
The question is best answered 
with a moment of silence. We 
typically try to fill the gaping quiet 
that follows by rushing in with 
words unworthy of the weight of 
breath. Spoken hastily to cover the 
silence which begs not to be 
interrupted with profane speech. 
Silence may be the best answer to 
this question: Can we live again? 

After death? After loss? When the 
job we dreamed of turns into a 
nightmare, can we live again? 
When the spouse of 40 years is 
diagnosed with cancer, can we live 
again? When the longed for 
pregnancy ends in miscarriage, 
where do we go from here? When 
our bones are dried up, our hope is 
lost, Can we live again? 

Lord, you know. 

Ezekiel was brought to a valley full 
of bones. Imagine the first two 
verses of this chapter occurring in 
a stark silence. The hand of the 
Lord is upon Ezekiel… this is the 
hand that brought the Israelites out 
of Egypt, that parted waters, that 
dropped manna, that pointed to 
David and Samuel. God led 

Ezekiel around the valley, 
stumbling over rocks and bones… 
the only sound the shuffling of feet 
and the crunch underneath. Until 
the silence is broken by the voice 
of God, “Son of Adam, can these 
bones live?” In the Hebrew— ‘Ben 
Hadam’— son of earth/dirt. I 
wonder what kind of delay there is 
between these verses… Ezekiel 
responds, “Lord, you know.” And 
God says, “Prophesy.” 

We don’t need to remain silent 
forever. Just long enough to 
remember that the life that comes 
on the other side of death doesn’t 
come from us. Though, we’re 
invited to join in the sharing of 
words of life. Still, there’s a lesson 
in the silence of the bones… let 
your spiritual dry bones teach you 
something. I believe this is what 
Ezekiel did. He knew great loss 
and suffering in his own life; and 
that suffering became a teacher for 
him. And through him God teaches 
us that we can live again. Ezekiel 
was taken captive during the first 
Judean deportation in 597 BCE. 
His wife died after they were in 
exile in Babylon. As a priest and 
prophet, he was aware of the 
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people’s actions and needs. In the 
exile they lost the land God had 
given them which represented their 
identity.They lost the Temple, 
which represented God’s presence 
with the people. They lost the 
Kingship that represented the 
mediator between God and the 
people. All of it was gone. Ezekiel 
knew the people were feeling the 
weight of these defeats. How could 
they live again? 

Anne Lamott tells a story about a 
terrible tragedy that happened to a 
quaint little costal village of about 
1,500 near her hometown of San 
Francisco. She writes that back in 
1995, four older teenage boys from 
the town camped at a park nearby 
overnight and illegally built a 
campfire, buried it under dirt when 
they left in the morning, and 
accidentally caused a fire that 
destroyed 12,000 acres of 
wilderness area and nearly fifty 
homes along the long, majestic 
ridge that runs for miles out to the 
bay.

Helicopters saved the town itself 
with water from the bay, dropping 
water on the pine forest between 
the town and the burning ridge. But 
the loss of wildlife, so many plants 
and animals was unimaginable. It 
was like a bomb had fallen.

The four teenage boys who had 
accidentally started the fire turned 
themselves in early on, with their 
parents beside them. They were 
as devastated with guilt and 
remorse as the wildlife was by the 
fire. A firefighter had even written a 
letter to a local paper describing 
how carefully the boys had tried to 
put out the fire. How they had 
extinguished the flames, but 
unbeknown to them, embers still 
burned underground. And so 
thinking they’d done everything 
they needed to do, they left. 

After all of this, even as the 
townspeople continued to share 
their loss and pain over the fire, 
they also told stories of their worst 
teenage mistakes and 
transgressions. And so a picnic 
was held to honor the firefighters 
and acknowledge the community’s 
round-the-clock efforts to save 
whatever they could, and the 
whole town turned out. The 
president of the board of 
firefighters gave a speech, but at 
the end, he digressed from what 
you might have expected him to 
say.

He talked about how in ancient 
times, people who did damage to a 
town were sent to live outside it’s 
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walls, beyond the pale, or 
boundary (as it’s called), beyond 
community, beyond inclusion and 
protection. He mentioned the four 
young men who had started the 
fire, and that he had heard that 
their families were thinking of 
moving away. He thought the town 
should make it clear to the families 
that they should stay, that they 
were wanted, that they were 
needed.

There was sustained applause. 
People whose houses had burned 
down came up to the speaker to 
say they agreed with this plan. The 
town wanted these young men to 
live. Someone who was there that 
day wrote a letter into the local 
newspaper reflecting on the 
events: “So what seems to me to 
be happening is that this 
community, which has just fought 
so stubbornly to save itself from a 
holocaust, has turned, almost 
without missing a beat, to try to 
save the future of four young men.” 
We might say, they began to 
breathe life back into those 
teenage bones.

In remembering this story, Anne 
Lamott says, isn’t it interesting that 
God doesn’t need US to bring 
hope and new life back into our 

lives, but [He] keeps letting us 
help. 

The Lord said to Ezekiel, “Son of 
Adam, can these bones live?” 
Then God said, if they are I’ll need 
your help. Then the Lord told him 
to prophesy to the bones, tell them 
the Spirit of God is on the way. 
Then the Lord said to 
Ezekiel,  “Prophesy to the spirit of 
God, and tell it to enter into those 
long-emptied lungs.” And suddenly 
there was new life where there 
once was cold death.

This past Wednesday afternoon a 
patch of highway near Garner 
State Park was transformed into a 
valley of dry bones. How quickly it 
can happen! Thirteen dead after a 
white truck collided head on with a 
small bus load from First Baptist 
New Braunfels. The bus was full of 
senior adults returning home after 
a choir retreat. One survivor on the 
bus… haunted by the terror of 
walking out of a mass grave. And 
the one driver of the pickup, who 
caused the wreck now has to 
recover from the effects of the 
wreck and the damage he has 
caused. Can there be hope for the 
families who have lost their loved 
ones? 
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Melissa Brown told me in a press 
conference that the pastor of the 
church urged people to pray for the 
young man who caused the wreck. 
A witness at the scene says he 
was texting while he was driving 
and crossed over the center line 
when he hit the bus head on. He 
has to face the reality of the deaths 
he caused every day. He has to 
wake up replaying that destruction. 
He has to see the families and 
friends of his victims on TV. And 
when he closes his eyes he thinks 
if only I had put down that phone, if 
only I had looked up, if only. Can 
there be hope even for him? Can 
he live again?

Lord, you know. You know the 
Christian faith we celebrate is 
about forgiveness. You know it’s 
about the life that really is life. Life 
is best lived by learning to let go; 
letting the past bless you, not 
curse you. By realizing that God is 
a redeemer who is working even 
now to make all things new… 
working through the worst of 
tragedies. God redeems the hopes 
of those whose poor decisions 
have led to valleys of dry bones. 

Prophesy. Speak the good news 
Live it. And watch the bone 
connect to bone. Watch the sinew 
come together. Watch heads lifted 

up. And the breath come back into 
living breathing lungs. Prophesy. 
God’s word is life. God may not 
needs us to speak these words 
which bring life again, but he lets 
us help. Maybe finding ways to 
speak words of life is how we find 
life in the first place.
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