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We all have someday dreams.  Every one of us has someday dreams. 
 
Someday I’m going run a marathon.  Someday I’m going to have a great garden, I’m 
going to start my business, I’m going to learn to ride a unicycle and juggle fire.  
That’s a real dream.  Someday I’m going to teach people to read.  Someday I’m going 
to write letters to my loved ones.   
 
We have these personal dreams and every now and then we have an epiphany of 
some sort, we reach some kind of turning point and these dreams actually start to 
take shape in our real lives.   
 
Maybe you transition out of job, by choice or not, and you embrace the opportunity 
to work on something you’re passionate about but never had time for.  Maybe your 
child is born and something clicks and somehow you’re finally ready to quit 
smoking.  Maybe you’ve been wanting to get involved in a church and deepen your 
spiritual life – you wake up on Easter Sunday and realize hey, today is day!   
 
Of course we have someday dreams that go far beyond our own personal lives – 
dreams that go far beyond the realization of our private hearts desires.  We have 
hopes for the world.  Someday, we dream all children will have enough food, safe 
homes, stable families, a good education.  We dream that someday racism will be 
concept we only read about, a lifeless relic of the past, and there will be no economic 
disparity, no criminal justice bias, or unwarranted killings to demonstrate how it is 
alive and well.  We have big picture someday dreams, don’t we?  We have dreams 
about the kind of world we want God’s family to live in, someday.   
 
And every once in a while, something happens that sends a thrill through us, 
because it seems like things might be changing for the better, that the world might 
actually be moving toward our dreams of peace and the common good.   A major 
event happens,  a movement takes shape, a brilliant leader emerges, and we wonder 
if the time has finally come, at long last.  And now, thank God, things are going to be 
different.   
 
That’s the kind of feeling that people had when they were around Jesus.  A feeling 
like something big was happening, a new way of living and relating, a new vision of 
human kinship, a radical transformation of hearts and minds toward peace, and 
there was a feeling that the ways everyone had been used to things being, might not 
last.   
 
The poor and the powerless were being befriended and empowered, hearing from 
Jesus that God’s will was for their provision and care.   



 
Women, who had no rights and no voice in the social order, were numbered among 
Jesus’ trusted companions, and they heard him repeatedly describe God with 
feminine language.   
 
People who had been cast out of their communities, because of disease, mental 
illness, ritual impurity, questions about moral character, or labels they bore as 
foreigners or heretics, any way that a person could be excluded, these people were 
befriended by Jesus and taught through parables of God’s welcome to people who 
thought they didn’t have a place at the table.   
 
And whether he was talking to women or men, social outcastes or religious and 
political insiders, whether he was talking to the poor or to the rich, he told people 
every day that the Kingdom of God was coming, a time when greed will give way to 
generosity, a world where babies will be born into community, not calamity, a world 
where bitterness and domination are overcome by compassion and love.  The 
kingdom of God was coming, he said. 
 
And this Jesus was getting a lot attention.  The more Jesus traveled and taught, the 
more momentum there seemed to be in his ministry, the crowds kept getting larger, 
(and what happens when outsiders come together in large numbers by the power of 
God’s love?  They cease to be outsiders, don’t they? )the message kept getting 
louder, it was electric.  The way things were going, it seemed like this kingdom of 
God was just the corner. 
 
And then very, very quickly, everything seemed to fall apart.  Some people with 
power were unhappy about the movement behind Jesus, set out to do him in.  His 
friends and followers him got scared, sold him out, or ran off.   He rode into 
Jerusalem on Palm Sunday, acclaimed by great crowds.  In less than a week, he was 
on the cross, dying.   
 
To those who loved Jesus, the anguish of knowing of his suffering and death was 
multiplied by fears that hope itself had been destroyed.  Over the coming days we 
can imagine they were haunted by the questions.  What will happen to the dreams 
we dared hold?  What will come of everything that Jesus helped us to believe in?  
What happens to someday now? 
 
That’s what I imagine Mary Magdalene was thinking about when she came to the 
tomb on that first Easter Sunday morning.  According to the Gospel of John, she 
came with nothing, and she came by herself.  John doesn’t tell us what was going 
through her head, but he says she came early, while it was still dark.  I think she 
couldn’t sleep.   When the world falls apart, you may be more exhausted physically 
and emotionally than you ever have been, but still it’s hard to rest, lying still in grief 
and despair.   
 



