
ANCIENT PATHS 

BECAUSE I LOVE YOU! 

 

My name is Ezekiel and I want to tell you of this most amazing thing I 

witnessed!  The Lord had showed me many visions – but this time he took me 

to a huge, dry valley.  When I looked, I was startled for all I could see in this 

valley was bones – human bones!  As I looked I saw these bones were 

exceedingly dry.  There was no sound, no movement – nothing but bones.  It 

was an eerie sense of emptiness.  Then I heard God in his majesty speak to me, 

but what he said troubled me. 

“Son of man” he said to me, “can these bones live?”  Without realising it I 

repeated the question in utter disbelief: “Can these bones live?  I know these 

bones can’t live, of course they can’t - they are lifeless.”  But…but… just by 

asking me the question, and God himself asking… even I knew something. 

Could they…live? 

Perhaps I should have had the courage to shout “YES!” But I told the truth: 

“Only you know that Lord!”  

 “Preach to the bones anyway Ezekiel!”   

What? Preach? To the bones?  

“Tell them: “Hear the word of the Lord.   I will bring you to life!  I will make you 

live!”” It is the best sermon I ever gave.  As I preached the word of the Lord to 

the bones things began to happen – things you wouldn’t believe!   

First there was a rattling noise and I couldn’t work out what it was.  Then I saw 

these dry bones, thousands of them, moving and coming together and taking 

shape, and not just any shape – but the shape of a body.  I have no idea 

whether I carried on preaching or if I was just watching this extraordinary 

thing… but that wasn’t all of it! 

As the bones came together, so tendons and flesh appeared on them and skin 

covered them, and fantastic and extraordinary as this was I could see there 



was no life in what I saw.  I was shaken when I heard the voice of the Lord say 

to me: “Preach to the breath.  Call the four winds and breathe into these 

bodies that they may live.”  So I commanded the four winds to come and 

breathe life into these bodies, and before my eyes, the breath of God swept 

through the vast number of bodies…. And they lived!!!   From death to life!  

The breath of God makes dry bones live! 

 Breathe on me breath of God, breathe on me, 

 Breathe on my breath of God, breathe on me, 

 I come alive, I’m alive, when you breathe on me, 

 I come alive, I’m alive, when you breathe on me. 

 Awake, awake my soul, come resurrect the bones 

 From death to life, for You alone 

 Awake my soul. 

     ……………………….. 

My name is Gabriel and I have seen some extraordinary and wonderful things.  

I’ve seen Him fling stars into space!  I listened as they sang out songs of praise 

that echoed across the universe.  I’ve travelled as far as I can fly and never 

came to the end of these wonders!  I’ve been given special tasks to do for Him 

and I’m honoured every time that He would choose to use me! 

I’ve sat in the great assembly of the Heavenly Host and joined in the Heavenly 

anthem: “Worthy is He who sits on the throne!”  I’ve had a close up view of the 

immense and overwhelming love that He simply…..is!  I’ve witnessed His 

power; I’ve witnessed His gentleness; I’ve witnessed His broken-heartedness; 

I’ve witnessed His pain and I’ve witnessed the extraordinary nature of His love.  

In fact I was part of it……yes me!!! 

I took His message to the young Mary: “You will bear a son and you will call 

Him Jesus.”  Almost unbelievable, yet typical of Him.  His beloved son – to 

leave this glory… almost unbelievable. And yet that moment is almost eclipsed 

compared to – compared to that day!  What a day! 



There were the dark days that preceded it.  His own, yes His own, the people 

He created and to whom He gave life…crucified Him.  Those hands that were 

here at the beginning, they nailed to a cross.  And Satan laughed, and his 

minions laughed, an evil, putrid laugh.  They’d won.  We, I, watched, and 

waited, and hoped …dark days! 

It was early Sunday morning. His body was in a tomb – a borrowed one at that.  

He’d been beaten and whipped….and crucified.  There was no life in his body.  

Then He commanded His breath to breathe over the body. There was a 

tremendous earthquake, and brilliant light shone from the throne.  The stone 

in front of the tomb rolled away and a body that had been dead, had life, and 

this wasn’t just any life, this wasn’t just anybody, this was the life of the Son of 

God and life that defeated death once and for all. 

Heaven sang – Oh what a song!  What a song.  To Him who sits on the throne, 

and to the Lamb, from death, to life, God resurrected those bones!  I saw that 

day, His breath bringing life to anyone on whom he breathes.  For anyone who 

will cry: “Awake my soul!” These bones live! 

 

Breathe on me breath of God, breathe on me, 

 Breathe on my breath of God, breathe on me, 

 I come alive, I’m alive, when you breathe on me, 

 I come alive, I’m alive, when you breathe on me. 

 Awake, awake my soul, come resurrect the bones 

 From death to life, for You alone 

 Awake my soul. 

    …………………………. 

My name is Ian.  

I’m the minister of Crawley Baptist Church. How I came to be the minister, why 

I haven’t always been and why I won’t always be, is the story of my life.  



But it’s not the whole story. 

I’m Ian 

I learnt the other day that I’m a depressive realist. It means I tend to look at 

the negative of life before the positive.  It also means I have a realistic view of 

life. Apparently, according to psychologists, depressive realists have the most 

accurate view of life of anyone!   

Being a depressive realist is the story of my life. 

But it’s not the whole story. 

I’m Ian 

And maybe because I’m a depressive realist I go and see a psychologist. 

Hopefully I won’t always see on. How I decided to go and get help is the story 

of my life. 

But it’s not the whole story. 

I’m Ian 

I have some really, really good qualities and I have some really, really bad 

qualities.  When I am at my best it is quite incongruous with how I am when I 

am at my worst.   How I came to be that way is the story of my life. 

But it’s not the whole story. 

I’m Ian 

I’m a sinner, saved by grace.  That is the larger and more important story.  Only 

God, in His love, knows the whole story.  

And God, because He knows the whole story says to me, Ian, His beloved son…. 

Let me breathe my story into your story 

Let me breathe my life into your life 

Let me bring to life what you cannot. 

 

Ian, he gently says, when you allow yourself to die, I will take your bones, and 

into them I will breathe my life, and you will live!  



And as best as I can I respond with all my heart: 

Breathe on me breath of God, breathe on me, 

 Breathe on my breath of God, breathe on me, 

 I come alive, I’m alive, when you breathe on me, 

 I come alive, I’m alive, when you breathe on me. 

 Awake, awake my soul, come resurrect the bones 

 From death to life, for You alone 

 Awake my soul. 
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