
 God Knows 

 He said to me, “Son of man, can these bones live?” And I answered, “O Lord God, You know.” 
 Ezekiel 37:3 

 I  identify  with  the  valley  of  dry  bones  found  in  Ezekiel  37.  I  was  a  walking  skeleton,  no  sinew 
 or  muscle,  no  breath  of  life  in  me,  for  many  years.  I  was  a  child  of  the  King,  of  the  Most 
 High  God,  and  had  allowed  my  own  choices,  my  perceptions  and  pride  to  whittle  me  away 
 to nothing but sun-bleached, brittle bone. 

 I  look  around  me  at  those  I  love,  at  those  I  am  associated  with  and  acquainted  with,  and 
 there  are  times  when  I  see  those  same  sun-bleached  bones  staring  back  at  me.  There  is 
 no  sign  of  life  within  them.  It  breaks  my  heart.  I  have  found  myself  observing  with  an 
 already-defeated  mindset.  I  see  no  life,  and  I  see  no  opportunity  or  occasion  for  rebirth, 
 renewal.  I  have  a  couple  people  in  mind  as  I  write  this,  and  I  know  that  as  they  make 
 choices,  as  they  move  from  one  day  to  the  next,  I  despair  of  them  ever  truly  living.  Should  I 
 stand  in  the  valley  of  dry  bones  with  my  Lord  and  He  ask  me  the  same  question,  my 
 answer  most  of  the  time  would  be  “no.  No,  these  bones  cannot  live  again.  They  are  done 
 and  gone,  it’s  time  to  bury  them.”  I  can  be  very  emphatic  in  my  beliefs.  And  I  don’t  believe 
 that they will ever rise, live and breathe, move in service to the King. How pitiful. 

 The  better  answer,  and  one  I  pray  to  reach,  is  “O  Lord  God,  You  know.”  It  hit  me  as  I  was 
 reading  and  exploring  the  feature  verse  above,  that  I  had  closed  my  mind  to  the  ability  of 
 Creator  God  to  do  it  again,  to  do  for  others  what  He  has  done  for  me.  I  can  look  back  over 
 my  life  and,  with  the  perspective  of  the  Spirit  of  God  alive  and  well  in  me,  I  can  see  the 
 times  when  He  had  called  me  to  Himself.  I  can  see  myself  cocking  my  head  to  the  side, 
 listening  intently  for  a  moment,  then  shaking  my  head  and  convincing  myself  I  must  have 
 just  been  imagining  things.  And  then  going  on  and  making  some  of  the  worst  choices  I’ve 
 made  in  my  life  to  date.  It  may  have  taken  30  years  for  me  to  respond  to  His  call,  but  He 
 had  been  calling  me  all  that  time.  Why  then,  would  I  assume  that  no  one  else  would 
 respond?  Why  would  I  assume  that  the  same  miracle  of  rebirth,  renewal,  restoration  would 
 not be applied to others? 

 I  said  to  someone  the  other  day  that  if  someone  had  asked  me  five  years  ago  if  I  would 
 ever  be  back  in  church,  in  love  with  Jesus,  eagerly  reaching  for  Him  and  devouring  His 
 word,  I  would  have  rolled  my  eyes  and  laughed.  That’s  not  entirely  accurate  -  I  likely  would 
 have  shut  down  the  question  and  the  person  asking,  not  necessarily  politely,  then  turned 
 my  back  on  them  in  anger.  But  God  knew.  It  is  not  to  my  credit  that  I  responded;  it  is  the 
 persistence  of  Almighty  God.  I  don’t  know  how  long,  how  many  calls  it  will  take  before  the 
 dry  bones  around  me  awake  to  new  life.  But  I  know  that  the  One  who  calls  them  has  the 
 power to revive. And He knows. 

 Father, we thank You for Your persistent grace, Your unending pursuit of us. We don’t deserve 
 it, and we push You away time and time again. Help us to bow before You in honor and 

 reverence and know that You still have the power to save. 
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