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So last week we started a new sermon series titled “Dry Bones Rattling” – the series title 
is based on the story that we read last week, of Ezekiel and the Valley of Dry Bones – a 
story of when the Prophet Ezekiel turns to a hopeless and distraught Israelite people in 
exile and tells them the story of a vision that he had – a vision of dry, dusty bones 
coming back to life again. “This is you,” God says to the people. “You are those dry 
bones. When you are grieving; when you are feeling hopeless; when you are worn out; 
when you feel like you are at the end of your rope and you have nothing left to give; 
when you’ve lost so much of what makes you, you, THAT is when I step in and do the 
remarkable, the unthinkable, the unimaginable, the miraculous. So instead of looking 
backward at where these bones came from look forward at where I am leading you 
now.” 
 
And the truth is, that the Bible is chalk full of these kinds of stories of hope, of promise, 
of newness, in the face of chaos and disaster. What we see over and over and over and 
over again is that we have a God who is all about restoring life and bringing hope, 
especially in those times when we get mired down or bogged down by all of the “stuff” 
of life. 
 
And to be sure, there is a lot of life’s “stuff” to be worried about right now. Flooding on 
one side of the country and fires on the other. Earthquakes and hurricanes. War and 
terror. Sickness and disease. And that’s the big stuff. That doesn’t even get to the 
specifics of our day-to-day lives and the lives of those we love and care about. 
 
So today, we are turning to...not a story, but a Psalm. A song, if you will. A little bit of 
Hebrew poetry. 
 
We don’t always know where the Psalms came from, or who wrote them, or when, or 
why. A lot of them have been attributed to King David, but we know that while he may 
have written some of them, he did not write all of them. Some of the Psalms were 
meant to be used as songs, in worship, in much the same way that we use our hymnals 
today. Other Psalms are incredibly raw and real, heartfelt prayers, prayed from a 
person’s deepest heart of hearts. Some of them are angry; some of them are despairing; 
some of them are hopeful; some of them are joyful. And all of them are a call for God to 
enter into our immediate life and concerns, and to get involved in us, wherever it is that 
we find ourselves. 
 
Psalm 121, specifically, is a part of a series of Psalms thought to have been written as 
“journeying Psalms” – Psalms written to be sung, or prayed during the 3 (or more) times 
a year that the Israelite people would make the (sometimes long and drawn out) 
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journey by foot to Jerusalem, to the temple, for worship. So, where my parents’ 
generation might have turned on the car radio to pass the time on a long road trip, the 
Israelite people would sing their way along the road. And they wouldn’t just sing, but 
they would sing prayers for their journey – something that they felt was very necessary 
for them, because the journey was often long, and dangerous, and scary.  
 
I love Jim Cotter’s language for this Psalm – “I look toward the mountain ranges and fear 
their lurking terrors. The pilgrim path takes me through them – through rocks and 
ravines; ambush and vultures.” All things that an Israelite “roadtrip” to Jerusalem could 
entail. When people would leave home, they never knew what they might see; what 
dangers they might encounter; what “lurking terrors” or unexpected delights might be 
out there. They would simply gather alongside them their travel companions and hit the 
road, praying that whatever the journey brought their way, God would be there to help 
and guide them. And along the journey, through the unexpected; through the scary; 
through the missed steps; through the challenging moments they would often be 
surprised to discover that the hand of God was grasping on to their hand, giving them 
courage and strength to take their next step. 
 
So today, I don’t know that we can really fully understand what this kind of pilgrimage 
might have entailed for the average Israelite traveler. However, every one of us has, 
from time to time, been surprised by the unexpected. And the worst place to find 
ourselves startled and spooked is when we are away from home – without our typical, 
go-to comforts around us. And so this week I asked a question of my Facebook friends: 
“What is the craziest thing you have ever encountered, while on vacation?” I’m not 
going to read all of the responses, because we don’t have time for that, but here are a 
couple of the wilder ones: 
 

• One friend was driving along, minding his own business, when a small airplane 
crossed the highway right in front of him, completing its crash landing. He 
stopped to check on the pilot, who was shaken up but otherwise fine, but I think 
that if I had been driving and had to swerve to avoid a crashing airplane I would 
have been more than a little shaken up myself! 

• Several friends talked about witnessing tarantula migrations – when literally 
hundreds of tarantulas would be making their way across the road at a time. 
Now, mind you, I have a lot of friends from the desert and this isn’t an 
uncommon thing out there. But for anybody who gets the heebie-jeebies around 
spiders – especially big, hairy spiders that look more like small mammals – this 
would be like a thing from a horror movie. 

