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 I will cause my breath to enter you and you shall live.  (Pause to blow up a balloon, 

then let the air slowly release while the balloon squeals and squeaks.)  I will cause my 

breath to enter you and you shall live.  (Pause to blow up a balloon, then let it loose and 

watch as it swirls and spins round and round in the air, until it falls to the ground.)  I will 

cause my breath to enter you and you shall live.  (Blow up a balloon and tie it and shoot it 

out into the congregation).  Put a bunch of kids in a room with a bunch of a balloons and 

they get it right away.  How breath inside something—like a balloon, for instance—how 

breath inside something can be life.  It isn’t long until there are balloons flying everywhere.  

Batting high in the air, bouncing off heads and bodies, the kids chasing in a mad frenzy 

trying to keep them from touching the ground.  Giggles and laughter and energy—breath 

in a balloon is as much life for the balloon as it is for the child who plays with it.  Life never 

swirling with so much joy, never so much mayhem, never so much colour, or possibility for 

play.  All because someone gave of their breath, to inspire, to inflate, to animate the 

breath and life of a balloon.  I will cause my breath to enter you and you shall live.   

 Well, that’s until, the dreaded moment when that balloon hits the stipple ceiling, or 

the cat decides to join in the play, or someone trips and falls on someone else’s balloon, 

and there it is.  In an instant.  That dreaded sound.  Life imploding, exploding.  BOOM!  

And in that instant, there is no consolation, only wailing, cries of complete and utter 

despair that cannot be articulated, as the tears flow, and only the horrifying vision of 

lifelessness—no more joy, no more possibility, no hope, no life, no breath.  Until…  until 

that it is… someone reaches for that package of brand-new balloons and says, “It’s ok.  

Which colour do you want?”  And in an instant, well, you know… (blow up and tie another 
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balloon and send it out to the congregation).  In an instant, life begins again.  “I will cause 

my breath to enter you,” says the Lord.  “And you shall live.”  Let us pray. 

 “I will cause my breath to enter you and you shall live.”  He remembered as a kid; it 

was always a story for Pentecost Sunday.  Wild and wonderful—it always got wilder by the 

minute with a bunch of rambunctious elementary school kids pretending to be that valley 

of dry, lifeless bones suddenly coming to life—wiggling, squirming, shaking the shakers in 

their hands like the rattling of the bones.  And of course, somewhere in there they would 

always have to sing a verse or two of them bones, them bones, where the hip bone’s 

connected to the thigh bone—oh hear the word of the Lord.   

And then their teacher would talk about breath—how in the beginning God created 

human beings from the dust of the ground and then breathed in them the very breath of 

God.  And how the valley of bones could be connected into bodies, and have flesh and 

blood and muscles and sinews; but still there is no life until there is breath; there is no life 

until God breathes.  And together, they would sit and breathe; like blowing up a balloon, 

their teacher would say.  Because a balloon has no life, until it has breath, just like this, 

she would say.  And he watched as she took the balloon and put it to her lips and blew, 

and blew, and blew.  Until her cheeks were red and her eyes were teary.  Until the balloon 

was big and round and full of air. 

And then of course, the best part.  A whole bunch of balloons.  Flying everywhere.  

Batting high in the air, bouncing off heads and bodies, kids chasing in a mad frenzy trying 

to keep them from touching the ground.  Giggles and laughter and energy.  Mayhem!  

Colour!  Play!  Joy!  And home they all went with a big, bright balloon in the colour of their 
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choosing.  He always chose purple.  Like the colour of grape jello.  And the biggest, 

roundest balloon he could.  One with lots of air.   “I will cause my breath to enter you and 

you shall live.”   

Well, as a kid, shakers and rattling bones and mayhem and a party of balloons—

really—what could be better?  And on a day of celebration like Pentecost, why wouldn’t 

our eyes turn to this beautiful passage to a vision of swirling wind, of bone upon bone, and 

sinew upon sinew, of the Spirit and breath of life.  But this wasn’t Pentecost Sunday and 

as an adult, in the world and his life as it was, it was hard for him to make the connection.  

To the balloons.  To the celebration.  To the animating breath of life.  It was not the reality 

he knew.  It was not the reality he understood.  Instead, his eyes were drawn to the part of 

the story no one really ever talked about.  To the horrifying vision that is skipped over and 

ignored.  To the devastating death of a community, so prolific, so extensive that there is 

no place or time to individually honour or bury the dead.  And what we are really looking at 

is a mass grave, a landscape of death, the remains of a nation, of a people—no joy, no 

possibility, no hope, no life, no breath—a valley of dry bones.    

What had brought them here, he wondered?  What kind of trauma would lay waste 

in such a way that cannot even be articulated; how can life suddenly implode in an instant 

sucking the very breath from your lungs until there is only utter despair; only a pile of 

bones?  He wanted to know what events led up to this valley of bones, that resonated so 

much with his own.  A people dragged into exile.  Taken from their homes into a foreign 

land.  But what came first was a bitter 2yr siege of a city.  An army that held them hostage 

in their own homes, as they sat surrounded by terror and fear.  By division and hatred.  
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Fires of destruction blazing high into the night.  The people isolated and languishing.  Cut 

off from food, from clean water.  The spread of disease was rampant. Thousands sick and 

dying and in despair.   

