
Hunkered Down 

Homilies – 

Bones 

 

ENan and I 

traveled north to 

spend Halloween 

with our Virginia 

granddaughters.  

We had a 

costume for a 

Halloween party 

at the other 

grandparents’ 

house.  We had a 

different costume 

for the Farmer’s 

Market in town.  We had another costume for the afternoon trick-or treat at 

the local downtown merchants.  We ran out of costumes, so we came 

home before real trick-or-treating Sunday night. 

The one event that did not require a costume was a “Bone Rattling Service” 

at the Episcopal church our son’s family attends.  At dusk on Saturday 

night, folks from the church and community gathered in the cemetery on 

the church grounds.  We all had lighted candles and took turns reading 

some of the spookier verses from the Bible.  We read about King Saul’s 

encounter with the ghost of Samuel who had been conjured up by the witch 

of Endor. (1 Samuel 28)  We read about the enormous red dragon that 

came to devour the child of the woman “clothed with the sun.” (Revelation 

12)   

And we read about Ezekiel prophesying over the valley of dry bones.  

(Ezekiel 37)  The children attending the service were given two sticks as 

they arrived that night.  As we read aloud the story from Ezekiel, the 

children were instructed to hit their sticks together each time they heard the 

word “bones.”  The rattling started off slowly, then picked up momentum as 

we read how the bones came together and were joined with muscle and 



skin, until finally, the breath of God filled each renewed person with power 

and purpose. 

What sounded at first as a “goosebumps” kind of experience actually did 

send goosebumps of a different kind up my spine.  The story is filled with 

hope in a God who can infuse life and power in the most lifeless situation. 

That is really good news for when I am discouraged and defeated.  That is 

an uplifting message for when I see spiritual deserts all around me.  That is 

an encouraging word for when I feel powerless to affect change. 

The service reminded me that we are never without hope.  God breathed 

life into the lifeless and created a mighty army.  Oh God….do it again! 

 

 


