
 

 
First Presbyterian Church • 393 E Main St • Spartanburg SC 29302-1917 •  864/583-4531 •  www.fpcspartanburg.org 

GET REAL 
Ezekiel 37:1-14 
May 10, 2015 

Dr. Thomas E. Evans 

Carlo Lorenzini, in his fairy tale Pinocchio, 
conveys one of the Bible’s grandest themes, 
humanity’s struggle to obey. Pinocchio disrespects 
his creator from the beginning. The minute he has 
been carved, he sticks his tongue out at Geppetto, 
snatches his wig, kicks him, and has him thrown 
into prison. You remember Jiminy Cricket from the 
Disney version? In the original tale, Pinocchio 
steps on good ole Jiminy because it is smarter than 
he is; he tells Geppetto he wants to go to school, 
so Geppetto sells his only coat to pay for his book. 
In turn Pinocchio sells the book and uses the 
money to see a puppet show instead. 

Pinocchio’s disobedience to Geppetto, his 
creator, echoes the sins of Adam, Eve, and the 
whole of humanity. Just as Pinocchio did, we have 
given God a swift kick and sold God’s good gifts to 
gain other things. Ezekiel, the Old Testament 
prophet who saw many visions, derided Israel for 
their disobedience saying, “You played the harlot 
offering yourself to every passerby. Your lust was 
poured out on all your abominable idols.” We 
have disrespected and disobeyed God. This 
disobedience causes our suffering, making life 
unfulfilling, which is how Pinocchio found it. He 
wanted to be real. To look at Pinocchio’s wooden 
arms and legs walking and talking is to see a 
parody of what a real boy looks and talks like. 

The Israelites lives had become a parody of true 
existence. Ezekiel saw a vision – a valley floor 
strewn with dry bones. These bones are the 
Israelite people. They had become walking 
corpses, mere skeletons, a mockery of a real life, a 
life without flesh, a self-contradiction.  

Despite God’s warning they continued, as Amos 
said, trampling the heads of the poor and lusting 
after idols. Amos believed the plight of the poor 
was as much to blame for their downfall as their 
idol worship. 

In our country we seem to be experiencing the 
disruption of our communities, week after week, 
across racial lines. A divided community is like that 
pile of bones. We need to be connected to one 
another to be what God calls us to be. Whole 
sections of cities struggle to make it economically 
in today’s world and so many cannot seem to find 
a way out of poverty. Most, but not all, of us here 
this morning were reared in homes that had the 
inside track, insider knowledge, and opportunity 
for how to make it in today’s world. 

Though in my home we didn't always have a lot, 
I never worried about feeling safe, having enough 
food, or making it in the world when I became an 
adult. So many right here in Spartanburg live a 
very different reality. It is this economic disparity 
that creates so much strain on people. Being 
forced to choose between medicine, food, and 
clothes for you and your children can gnaw at a 
parent’s soul. This daily struggle can erupt into 
protests when it seems the whole system is 
stacked against you and whole communities can 
fall. 

The Israelites felt their world slipping away 
from them. Their community the precious promise 
land has been destroyed, the temple leveled to 
the ground and they find themselves exiled to 
Babylon. It is in Babylon that Ezekiel sees the 
vision of the dry bones for their very lifeblood, the 
land, had been taken away. The land and the 
temple symbolized the Hebrew’s relationship with 
God. As long as they had them, they felt things 
were well. If they were threatened or lost they felt 
a vast chasm had been opened between them and 
God. The human creature still feels this chasm. 

Genesis proclaims that God created us in God’s 
own image. We have the divine within us. So often 
we look at this passage individually. But perhaps 
the image of God is found most clearly not in the 
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individual but in the community. After all, in God’s 
unity is the community of Father, Son, and Holy 
Spirit. And a community that has two or three or 
four disconnected realities is by definition a 
broken one. 

Just as Pinocchio wishes to escape his wooden 
existence we wish to escape the weakness of the 
flesh. Both its tendency to decay and death and its 
apparent inability to do what we know is right. 
Both Pinocchio and humanity ultimately have only 
one wish – to be truly alive.  

He wants to be a real boy and we want to be a 
real person. But we cannot be a real person 
without being a real people. Just last week, several 
clergy from different areas of Spartanburg came 
together to see how we might work together to 
avoid becoming another Baltimore. We ate at New 
China, one of the few local, ethnic-owned 
restaurants in town. We quickly realized there has 
to be something fundamentally different about 
how we relate to each other across racial lines. It 
has to goes deeper than a Habitat build one week 
and a fundraiser the next. All of our consciences 
were pricked because we knew we were not being 
obedient to God’s call to love our neighbor as 
ourselves. 