• There were several stories that had to do with wild animals. My parents were 
hiking at Yellowstone National Park and came face-to-face with a bear. One 
friend was in Africa and had to move her car quickly to get out of the way of an 
elephant stampede. My uncle was camping in Maryland and was woken up in 
the middle of the night by a herd of wild horses sniffing around in his campsite. 
Another friend was fishing by himself up in northern New Mexico around dusk, 
looked up, and locked eyes with a mama mountain lion and her two cubs. 
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• A friend from college once was riding the train in Europe and found herself in a 
cabin with two Serbian cigarette smugglers. What would you do if you are in a 
train cabin on a different continent and your cabinmates start taping boxes of 
illegal cigarettes to the inside of their clothes? 

• But my personal favorite story is my little sister’s. I think she was in college at the 
time – so, in her late teens or early twenties, and she was driving across the 
country. It was a dark and stormy night (actually, I don’t know that...but I 
imagine that being the case), and my sister’s car broke down. My sister is not, 
nor has she ever been, a big gal. She can definitely fend for herself, but she 
doesn’t look very intimidating. So she’s there, alone, in the dark, on the side of 
the road, with a broken down car, before cell phones were mainstream, and a 
sketch looking car pulls up behind her. 

o Now, she’s kind-of freaking out at this point. But it gets better. Super-
sketchy dudes start piling out of the car. A lot of them. Like, a lot. Think, 
clown car here. Full of rough, burly-looking ne’er-do-wells. 

o My sister just knows right then and there that she is about to get 
abducted. She is a dead girl. 

o But, these guys very nicely, very graciously, very hurredly, fix her car for 
her. And then, in a big rush, they pile back into their car, quickly 
explaining to her that they have to go, and fast. They were a bunch of 
carnies – travelling carnival workers – who had stolen their boss’s carnival 
– and were on the run, because their former boss was out to kill them. 

o And off they went. 
 
An airplane crashing right in front of you...a mama mountain lion and her cubs...Serbian 
cigarette smugglers...a clown car of carnies on the run...we never quite know what the 
journey is going to bring. 
 
“I lift my eyes up to the hills,” the Psalmist writes – knowing that those hills between 
him and Jerusalem – between him and his destination – contain nothing but the 
unknown. Roots and rocks; wild animals and bandits; streams and wild fruit. Places 
where the trail is rough and hard to find, or treacherous to travel; places where 
unexpected friendships would be made with fellow travelers. 
 
“The road between here and there will be hard,” the Psalmist admits. “from where will 
my help come?” 
 
And then, he answers his own question: My help comes from the Lord, who makes 
heaven and earth. 
 
When we look ahead of us and don’t know what’s coming, where does our help come 
from? 

• When we see the mountains in the distance that we know we are going to have 
to climb, and they look big, intimidating...in Jim Cotter’s words, “shrouded, 
brooding, and dark,” where does our help come from? 
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• When one week we pray for the victims of the earthquakes in Haiti and the 
chaos in Afghanistan, and then the next week we find ourselves praying for 
hurricane victims not too far south of us – where does our help come from? 

• When we find ourselves having to turn off the news, because it is just too 
depressing, where does our help come from? 

• When we find ourselves asking, as has every generation before us, “are we living 
in the last days? Because I can’t imagine how the world could possibly get any 
more messy than it is today,” where does our help come from? 

• When people are turning against people; neighbors against neighbors; family 
against family members; when it is hard to hold a conversation with somebody 
without getting riled up and frustrated, where does our help come from? 

 
When we find ourselves grieving the loss of a loved one, or struggling with a boss or a 
co-worker, or lamenting that our kids aren’t making the wisest choices, or trying our 
best not to lash out at that person who is driving us bonkers, or feeling lonely or 
isolated, like nobody cares, or just not wanting to get out of bed in the morning because 
the very thought of “doing life today” feels like too much – where does our help come 
from? 
 
When life feels overwhelming and scary; when the path in front of us is uncertain; when 
we don’t have a whole lot of control over so much in life; when there are elephant 
stampedes out there, or scary guys piling out of their clown cars, or tarantulas crossing 
our path by the hundreds, sometimes the thing we fail to see is that we are, in fact, 
standing here, right now, on the very boundary between earth and heaven; the place 
where God speaks, and where we may just hear, if we open our ears and listen. Our help 
comes from the Lord, yes. But this isn’t a Lord that we have to travel to the other side of 
the mountains to see. This is a Lord who takes this journey with us. Who takes our hand 
and urges us on, giving us strength and stamina for the journey. And though we may not 
see it at the time, this is a God who pushes us a few feet out of the path of the crashing 
airplane; who tells the mama lion that she and her cubs are not hungry right now; who 
gives the crazy carnies compassion for a scared teenage girl stuck in the dark on the side 
of the road. 
 
A God who says, “no matter what your story holds today, I am here with you, in it. And 
because of this, though your path still may be rough, you will have the strength to walk 
it.” 