And so Mary arose and went to the tomb, and when she got there she saw that the 
stone which had sealed the tomb was rolled away.  She didn’t assume good things 
when she saw it – resurrection was the furthest thing from her mind.  She assumed 
the worst – that on top of everything Jesus had suffered in his final hours, someone 
had poured even more indignity upon him, by stealing his body from his grave.  She 
was distraught, as you might imagine, and went quickly to get find a friend – the 
disciple whom Jesus loved.  We don’t know this disciple’s name, but this is an 
important character in the Gospel of John.   We know that the disciple whom Jesus 
loved was with Mary at the cross while Jesus was dying.  Most everyone had 
abandoned Jesus by then, and I’m sure there was a special bond created between 
those few individuals who stayed with him on Golgotha.   
  
Mary went to find her friend and when she found him, Peter was with him, and 
together they went back to the tomb, it must have been daylight by then, and they 
went in to confirm that yes, Jesus’ body was gone, and then for whatever reason, as 
quickly as they’d come, Peter and the other disciple left, and Mary was alone at the 
tomb, again.   
 
And it was then, as she stood there in solitary anguish, weeping, in the middle of a 
garden, beauty of which she could not see, at the resting place where her lord was 
not resting in peace, it was here in her moment of deepest suffering that Jesus 
appeared to her.  She didn’t recognize him at first, thought he was the gardener – 
that says something about the way grief messes with your head – but when he spoke 
her name – Mary – she understood it was him.  It was really him.   
 
And Jesus said something extraordinary to Mary Magdalene just then, he said “Don’t 
hold on to me,”.  It’s strange because it doesn’t appear she tried to hold him, not 
physically, anyway.  Maybe he thought she was about to, or maybe he’d heard 
something in her voice – she’d just called him a name that was what everyone used 
to call him.   
 
When she’d recognized him she called him ‘Rabouni’, which means teacher.   And he 
was her teacher, he’s our teacher still today but he was standing there outside the 
empty tomb to show her he was more than that.  Teacher was how everyone had 
understood him before Golgotha, even the miracle witnesses, even his confidants, 
but Teacher was his Friday name, and he was not going back.   
 
On Easter Sunday, Christ shows himself to be more than the quaint and 
complimentary titles that his fans will use to describe him.  He is the very 
embodiment of new life in God’s love. 
 
Don’t hold on to me, he said.  If you’re holding onto someone it’s usually because 
you’re standing still.   Not wanting to let things move into the future that awaits.  But 
resurrection is not about getting Jesus back the way we had him before the cross. 
Jesus is not un-crucified.  Resurrection is not a do-over.  It is the opening of a door that 



leads into a new world.  God finds us looking for the past and helps us to discover the 

future.  Resurrection is not a replay. You don’t get your old life back.  You get a new life. 
 
And when Jesus looked at Mary, and at the twelve, the generations faithful people 
who believed in him, to this very day, to you and to me, and said Follow me, he’s 
saying follow me in love, follow my teachings, follow me through the dark times, and 
follow me on Easter Sunday.  Follow me in resurrection.  Follow me in new life. 
Follow me in defying violence by peace.  Follow me in vanquishing hatred with love.  
Follow me out of the grave, Follow me.   
 
And I know that there are times when you have felt like your someday dreams are 
dashed.  I know that there have been times when it seemed that all hope was lost. 
 
But I’m here to tell you that the future is not owned by those times.   
 
The future of our nation is not owned by the travesties of our past – the unjust wars, 
the abuses of power, the impoverishment of the many for the enrichment of the few.  
No, our life together is being claimed by the God of resurrection, the God who heals 
the broken, even broken systems and communities, the God who leads us out of the 
grave, the God of new life.     
 
The lives of our families are not owned by our hurtful histories, the times when 
mutual understanding seemed impossible, the times when we have settled for 
combativeness or estrangement because healing was so improbable we couldn’t 
envision it.  No, our families are claimed by the God of resurrection, whose love 
breaks every barrier, the God who leads us out of the grave, the God of new life.   
 
Your very life, is not owned by the darkness of Friday, when help was nowhere to be 
found, and hope seemed lost.  Your life is not owned by all the times you have failed 
or been failed, by all the times you have abused or been abused.  No, your life is 
claimed by Easter Sunday, by the God of resurrection, the God of new life.   
 
And you don’t have to worry about what will happen to your someday dreams –  
your dreams of peace and provision, your dreams of help for the helpless - you can 
usher those dreams into reality today, by living them, today.  You can prepare for 
the kingdom of God right now, by living those someday dreams right sxnow, because 
someday is today.   Amen. 


