
The Days of Wine and Roses 

 
Easter, Week IV, Friday:  Gospel, John 14:1 – 6 

 

“They are not long, the days of wine and roses…” So went one of my favorite poems from a 

younger day, describing the fleeting nature of the sweet moments in life.  Indeed, they pass 

quickly, usually to never return, and often not appreciated in their singular passing.  Last year I 

was at the ocean, and I could not imagine a more perfect day.  As I was on the beach, a family 

set up camp next to me.  They were a young couple with a daughter who was two or three years 

old, along with one of the grandmothers.  No sooner had they gotten situated that grandma took 

out her digital camera and began firing away.  She choreographed every conceivable photograph 

with every possible combination of people.  The baby was told to go to the water, then to dig a 

hole, then to get in the hole, on and on it went.  Finally, after about an hour, she was done taking 

pictures.  Immediately, the family packed up and left.   

      

The irony made a lasting impression on me, as I think it embodied a larger reality.  The 

grandmother left with dozens of pictures that she will always have, yet, those pictures represent 

memories of something she never really experienced, just something she did.  I wanted so badly 

to say to her, “put your camera away, stop looking at your watch, and just sit down and be here.  

You are on vacation, The Garden of Eden could not have been more perfect than this beach, and 

you are with your loved ones.  Just be in the moment, take it all in, and enjoy it.”  Yet, we all 

can, and probably have, done this same thing.  Each of us probably has a photo album and a head 

full of memories, memories of things we did but never truly experienced.   

      

This can occur on a human level.  We can know someone for years, even know many things 

about them, without ever truly experiencing them.  It can happen that, after knowing someone for 

a long time on a casual level, we have the occasion to be with them in an entirely different 

circumstance.  Maybe we are stuck with them in a car for a long time, or find ourselves brought 

together by some crisis which brings us to speak on a much deeper level.  Suddenly we realize, 

there is a whole other person in there I never knew very well, because I never had the occasion to 

discover them.   

      

This can translate into the religious life as well.  Our devotions, rituals, liturgies, formulary and 

repetitive prayers and the many other visible actions of our faith are essential.  Yet, while their 

purpose is to draw us more and more deeply into the mysteries we remember and celebrate, they 

can instead become merely actions we perform, without every truly experiencing them in the 

deeper reality they convey.  Many people saw Jesus, heard Him speak, even witnessed His 

miracles, without any of this making a dent.  Judas was at the Last Supper and received Holy 

Communion, but it did him no good; he performed the action, but denied himself the experience 

of Christ within.  Even Philip, after three years with Jesus, was asked by Him, “Have I been with 

you all this time, and still you do not know Me?”  He knew many things about Jesus, and 

treasured memories of many fantastic things, but he had yet to experience Jesus.  

      

To not fall prey to a type of “religious routine,” slowly, imperceptibly sapped of its marrow, it is 

essential that we take the time to step back, be still, and take it all in.  It is not enough to 

celebrate these mysteries, we have to assimilate these mysteries.  It is not enough to remember 



Jesus, we have to experience Jesus.  In the chaos of our world, the relentless electronic 

distractions that have become a pitifully permanent part of our every waking moment, and the 

never-ending churning of our own minds, this experience won’t happen by accident; we have to 

make it happen by preparing a time and place to be still and wait for Him. 

      

This is the consoling message of today’s Gospel; if only we give Jesus the opportunity, He will 

come.  While perhaps we may imagine Heaven as being one colossal assembly of what I hope 

will be billions of people worshipping God, Jesus assures us in today’s Gospel that He is going 

to prepare a place for us.  Where Jesus is, He wants us to be; Jesus wants more than just 

knowledge of us, He wants to experience us.  Jesus knows all about us, whether we want Him to 

or not, but to experience us, we must cooperate by giving Him the opportunity.  “They are not 

long, the days of wine and roses.”  They are not many, the chances to experience Jesus because, 

as the poem continues, “Out of a misty dream our path emerges for a while, then closes within a 

dream.” 


