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If you had to create in your mind a lifeless scene, I wonder what 

it would be; the carnage of WW1 trench warfare; devastated 

crops or animals in the midst of a drought, an Antarctic storm or 

images of death from tsunami or genocide. And who would be 

standing in the midst of that lifeless scene: the soldier staring 

and trying to comprehend what is happening round about him; 

the farmer from Africa, wondering how he and his family will 

now survive; captain Scott and his ill fated comrades seeking 

direction and fighting the elements; the mother surveying her 

lost family, home & possessions through force of nature; the 

father, weeping over the death of family members, killed by 

people who were once his friends.  

These are all valleys filled with dry bones. There seems to be no 

hope and all seems lost. All you can see is devastation.  The 

prophet is taken to such a place.  What does he see? A valley 

with many bones and they are all very dry; dead; lifeless. It 

might be the image of a defeated Israelite army seen on 

Ezekiel’s forced march to Babylon, unburied and now bleached 

by the sun. 

Ezekiel was a man in exile in Babylonia. The people of God had 

been there for about 10 years, hope was fading fast, and the 

bones of faith were getting very dry! They sought a resurrection 

from their death like exilic existence. He is asked; can these 

bones come back to life? For him they represented the people 

of Israel; dead for they had disobeyed God. What if you asked 

our soldier in the trenches, can your fallen comrades come back 

to life, or to the farmer, what about your crops and animals, can 

they be revived? Will the explorer find his way home, will 

cherished possessions ever be found or loved ones returned 

from the grave to a family embrace.  

That is the sense of hopelessness that faced Ezekiel. “Mortal 

man, can these bones come back to life?”  In answering the 

question, we discover that this man is a man of faith, but with 

doubts. Here is God asking him the question, but his answer is 

cautious. He acknowledges that only God can answer such 

questions, so very different from the words of Martha to Jesus 

centuries later at the raising of Lazarus. “I know that he will rise 

to life on the last day.” (John 11: 24) 

If we are living in the valley of the dry bones and surveying 

scenes of devastation, hopelessness or have a sense of despair 

about life, how do we respond to God’s question?  We might 

say, there is no answer. I have only faith and trust. Not that God 

gives us an answer to rationalise our situation and that makes it 

OK, but we seek God’s support, taking some of the load from 

our shoulders that we might continue to live. “Come to me, all 

of you who are tired from carrying heavy loads, and I will give 

you rest.” (Matthew 11: 28) 

The wind has not yet started to blow, but the words of God 

enter our lifeless scene. A promise is made to put breath into 



the bones, create bodies of sinew, muscle and skin and bring 

them back to life. Mortal man is told to prophecy, and things 

begin to change.  Imagine what is about to happen, the 

fascination in Ezekiel’s eyes as he watches the unfolding scene. 

There is a rattling noise and the bones begin to join together. As 

he watches they get covered with sinew, muscle and skin. When 

the dust settles, the bones lie like a great army of fallen 

comrades; or a large herd of the African plain or lost explorers 

ready to continue their journey, homes rebuilt, but something is 

missing; families lie ready to be reunited from the grave, but, 

there is no life. They have listened to the voice, but the wind has 

not yet started to blow.  

“Mortal man, prophecy to the wind.”  So Ezekiel obeys and God 

acts. Maybe first in a whisper and then with a great storm, and 

from every direction, the wind comes. So the army stands up, 

ready to fight; the cattle begin make their way over the plains; 

the explorers continue their journey; houses are filled with the 

noise of laughter and families lost are reunited.  

This image is not simply about death to life, echoing of breath of 

God in Genesis; from a Christian perspective we can understand 

it like that, but it is deeper than that. With the spirit of God, that 

which seemed dead can be revived. We are the bones on the 

valley floor, without hope and with no future. It is the wind that 

makes all the difference. It is the spirit of God that transforms. 

And this is the promise of God. The promise of transformation. 

This vision happened long before the resurrection of Jesus, but 

in some way it points to it. It is the same kind of story. It is the 

same spirit. So the spiritual life that looks dead, but offered the 

life of Christ, whose spirit is with us today, can still be made 

new. If we lie on this valley floor, life is never hopeless. It might 

be hellish, but with God, it is never hopeless.  

The soldier in the trench dies, but his memory lives on as we 

remember; with generosity, the farmer can regain his cattle and 

his hope for the future; the heroes and explorers of the past are 

never really forgotten; with compassion, the international 

community can still help where disaster strikes, and where 

there has been the most grievous of violence, we can still love 

with compassion, because God is love and love comes from 

God. All of these things, today, are the imprint of the Spirit of 

God as it acts in the world.   

But something deeper needs to be happening. As the winds 

blows, the church needs to get caught up in its slipstream and 

offer a message of hope and transformation that goes beyond 

the rattling of bones or the covering of sinews, muscle and skin; 

in getting under the skin; there needs to be breath, the breath 

of life, from God. 

So as the spirit blows today; may we be filled and play our part, 

in the transformation of the valley floor into the Kingdom of 

God. Amen. 


