no fear. 

You bring me water; I will give you wine. 

 

Strange to say, I did not hesitate, though 

Even at the time it seemed absurd. 

Those pitchers were so heavy it took two 

To lift them. I obeyed without a word. 

 

It was with trepidation that I took 

A sample for approval to the chief. 

He sipped, nodded, and with a puzzled look, 

Sent me away. Imagine my relief. 

 

Later, as the feast progressed, I heard 

Him laugh and chat, politely tease the groom. 

Uncannily, an atmosphere of shared 

Peace, almost of blessing, had filled the room. 

 

I often wondered about that young man, 

When I left Cana for another place, 

Another life. Until today, watching 

 Them unfix the Nazarene from the cross, 

I recognized at one his gentle face. 

 



 

Posted by Stephen Myers 05/01/2012. 


