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01 Chapter 1 

Verses 1-17
Song of Solomon the Unutterable

Song of Solomon 1:1
"The Song of songs"—the Song that holds all other songs and makes them poor; the Song that has in it all the notes and all the gamut and all the instruments and all the vocal miracles, with something added. It is that plus quantity that puzzles the algebra of the Church.

I. Take an instance which goes well with " Song of Solomon ," "Holy of holies," of which we read in Exodus 26:33, In the Authorized Version it is "the most holy," in other places it is "the Holy of holies" as "the Song of Solomon ," the upper holiness, the holiest holiness, the holiness that has got rid of the flesh, dropped the accursed body into its proper place, the grave, and got away where every shining star is a chorister, and all the silent heavens are only silent because they have no medium worthy of the purpose of their music. Who can adequately express the holiness of holiness? Who can say beyond what is already known—a still whiter whiteness? There language dies, there the instrument is broken, for it cannot tell the music.

In the Bible language is often sorely put to it There are many unfinished sentences as well as unfinished thoughts in the Bible. I have never known language, so as to say, so cruelly put to it as in the Bible. All the most musical language is in the Scriptures, yet here and there and again, yea, and oftentimes, language seems to beg the speaker not to drive at such a pace.

II. There are other cases which match "the Song of songs" and "the Holy of holies"; notably one in 1 Kings 8:27—a word that has often lifted me up out of the dust—" The heaven and heaven of heavens". They are not mere Hebraisms. When a man built his little pillar, we think he only put a number of stones together, but the Hebrew says he "pillared a pillar". It was a pillar before he began; there was a pillar in the soul before there was a pillar on the ground. And "heaven and heaven of heavens" simply represents language at its weakest.

III. Then all is gathered up in the Christ—always. Did Solomon say "The Song of songs"? I hear another voice greater than Song of Solomon , saying, "King of kings, Lord of lords". And they mingle well, these great surges of song— Song of Solomon , Holy of holies, Heaven of heavens, King of kings, Lord of lords. And what voice was that I heard between? It was a voice that spake of "joy unspeakable".

—Joseph Parker, City Temple Pulpit, vol. Iv. p165.

References.—I.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xlii. No2469; see also vol. xliii. No2516. B. J. Snell, Christian World Pulpit, vol. xliii. p218.

The Kiss of the Prince of Peace

Song of Solomon 1:2
So it is that the Bride begins her conversation with that dear Lord: so it is that she utters the first words of that book, in which so many holy souls, now in the joy of their King, have found such singular sweetness and blessing.

And the Song of the Prince of Peace begins fitly: for it commences with the perfect sign of peace and love—namely, a kiss.

I. Notice that word "Him". How should we understand it? To whom should we apply it? There is nothing that goes before—nothing that can explain it—nothing, that Isaiah , save love. That has a knowledge of its own. That very word "Him" implies a whole life of affection. It tells where all her thoughts were—it tells to whom it was natural that she should turn. There may come times when outward Acts , when especial hours of prayer, are almost impossible. Then, as He would say Himself, "Let not your heart be troubled; neither let it be afraid". Only strive so to be His that, almost unconsciously, you are thinking of Him—that every Acts , whether formally or not, is dedicated to Him—and what matters all the rest? The Bride here makes no long opening—uses no formal words—encumbers herself with no laboured commencement. She is in the heart of her desires at once. "Let Him kiss me with the kisses of His mouth."

II. And how boldly she asks for the greatest of all blessings!

As holy men have delighted to remind us, the very mention of a kiss teaches us a great mystery. It implies, not "one single motion, but the movement of both lips. And so here. It is because, having one Nature—that of the Godhead—from all eternity, He assumed the other in the womb of the Virgin, that He is able to raise us to the perfection of all blessedness. Able, both in what He did while He walked upon earth, and able in what He does now that He has sat down at the right hand of the Majesty on High. He took our nature, first of all, that He might be able to suffer. He weal"s it still, that He may be able to sympathize. He assumed it, first of all, because Divinity could not have been nailed to the Cross. He retains it still, that humanity may see itself exalted to the Throne.

