
The lord be with you all!  
Hello and welcome to our first ever video reflection for Ballarat South Uniting, 
and possibly beyond. It’ll be nice and short today, just some thoughts inspired 
by the reading, which I hope you all just read together, out loud.  
 
We arrive this week at a favourite passage of mine. The valley of the dry 
bones.  
 
In a second I’ll read a short reflection I wrote several years ago when I was 
thinking about this story and wondering what it takes for the bones in the 
story to get to the point they are in.  
Thinking about the despair, or ending grief, or indeed ending death which must 
occur to leave a vast armies worth of people laying down and shrinking into 
bleached bones. So I wrote a reflection asking the question- if they got to be 
bones, why would they ever want to get up again? So here it is.  
 

Dry Bones. 

Someone once said that in the beginning were light and sound. But 
here in 

this valley it is quiet and dark. 

It is still as death and empty as thirst. 

I wonder about the bones. About what they were before the valley, 
before the 

earth, before the sun leached away their life, before they lay down. 

What last heavy thing was put upon their shoulders? What last piece 
was 

taken to lay them low, ready to undress their naked bones? 

Were they like paper, like tissue? Did they feel like they had been 
dug out? 

Did they remember when they felt anything at all, long before the 
heaviness 

had settled in? 

  

Did they remember when they used to glow? 



  

Oh the exquisite sound of life, the lovely ache of caring 

Oh the time when you wanted to dance when you weren’t filled with 
lead and 

the unrepentant uselessness of all endeavors. 

When those were gone and they were untethered did they wonder 
why they 

didn’t just dissolve? 

I wonder if in the valley they knew that it was death’s shadow. 
Those bones who used to move and shake and who were colours and 

sounds- 

When the wrongness of it all the hopelessness was poured into the 
empty 

packet of them, is that the moment; is that when they lay down and 
can we 

even blame them- 

Can these bones live? 
Do the bones still carry this apathy, as close as skin? 

Can these bones live? 
How can we ask what is already dead to dance with the spirit? 

Thus says the Lord God: I am going to open your graves, and bring you 
up 
from your graves, O my people… 
What can stir us when we are deep in the earth, where we long to 
stay, 

already swallowed? 

  

Perhaps it’s the memory of light and sound 

And perhaps it’s 

breath. 



The promise of the spirit. The promise of life. 

And you shall know that I am the Lord, when I open your graves, and 
bring 
you up from your graves, O my people. 
I will put my spirit within you, and you shall live. 
 
 
I have to admit that I am pleased that these stories- this one and the story of 
the raising of Lazarus which I unfortunately won’t be tackling here- are here 
for us at this time in history, when we find ourselves faced with our own 
mortality, with the spectre of isolation looming, with uncertainty everywhere 
around us and for some of us the loss of the familiar, including regular 
gatherings with our faith communities.  
 
It’s no stretch to say that many in the church have been feeling the presence of 
death for a long time; for years there has been a present story among us, a 
story of decline, and death. We have feared our doors closing. We have feared 
what will happen when our members die and no one is left in our churches. 
We have feared the change that some say will need to happen if we are to 
stave off death.  
 
For a community who struggles to find hope for life ongoing, or who finds 
themselves faced with circumstances so changed they don’t know if they will 
come out of it; In short for people who feel the end is near or perhaps already 
here, I can’t imagine two readings any more perfect.  
 
Ezekiel too, had reason to despair. His people had been taken into exile; their 
temple destroyed, their leaders and loved ones placed in chains. He is rightfully 
despairing. All is surely lost.  
 
The lord comes to him and he is offered a vision of a valley full of bones, and 
he’s told to prophecy to them, to what remains when life has gone completely. 
And he sees the prophecy come to life- bones become limbs, then skeletons, 
and then they’re a vast sea of people, but still without the thing that makes us 
human- spirit.  
God calls him again to prophecy, to call for breath, and Ezekiel does so.   
 
And then God calls on the four winds for breath for these empty, once barren 
people, and they are filled with breath “and they live”. The empty shells of 
people, once broken and hopeless and void, are now full of the shocking spirit 
of God, they will live. I don’t know about you but when I read that word ‘live’ I 
hear in it not just breath and blood pumping and biological life, but real, 



visceral, jumping around, full colour, lungs bursting, spirit lifting, heart singing 
life. These people are ready to really live.  
 
So we’ve heard a vivid, incredible vision, a shocking, provocative one full of 
literal corpses, and the reanimation of them by the breath of God.  
 
What is the point?  
 
The commentary by James A. Wallace in Feasting on the Word says  
“Ezekiel’s vision is given for a people who have lost heart, who are suffering 
from a death of the spirit, a living death in exile in a foreign land”.  
 
These people, they likely asked, where was God in the midst of this?  
And , they might have asked, “does it even matter where God is, when it is too 
late, when we are too far gone, when we’ve lost connection and presence and 
love and hope?” 
  
The lord is speaking directly to a people who think they are so far gone, so 
without hope or a future there is only remnants of what they were left behind, 
and telling them no, I can bring life, I can bring breath and a new thing even to 
death and despair. I will bring you up from your graves, God says. You will live.  
 
We are a people who need not fear death, yet we so often do. A divine 
preacher I was reading or listening to once, either Nadia Bolz Weber or 
Rachel Held Evans once said something like ‘maybe we in the church need a bit 
of death’.  
We spend so much time trying to stave it off as if we know it is the end of us. 
We spend so much time attempting to be resurrected into the same old 
bodies as before, without wondering why we’re so unanimated.  
 
Today you might be feeling isolated, or worried, or done for. You may have, 
just at the moment, feel as if you’ve lost hope completely, whether it be hope 
for yourself, for someone else, or for our church. You may wonder where 
God is in a time like this.  
 
And maybe the answer is, God is calling us to stand up, to be reanimated, to 
breathe deeply the breath of God, to feel ourselves reinvigorated, 
remembered, renewed. Maybe the answer is God is leading us to look at a 
valley of what had to die so that something could be reborn.   
Maybe God is waiting to breath into us so that we can really, finally, live.  
 
 



Today I’d love you to ask yourselves; what of you can die?  
What of how you live can die? Indeed, What must die?  
 
What of who we are and what we do needs to be rendered down to bones so 
that we can be made new, full of the breath of God, in order that we may live?  
 
And further, do we think our God can breath life back into us? into the 
church? Into the dire and uncertain world we find ourselves in currently?  
 
What can we bring new life to, in the name of God, in the lives and places 
around us?  
 
I entreat you, as we walk together into this new landscape, to remember that 
death is not the thing that keeps God from working, and that a lack of hope on 
our part is not the sign that it’s all over. God is longing to place God’s spirit 
within us, to bring us back to life, possibly for the first time.  
 
Thus says the Lord GOD: I am going to open your graves, and bring you up from your 
graves, O my people; and I will bring you back to the land of Israel. And you shall 
know that I am the LORD, when I open your graves, and bring you up from your 
graves, O my people. I will put my spirit within you, and you shall live. 
 


