
 

             

 

 

 

 

 

HOMILY by Father Robbie Low 
 
4th Sunday of Advent Year A 
 
I have a dream  
Readings: Isaiah 7: 10-14, Ps 23, Romans 1: 1-7, Matthew 1: 18-24 
 
 
 
 
‘They are not long, the days of wine and roses 

Out of a misty dream  

Our path emerges for a while then closes 

Within a dream’ 

 
Thus the tragic Catholic poet, Ernest Dowson who died of alcoholism and a 

broken heart at the age of 32. I had it scripted and mounted on the 

headboard of my bed during my university years as an epitaph to lost youth 

and a reminder of the urgency of our mortality.  

 

Shakespeare sets his most joyful fantasy in the wildwood between human 

reality and the fantasy of dreamland. His last meditation, on death, is set on 

the magic isle where Prospero declares, 

 

‘The cloud-capp'd tow'rs, the gorgeous palaces, 

The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve, 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 



Leave not a rack behind.  

We are such stuff as dreams are made on;  

and our little life is rounded with a sleep.’ 

 
 
If you were ask people of my generation to recall one speech then, aside 

from odd gobbets of Churchill, learnt at Grandma’s knee, I guess it would be 

Martin Luther King’s, ‘I have a dream’, with its rising crescendo of hope and 

unshakeable vision of justice and freedom. 

 

Whatever else the modern developments of mental health have taught us, 

they have put ‘dream’ back in its proper place, however imperfectly they 

may have understood it. The world of dream is the playground of the 

psyche, that strange land where normality is suspended and the trials of life 

are replayed in borrowed clothes and unlikely scenarios, sometimes 

terrifying, often hilarious, seldom dull. Waking dispels them, too often 

beyond recall. They are, in the flicker of an eye, a land we cannot re-enter. 

Dream is often the place where we are made to listen to and observe the 

things our conscious mind has paid insufficient attention to. 

 

The place of dream in Holy Scripture is also the ground of encounter 

between God and Man. From the dreams of Jacob to the dreams of Daniel, 

we see the borderland between the conscious and the unconscious as the 

meeting place. 

 

The supreme dreamer of the Old Testament, and interpreter of dreams, is 

Joseph.  It is dream that gets him into trouble and dream that gets him out. 



It is by dream that Joseph, sold into slavery in Egypt, emerges as the 

Redeemer of Israel, his people as the starving Hebrews arrive at the court of 

Pharaoh and kneel before the brother they had abused and thought to kill. 

So it is no surprise to us when the Joseph of the New Testament, the chosen 

guardian of the Son of God, turns out to be a dreamer too. 

 

It is in dream that the Lord sends His angel to reassure Joseph of the 

truthfulness and utter integrity of Mary’s claim to virgin motherhood. 

Later it will be in dream that the Angel of the Lord warns Joseph to take the 

Hope of Israel back into Egypt until the demonic force of Herod’s spite has 

blown itself out in the Massacre of the Innocents. 

 

Dream is that strange place where past, present and future merge and 

inform one another and we must pay attention and learn to discern false 

from true.  But dream is also the ground of hope. Deep in the consciousness 

of Man is the dream that can only be realised in Christ, in the return to the 

Presence, in reconciliation with our origin and our end. 

 

When Churchill exhorted the people of these islands to repel the forces of 

darkness with unfailing confidence in victory, he did so against all rational 

odds.  When Mandela dreamed of a peaceful reconciled South Africa from 

his cell on Robben Island, he did so in despite of the realities of power. 

 

When St.Paul wrote to the Church in Rome, in this morning’s epistle, the 

place where he and Peter would shortly be martyred, he did so against the 

background of burgeoning paganism and mounting persecution. That the 

little church there would one day overturn the greatest empire in history 

and outlast all the others would have seemed, to all but the visionaries and 



dreamers of God, nothing but the most extravagant fantasy. That the 

humble babe of Bethlehem should sweep all before Him and open the gates 

of Heaven to all believers was scarcely credible. 

 

The great dreamers of history have one thing in common. However 

incredible the dream, they have been convinced that, if it is of God then, 

though we know not how, His Word will be fulfilled and the victory won. 

We, who live in the wake of this fulfilment, should be part of the dream. 

 

Is it too much to ask that, if we believe in God, we should act confidently in 

mission on the strength of His Word? Is it beyond us to dream of a 

reconversion of Europe, a renewal of our own land – beginning with the 

Church? 

 

‘Dearly beloved in Rome, you are called to be saints.’ 

 

We have to dream the dream anew and thus become part of making it that 

glorious reality of God’s promise in Jesus.   

 

Holy Joseph, pray for us. 
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