A 2 yr. siege.  Held hostage in your own home.  Rampant disease.  Thousands 

dying.  The similarities become all too familiar.  Not enough ICU beds.  Burnt out health 

care workers.  Cases on the rise as they never have been.  Division and blame and finger 

pointing and anger as viral as the pandemic itself.  The man knew this valley intimately.  

Not a Babylonian exile.  It was the exile of COVID 19; just when it appeared that there 

would be freedom and life bouncing like balloons—that once again there would be joy, 

possibility, colour; that life would rise and bounce and swirl in giggles and laughter and 

energy and all that was good; suddenly BOOM!  Life had imploded once more.   

And just like a near speechless, hopeless prophet named Ezekiel, a man gazes at a 

valley of dry lifeless bones; this horrifying mass grave; and God has the nerve to ask a 

totally ridiculous question that taunts even the most hopeful, and playful among us.  “Tell 

me, can dry, lifeless bones, with no flesh, with no lungs, with no breath, can lifeless bones 

ever breathe?  Tell me, can this dead, defeated, deflated, imploded, nation and people 

live?  Tell me, can these bones live?  Can our bones live?”  It is a skeptical, cynical, 

speechless, totally deflated Ezekiel who answers for us, who essentially, says, “Whatever, 

God.  I am so tired of it all.  I pretty much have nothing left to say anymore.  Nothing that 

means anything in this world.  In this place.  In this valley of bones where there seems to 

be no joy, no possibility, no life, and definitely no breath.  So I guess, that’s your answer 

God.  No.  These bones cannot live.  They are dead.” 
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It is obvious that Ezekiel can see nothing left worth redeeming, nothing but death 

and hopelessness.  Ezekiel is a burnt-out prophet with no words left to speak into a dying 

and breathless world.  So maybe, as God commands him to speak, it is as much for him 

as it is for the bones.  That God now invites Ezekiel; that God now says to Ezekiel, “There 

is so much more yet to say, here, I will give you the words, to say;” it is the direst of life 

and breath for Ezekiel too.  “Speak Ezekiel.  Speak life.”  God commands.  And Ezekiel 

does speak, even in his skepticism and his doubt. 

And perhaps it is as much for us to.  That God invites us too.  That God says to us.  

Speak.  Speak church.  Speak to this world.  Speak to this valley of dry and lifeless bones.  

Prophesy into this place where there is no consolation; where the wailing rises in a 

devastating landscape of fear and sickness and death.  Prophesy to a people surrounded 

by terror and under siege to division.  Prophesy to the remains of a nation and people, 

where there is no joy, no possibility, no hope, no life, no breath.  To this valley of dry 

bones.   Prophesy and say that there will be breath.  I will cause breath to enter you.  I will 

cause breath to enter this world.  Prophesy and speak that thus says the Lord GOD to 

these bones: “I will cause breath to enter you, and you shall live. I will lay sinews on you, 

and will cause flesh to come upon you, and cover you with skin, and put breath in you, 

and you shall live; and you shall know that I am the LORD."  To speak words of hope and 

life is the command God gives us no matter who we are, no matter where we are; right 

where we are. To each and ever one in despair, languishing with no air, no life, no breath. 

And at last, the part of the story we have heard so many times.  The part we have 

practiced and rehearsed in our Sunday School classrooms and our Pentecost Sunday 
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liturgies.  And even in all of its familiarity, in how much this story has become part of the 

“bones” of our faith; here’s what always still surprises us.  Because we think God needs to 

whisk the bones away, to whisk us away to someplace more life-giving.  To take us out of 

the valley.  To take us out of this pandemic in order to have life.  Yet, right where Ezekiel 

insists there can be no life.  Right where we insist and cannot see life.  God says, right 

here, right now, my people—prophecy.  Because right here, right now, there will be life.  

Right into a valley of dry and lifeless bones; right into our own landscapes of a pandemic 

and division; landscapes of death and hopelessness and despair; into every valley of dry 

and lifeless bones where there is no hope, no possibility, no joy, no life, no breath—

suddenly, the bones live!!   

Suddenly our bones live!  Suddenly, rattling, shaking, bone upon bone, sinew upon 

sinew, muscles, and flesh.  Suddenly swirling Wind, life-giving, life-raising Breath.  A 

people rising.  Rising to life as God breathes, inspires, animates new life within us.  As 

God breathes new life among us.  As God breathes new life for the whole of this world.  

As the very life-giving, life-creating Spirit of God creates a brand-new creation.  We are 

still learning what that means.  Still learning how to breathe.  Still rattling around in our old 

bones as God calls us to learn and to live in new ways.  But the promise is sure.  God will 

breathe.  We will live.  There is breath!  Thanks be to God!  Amen. 


