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One thing that many of you have yet to have the chance to know about me, but that you will 

most certainly learn over the coming years, is that I am a HUGE fan of the Olympics.  Once the 

Olympics start, every couple of years, Sharon knows that there is simply nothing else that will 

show on our television for the course of those two weeks.  Over these past two weeks, even 

while away on vacation, I have watched everything from gymnastics, swimming, basketball and 

volleyball to ping pong, air rifle, archery and fencing.  Really, when it comes to the Olympics I’ll 

watch just about anything (except cycling, I just can’t get my mind wrapped around the notion of 

spending 3 hours watching someone ride a bike).  I love the international flare, the patriotic 

competition, the pressure performances and the momentous instants that are created throughout 

the games.  And, every time the Olympics come around, there seems to be some moment that 

ends up writing my sermon – and this year was no different. 

 

It was Tuesday night of last week, and I was watching the coverage of the Women’s Team 

Gymnastics tournament while, at the same time, trying to come up with some sort tack on my 

message for today.  I had struggled, some, with this hymn that Rick had chosen and had different 

thoughts on various reflections, but nothing was coalescing into what I needed for today’s 

service.  I had actually just pulled up the words to the hymn on my phone as a Chinese gymnast 

made her way to the mat for her floor exercise.  As the announcer shared that she had struggled 

in the previous round and needed to do better, she did her opening tumbling across the mat and, 

sure enough, as she flipped and spun her way across the mat, she came to the other side, didn’t 

quite get her legs all the way around and underneath her, slipped and fell right onto the ground, 

and slid off the edge and out of bounds.  She, of course, jumped right up and continued her 

routine, but the announcer immediately spoke up and said, ‘That’s catastrophic – there’s just no 

coming back from that!’  And, suddenly, with that statement, everything for my thoughts this 

morning came right together. 

 

I am amazed, sometimes, at how often I come across that very sentiment in the hearts and minds 

of the people around me.  It is remarkable, for me, the frequency with which people feel as 

though they have reached that point at which there simply is no coming back from where they 

have landed.  It may be a broken relationship they have assumed is beyond repair, it may be a 
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betrayal they believe is unforgiveable, it may be a wayward lifestyle they believe is beyond the 

scope of God’s grace, it may be financial despair, personal loss, addiction, grief, loneliness, 

despair, sorrow, anger, lust or any of a thousand things that has somehow or another made its 

way into the life of the individual, but there is simply a litany of conversations I have held over 

the years in which people have shared with me that they believe they have reached that point – 

that there’s just no coming back from wherever it is they are.  But, in every one of those 

conversations, in the face of every one of those situations, I have been able to look them dead in 

the eye, without a modicum of equivocation, and proclaim to them that there is hope – because 

ours is a resurrection faith! 

 

“Breathe on me, breath of God.”  It’s a powerful image, this notion of the ‘breath of God.’  From 

the very moment of the creation, Genesis tells us that it is the breath of God that is breathed into 

the nostrils of Adam to give him life.  The Psalms recurrently speak of the working of God in the 

world as the breath of God, Job proclaims in the midst of his turmoil that it is the breath of the 

Almighty that gives him life, and the language of breath and Spirit of God are used nearly 

interchangeably in many places throughout Scripture (the Hebrew words often translated as 

‘breath’ can, in fact, also be translated as ‘Spirit’).  And, that’s the background that brings us to 

this passage from Ezekiel. 

 

Here we have this story of Ezekiel being transported by God to a valley full of dry bones.  It’s a 

stark image if you let it work in your mind – a valley of dry bones.  It is, in so many ways, the 

ultimate state of death.  The shadowy darkness and isolation of a valley filled with dry bones – 

filled with death so dead that there is nothing left but these arid bones of a long-passed humanity.  

You don’t get any deader than that!  And, then God asks that question, ‘Can these bones live?’  

We already know the answer, but even in his faithfulness, Ezekiel’s first thought must have been 

that of despondent laughter.  These bones?  These dry bones?  These deader than dead relics of 

humanity past?  Are you nuts?  But, sure enough, in comes the breath of God, through and into 

these bones the breath of God is breathed and, all of a sudden there are tendons and skin and life 

and Ezekiel watches as God brings, even these deadest of the dead, back to life! 

 

“Breathe on me, breath of God.  Fill me with life anew!”  This is the foundational promise of our 

faith – that there simply is no place from which we cannot come back – that there simply is 

always hope.  In the 11th verse of our passage from Ezekiel, this morning, God looks over the dry 

bones of the valley and proclaims to Ezekiel, “Mortal, these bones are the whole house of Israel. 

They say, ‘Our bones are dried up, and our hope is lost.’”  God is making this proclamation of 

hope to Ezekiel, in reference to the Israelites who, in their exile, feel as there is no way back.  In 

other words, God is specifically addressing the notion of there being a place from which we 

cannot come back and God is saying, ‘Look at this.  Because, in me, there is always a way back!  

There is always hope!  There is always a new beginning!’ 

 

The simple truth, that we all know and none of us can avoid, is that death is a part of life.  And, 

I’m not, of course, speaking solely of the physical kind.  Death of relationship.  Death of 

purpose.  Death of spirit.  Death of faith.  Death of identity.  Our lives are filled with moments, 

both planned and unplanned – both joyous and catastrophic – in which we will know some form 

of death or another.  Whether it is in the loss of a loved one, a graduation that has as watching 

our children move away, a job loss or retirement that has us wondering who we are, or a 
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catastrophe that leaves us bewildered as to what could possibly come next, there is no avoiding 

the profound truth that death is a part of life.  And, sadly, there is no avoiding the truth that there 

will be times in which we may feel as though that death has finally brought us to that point of no 

return.  But, there is also no avoiding that, no matter how desperate, lost or forlorn our life’s 

circumstances may have us feeling, there simply is no point of no return.  Because, ours is a 

resurrection faith! 

 

Death is a part of life, and there is little doubt that you will encounter moments in which that 

death is being experienced as the point of no return.  It may be something you are enduring in 

your own life, it may be something that a loved one is experiencing and you witness in them.  

But, you will encounter moments in which someone feels they’ve reached the point of no return.  

But, the next time you do, I want you picture that valley of dry bones.  I want you to imagine 

Ezekiel looking over this shadowy and isolated land full of the deadest of dead.  And, then I want 

you to imagine the awe-inspiring vision as Ezekiel watches these bones come together and that 

life restored.  And, then I want you to hear that God is saying to you exactly what God said to 

Ezekiel.  ‘If I can breathe life into these deadest and driest bones – just imagine what I can do for 

you!’  