And Pinocchio knew that to become real he had 
to be obedient. He had to listen to his conscience 
which Jiminy Cricket called that “still small voice”. 
However, Pinocchio struggles for a bit longer 
before he listens to it. 

Forgetting all his promises to his father and the 
fairy, Pinocchio skips school to play all day and 
eventually turns into a donkey to be sold as slave 
labor. With the help of the fairy he becomes a 
wooden puppet again and escapes the man by 
swimming out to sea. Suddenly, out of the water 
loomed a terrible giant shark! A horrified 
Pinocchio saw its wide open jaws and tried to 
swim away as fast as he could, but the monster 
opened its cavern-like mouth, and he was sucked 
in. There he finds his father who has been 
searching for him for two long years. 

Israel, however, had been looking even longer. 
In that valley of dry bones called Babylon, they 
were ready to turn around so they cried to God, 
“Create in us a clean heart! Put a new and right 
Spirit within us!” When they have reached the 
lowest point, destitute of all hope, a miracle 
occurs and Ezekiel’s vision continues: 

Suddenly there was a noise a rattling and the 
bones came together bone to bone. I looked 
and there were sinews on them and flesh had 
come on them but there was no breath in 
them. Then the Lord God commanded the four 
winds, “O breath breathe upon these slain that 
they may live”. And the breath came into them 
and they lived. 

The Hebrew word for breath is Ruach which 
also means spirit, i.e. the Holy Spirit. They came 
alive when the spirit entered them. The Holy Spirit 
in them allowed them to overcome their skeletal 
existence – they had become real humans once 
again. 

It is the Holy Spirit that binds us to each other. 
It is the Holy Spirit that brought together different 
races and peoples at Pentecost and made them 
into one church. It is the Holy Spirit that breathes 
love into our hearts to help us to see other people 
simply as people. In fact, the scientific world has 
come to the conclusion that there is no physical 
basis for dividing us into different races. No truly 
discernible genetic difference. There is no blood 
test that can determine race. The more we 
examine race, the more it seems the categories 
disintegrate. 

Recently I read an article with pictures of twin 
girls born to a Caucasian father and a Jamaican 
mother. One twin has red hair, freckles, and fair 
skin. Looks exactly like the typical red head. The 
other twin has black curly hair and a brown 
complexion. She looks exactly like many African 
Americans. These are twins! One commentator 
summed it up this way, “If we can't even get a 
consensus that people with the same parents are 
the same race, where does that leave us?” It 
should lead us to that Holy Spirit, Pentecost 
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moment that awakened people to feel the 
fundamental connection we all share with one 
another. And Pinocchio shows us all the next step. 

Finally, no longer watching out only for himself, 
Pinocchio heroically leads Geppetto out of the 
shark’s mouth and swims, with the cobbler on his 
back, taking them safely to shore. Eventually, after 
several other heroics by Pinocchio, they make it 
back home. Pinocchio works hard and earns 
enough money to buy a new suit but discovers his 
fairy friend has become deathly ill and he uses the 
money to help her instead. 

He then dreams of the fairy, beautiful, smiling, 
and happy, who kisses him and says to him, 
"Bravo, Pinocchio! In reward for your kind heart, I 
forgive you for all your old mischief.” At that very 
moment, Pinocchio awoke and opened wide his 
eyes. What was his surprise and his joy when, on 
looking himself over, he saw that he was no longer 
a marionette, but that he had become a real live 
boy! 

Pinocchio became real when he ceased living 
for himself. When gave up his own happiness to 
help the fairy, when his heart swelled with love for 
another. 

At this clergy gathering last week, we discussed 
many of the usual ideas for trying to connect our 
communities and to combat racism, many of 
which were good ones and we just might do. But 
one of the African American ministers wanted to 
start more simply. “Are you on Facebook? Friend 
an African American on Facebook.” He believed 
we will all become real when we make real, 
authentic, deep connections across race and 
across economic lines. 

The dry bones of Israel became real when God’s 
Spirit breathed life into them connecting them to 
each other. All of us, we feel more real when we 
experience those connections of brotherly and 
sisterly love for all our neighbors. Amen. 

 


