[image: image1.jpg]: Kee ing
A 4+a117 Lent




Lent V (A)
April 10, 2011
Ezekiel 37:1-14
The Rev. Dr. Christian Brocato
+ O Spirit of the Living God, come upon us and through your Word and reveal to us your love.  Amen.
“The foot bone connected to the ankle bone,
The ankle bone connected to the shin bone,

The knee bone connected to the thigh bone….

Thigh…hip…back…shoulder…neck…

Them bones got up and they walked around.”  (“Dry Bones” Gospel Hymn)

I just couldn’t resist.  After all, where else would that Gospel Hymn called “Dry Bones” have come from but this powerful and dramatic prophesy from the Prophet Ezekiel?  I think it is one of the more graphic illustrations in the entire Bible.  If we pair this prophesy with the miracle of the raising of Lazarus from the dead, we have incredible bookends of drama and meaning.    
In the context of Lent, today’s Gospel might seem a much easier sell than the passage from Ezekiel.  After all, the Gospel points to the Resurrection.  It offers an insight of Jesus in the tomb and rising from the dead.  As Jesus raised Lazarus from death to life, so, too, was Jesus raised from death to life.  But wait; let’s go back to ‘them bones’ in the Valley of Dry Bones!
I can’t help but think of a couple of images of valleys of bones.  First, Tarzan!  That’s right, Tarzan.  I have to admit to loving old Tarzan movies.  Do you remember the one with the elephant graveyard below the escarpment?  Now, that’s a lot of bones.  Big bones!  The other image is that of the musical, The Lion King.  There, too, is an elephant graveyard.  Tarzan and the Lion King, conquerors of sorts, right?
Ezekiel, the great Prophet of Israel, a priest in the sixth century before the birth of Christ, experienced the great conquerors, the Babylonians.  Along with many others, Ezekiel was carried off to Babylon and resettled near the Euphrates River, modern day Iraq.  
It was there in the year 593 BCE that Ezekiel received the call from God to prophesy after having extraordinary visions.  He was called to be a messenger, a “watchman in the service of God” with the task to “warn his people in accordance with the Words God had given him.” (Harper’s Bible Dictionary, p. 293)  
Just a few years later, Jerusalem was completely destroyed by the Babylonians.  Jerusalem and Solomon’s magnificent Temple, a wonder of the ancient world, were destroyed.    In the darkness of captivity, Ezekiel found a metaphor of ‘dry bones’ that must have seemed extraordinary if not a bit odd to those to whom he proclaimed it.  It may seem a bit odd to us as well.  For me, the question is why is it here on the Fifth Sunday of Lent, a week before Palm/Passion Sunday and Holy Week?
Dry bones?  As I worked through these readings for this week, I realized that for me, the image of dry bones is an image of those times in my life when my spirituality has been as dry as a bone.  
Some might call it those desert experiences of our spiritual lives, those times when our prayer doesn’t seem to work, the Word we hear and the Eucharist we share don’t seem to work.  Not even the community of faith in which we find ourselves week after week seems to work.  Our life with God is as dry as a bone deeply implanted by our pet Fido in the back yard too many years ago to remember.  But there it is: a big dry bone.  What to do with it?

Ezekiel’s dry bones represent the Hebrew people in exile, longing to be returned to their homeland.  No doubt, they were distraught with being in captivity and knowing that their beloved city and Temple were destroyed.   
Can we put ourselves in their place?  Can we possible imagine their feelings and sense of loss?  I can’t but I can relate to other loses in life, a time in which a beloved relative or friend died or a life-giving and long-term relationship died or someone whom I trusted betrayed me.  In those times of loss and so many others, where do we find comfort?  Where do we find hope?  
Ezekiel’s prophesy is about comfort and hope.  The dry bones hear the Word of God, develop sinews, grow flesh, are brought together again into bodies, and then the magical breath of life, the breath of God, breathed life into an army of lifeless bones.  
Have we ever had times in life when we longed for life, longed for God to breathe new life into our lifeless bones?    I doubt that there is any one of us who had not experienced a ‘dryness of death’ in the midst of life.  But wait, this passage and that of the Gospel from John are not about death.  They are about life, abundant life.

God breathed life into the graveyard of bones, and new life sprung forth.  God breathed life into the bones of Lazarus, wrapped and laid in a tomb, and behold, bones arose and walked forth.  God breathed life into the tomb in which Jesus lay, and behold, the resurrection took place on that glorious day of our salvation.  

My friends, we long for that glorious day.  We long for an end to loss, pain, sadness, suffering, injustice, natural disasters, relationships that crumble and even death.  We long for life.  We long for the ability to stand tall, stretch out our weary bones and breathe in newness of life that only God can give.  
“O my people, I will put my spirit within you, and you shall live, and I will place you on your own soil, then, you shall know that I, the Lord, have spoken and will act.”  When we allow the Spirit of God to lead and guide us, then, we know that God loves us without reserve and longs for us to love in return.  
How can we allow the breath of God into our lives to give us life?  How can we go forth into the world as God’s messengers, bearing the breath of life to others?  Perhaps, these are our questions for the fifth week of Lent.  May God give us the grace to ponder them, to embrace them and to let God’s Spirit take hold of our bones that we might have life in abundance.  Amen!  
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