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Ezekiel 37:1-14  

 

My first sermon ever was in a Lutheran Church.  Living Word Lutheran Church in 

Medina, Ohio.  Living Word Lutheran was more than just a plain ol country church.  It 

was my church.  It was the church that really raised me.   

 

I grew up in Green Bay, Wisconsin, a mile away from Lambeau Field.  Cheese still runs 

through my veins.  Go Pack Go.  And I came to Medina, Ohio through my father's job 

transfer.  It was Ohio where I went to high school, which is how I ended up connected to 

a Lutheran Church in Medina, Ohio, and in my first year of seminary being asked to fill 

the pulpit on a vacation Sunday for the pastor.  It was a great honor, with my mother 

beaming in the front row.   

 

How on earth did I find my way to the Presbyterian Church? Part of it was that I was a 

church musician, and the Presbyterians were hiring.  The call to seminary and to the 

ministry came later.  Sometimes I tell people the short version of how I became 

Presbyterian - I entered seminary as a Lutheran, checked the wrong box, and they 

ordained me as a Presbyterian.  And that is sort of true.  I will tell you the long version 

another time. 

 

Well today - Ezekiel.  And Lazarus.  These two readings are almost always preludes to 

Holy Week.  Tucked neatly into the 5th Sunday of Lent.  We hear these often.  And what 

better precursor to Holy Week than a kind of dress rehearsal for what lies ahead, with the 

raising of Lazarus.  I suspected as a group of good Lutherans you would already be 

somewhat familiar with the story. 

 

And if ministry has taught me anything these past couple decades, it is to tackle the more 

unfamiliar text, especially if it is the one that truly preaches to our day and time. 

 

Ezekiel is fascinating.  Massive military battlefield - a vast expanse of bones, maybe 

fallen soldiers from a battle ages past.  Dead, dry bones.  No hope of new life.  To this 

Ezekiel is asked to preach words of life. 

 

The prophet lets us know in no uncertain terms that these are the bones of the people of 

Israel.  They have dried up and lost the fight to follow God, with no hope of resurrection.   

 

You know, I think about our current political situation.  I think about where we are as a 

people in 2017, with the challenges we have ahead - as a country, as a church, as a 

people.  And I have never known the gospel to be more relevant, more exciting, and more 

urgently needed than today.   

 



Often in US churches the urgency is declining numbers, financial shortfalls, closing 

churches.  We have a growing sense of captivity to our culture.  Heck, Ezekiel's vision 

could be describing us, not Israel in Babylonian captivity. 

 

And yet, what an opportunity.  To preach like Ezekiel and say, "There is new life!  There 

is hope for us!"  Hope and possibility for our political system, our struggling churches, 

for our climate changed and challenged world. 

 

Did you grow up walking through graveyards?  Sunday afternoon drives through or 

walking through or having picnics in cemeteries?  This is fairly common among my 

African-American friends, I am told.  I didn't really grow up in a family where this was a 

tradition, but I did have a fair amount of time to walk through graveyards.  My 

grandparents living adjacent to a large cemetery.  We also lived just two doors down 

from one.  I would run, walk, play in the cemetery all the time.  It was not a spooky 

place.  It was actually pretty uplifting - serene - filled with trees, birds, squirrels, no 

traffic. 

 

It was actually a place full of life.  Kinda deceiving.  Imagine if you had no context of 

graves, cemeteries, our burial practices.  Imagine if you grew up on a small island that 

had only buried people at sea and had never seen a graveyard.  You might not even know 

that it is a place of decay and death. 

 

I believe Babylon was like that for the Israelites.  After all, these young Hebrews who 

were dragged into exile in Babylon, were not kept in prisons or even camps.  They were 

free to marry, build homes, plant crops.  Some I am sure became quite wealthy.  Some I 

am sure got pretty comfortable with their new life.  Some I am sure lost a vision of God.  

Who needs God if life is so peachy?  Or so some thought. 

 

This is beginning to sounds like us.  We make our lives so comfortable.  We work hard, 

we collect a lot of things, we buy homes, plant our roots.  We make Babylon as nice as 

we can.  And yet Babylon is not our home. 

 

If we read that gospel text closely we realize this is not the final resting stop for us.  Our 

place is not here.  We are a kingdom people, called to live in the kingdom of God and 

live as people who are prepared to die. 

 

That old dream of living in the Lord's presence had died for the Israelites in Babylon too - 

cozy, happy with their new lives, happy where they were. 

 

Can these bones live?  Ezekiel asks.  How foolish he must have felt.  The Lord's prophet, 

standing in the middle of a pile of dead bones, telling them not to give up hope.  But this 

is the way of God, our God who calls us to believe without seeing.   

 

We don't absolutize the present.  We hope for tomorrow.  That's what defines us as 

Christians.  Hope rises up from our bones and chooses to believe that there is a better 

tomorrow.   



 

This is why we keep praying for peace in the Middle East, yearning for - working for 

peace.  This is why we visit the shut-ins and those in the hospitals even when there is no 

miracle drug to cure their cancer.  This is why we strive for a better world - politically, 

economically, spiritually.  Because we know that God is not done. 

 

It is not Easter yet, but it won't be long now.  Holy Week is coming.  Palm Sunday.  The 

only problem is that we have to walk through a graveyard to get to Easter Sunday.  There 

are those in the Christian community who do not have the stomach for Good Friday.  Or 

even Maundy Thursday.  Some of us disappear, and show up in time for some trumpets 

on Easter Sunday.   

 

But the graveyard is where it is at.  That is where hope is born.   

 

So don't be afraid of the valley of the shadow of death.  Don't be afraid of the field of 

bones.  Don't lose sleep over the heap of life's routines - the bills, illnesses, mountains of 

dirty laundry.  Don't despair or become cynical in this life.   

 

Because as we slip past the tombs, there is a story that we can whisper to one another.  

God is not done with us.  This world is dying for you to believe God is done.  But God is 

not done.  Hope is around the corner.  And it is hope that has the power to lead us through 

the graveyard and out the other side. 

 

In the name of God.  Amen.   

 


