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In November 2005 the funeral took place of Rosa Parkes, the black lady who refused to give up her 

seat to a white man on a bus in Montgomery Alabama. Who would have thought that that small but 

defiant action set amidst the deep, institutional racism of 1950’s America was ultimately to lead to a 

defining moment in the civil rights movement; a moment created by the words of its leader Martin 

Luther King on Capitol Hill Washington in 1963: 

 

‘I have a dream that my four children will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by 

the colour of their skin but by the content of their character…I have a dream that one day little black 

boys and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and white girls and walk together 

as sisters and brothers...This is our hope. This is the faith with which…we will be able to hew out of 

the mountain of despair a stone of hope’. 

 

Those words never fail to move me, and they remain unwearied and unbowed by the passage of 

time. They are timeless, and like the music of great composers and the paintings of great artists, 

their power to move, inspire and convict us remain as sharp and as new now as when they were first 

spoken. 

 

But of course, King’s dream remains unfulfilled. Indeed, many at the time and since have dismissed 

him as a dreamer of an unattainable Utopia, his vision completely divorced from the realities of life 

as we know it. We live in a society that is intolerant of dreams and visions, concerned only with the 

here and now, obsessed with the instant. A society which seems scornful and suspicious of a 

Christianity which continues to hold out for the ‘not yet’, and which says that however successful we 

are, or we become in life, there is still a state of grace, a level of contentment and fulfilment which is 

promised to us as gift or reward, but is not ours to achieve or attain. 

 

But the power and significance of this vision lies precisely in its pungent reminder- however difficult 

and obscure it sometimes appears to be- that at the end of all our striving awaits the Kingdom of 

Heaven, a time when Jeremiah’s vision of a remnant who will be gathered and restored to their 

community, cared for by faithful shepherds and pastors, will finally become a reality. He who is the 

Alpha and the Omega, who has died but is now alive for evermore, who promised his suffering 

companion on the cross that he would soon be his companion in paradise, can finally make real the 



 

 
 

dream- the vision- that out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope can be hewn. On this day of 

painful memories set amidst the loss and the grief for so many fallen in conflict, this belief surely 

should be the cornerstone of why it is that we have the duty and the courage to remember. 

 

The greatest dreamer of all was Jesus Christ. It was he who gazed at Jerusalem and spoke an oft 

recurring dream that he would have liked to have gathered her under his wings as a hen gathers her 

brood. It was he who gazed lovingly into the eyes of the incredulous, disbelieving disciples and 

gently asked them to dream his dream, to share his vision that what to women and men might seem 

utterly unattainable was yet attainable for God, because nothing was impossible with him. 

 

And it is Jesus Christ who commands us to dream as Christians that one day the Kingdom of Heaven 

will be a reality, for without that dream all our Christian social action and prayer quickly becomes 

rootless and impoverished. We dream that dream, we inhabit that vision, every time we celebrate 

the Eucharist, for it was at the Last Supper that the disciples are told that their master will not drink 

of the fruit of the vine again until he does so with them in God’s Kingdom, and he washes their feet 

to show them by what route this dream will be fulfilled. And it’s that mixing of the heavenly with the 

earthly that is so crucial for the understanding of our Christian dreaming, because it ensures that our 

hope for an unseen, hope-ful future isn’t escapism or a meaningless flight of fancy, but is rooted and 

wedded to our ordinary, humdrum, often difficult earthly lives.  

In a sermon preached on Whit Sunday in 1627, a former Dean of the then St. Paul’s Cathedral, John 

Donne, said: ‘Only consider that comfort presumes sadness…. In great buildings the Turrets are high 

in the Aire; but the Foundations are deep in the earth’. To look into heaven and gaze if only for an 

instant at the glory of God- the shafts of light as C.S. Lewis called them- is linked indissolubly with 

our Christian call to a life of service, sacrifice and love for another, and our involvement in what 

often seems to be two dimensional, worldly concerns that chew us up for most of the time, which 

passes for life. We need no better reminder of that, surely, than this Remembrance Sunday, when 

the sadness and the futility of war and its immense human cost is uppermost in our minds. 

 

This crucial relationship which both sanctifies the routine and yet grounds and interprets soaring 

visions is right there at the beginning of the Book of Revelation, and its crucial too, to the start of 

John’s gaze into heaven: ‘I John, your brother, who share with you in Jesus the tribulation and the 



 

 
 

Kingdom, and the patient endurance, was on the island of Patmos on account of the Word of God 

and the testimony of Jesus’. 

 

So, let’s carry on dreaming our dreams, for in them is the compelling conviction that in spite of all 

the evidence to the contrary, in spite of all the suffering we may have to witness or to undergo, the 

Universe is on our side and works not for our destruction but for our fulfilment. 

 

From the moment of our first breath, we begin to live but we also start to die; and in those daily 

deaths that make up our lives and which lead one day to our final death, we find that, after all, with 

unspeakable joy, we have only been dying to live. And then- as it says on Martin Luther King’s 

tombstone- we will be ‘Free at last……free, at last’. 

 

 

 

Ivor Moody.   

 

 

 

 