III. It is because the Bride knows His love, that she comes before Him with such a petition as this. What is that kiss for which she thus asks? If we take it as applying to this militant state, to what does it refer so well as to the Sacrament in which He gives you Himself?

But what, when He shall talk with us face to face, as a man talketh to his friend? What, when that Beatific Vision shall be accomplished, of which Satan once told a saint that, only to retain it for as long a time as a hand might open and shut in, he would willingly endure, to all eternity, the pains of all lost souls as well as his own?

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Solomon , p5.

Reference.—I:2.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xlii. No2459.

Draw Me (rogation Sunday)

Song of Solomon 1:4
Here is a Rogation text for Rogation Sunday. For now we are about to lose Him Whose presence with us after His Resurrection has been the cause of our Paschal joy. The Forty Days of His triumphal life on earth—of the Lent, if I may so speak, of our gladness—are drawing to an end; and the Church, for the first time, breaks in upon our Easter happiness by those three solemn days in which she listens to His voice—"Ask what I shall do for thee before I be taken away from thee".

And the bride answers at once: "Draw me, we will run after Thee".

I. Notice that she makes no reservation of the manner in which she is to be drawn. "Lord, if it be Thou, bid me come to Thee upon the water." When your Lord seems to call you nearer to Himself by a way that is difficult and painful to flesh and blood, ought you not to rejoice in that very difficulty—to be glad of that very pain—because it gives you the opportunity of proving to yourselves and manifesting to Him that whatever it may cost, follow Him you will: that you care not how loud the storm is if He be but walking upon the water; you care not how hard the race is if He be but beckoning to you from the goal?

"Draw me, we will run after Thee." And there see how beautiful is her humility. As though she were the most wavering of all His followers—the feeblest of all His lambs; as if about her only there was doubt; as if her greater infirmity needed a double portion of help.

II. And why does it continue, "The King has brought me into His chambers?" Surely for this reason. It is as though she world say that, knowing in some faint degree the happiness of His presence, she longs for its perfection; and, remembering that He has already vouchsafed her an earnest of it, she trusts that He will one day give her its fullness.

III. And then notice that expression "His chambers": as if here His graces were divided into different kinds, and bestowed in different ways: as if here there were the chamber of audience, when you kneel before Him in your own prayers; the chamber of pardon, when you draw near to Him in Confession; the chamber of His own more immediate Presence, when He gives Himself to you under the form of Bread and Wine. But there are no such divisions there, where He is All in All; where Hebrews , at one and the same time, gives Himself wholly; where He no longer in types and figures, under shadows and veils, bestows Himself fully. The chambers built round about the earthly temple were many and various: the temple itself, thus girt in with them, was one.

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Solomon , p19.

References.—I:4.—H. E. Manning, Sermons, p388. Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xxxix. No2294; vol. xlii2461; vol. xlviii. No2794. Thomas Spurgeon, Christian World Pulpit, vol. xlii1892 , p193. Sir G. R. Fetherston, A Garden Eastward, p42. I:5.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Solomon , p30. I:6.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xvii. No990; vol. xxxii. No1936. S. Martin, Westminster Chapel Sermons, p121.

Tell Me Where Thou Feedest

Song of Solomon 1:7
I. The title in the prayer shows us how we ought to pray. "Tell me, O Thou Whom my soul loveth." If we cannot call the Lord by that name, we cannot go on with the request.

II. What is the request? It is twofold. In the first place, Tell me where Thou feedest: in the second, Where Thou causest Thy flock to rest at noon?

1. Where Thou feedest.—That Isaiah , where, in the evening—that glorious evening, when, as the Prophet speaks, there shall be light—Thou feedest Thy sheep by the river of the water of life; where Thou foldest them in Thine eternal fold, the fold in which there can be no more danger and no more suffering. That is a request which will not be granted in this world. Therefore the Bride goes on to ask another question:—

2. Where Thou causest Thy flock to rest at noon?—This world—it is a hot, burning noon indeed; and we have to bear the burden and heat of the day in it. But yet here we learn that there is rest in it, if we only knew where to go for it Rest only for one class—"Thy flock"; rest only in one way—"Thou causest". For rest is one of those contraries which make up a Christian"s life. Join these two texts, "Put on the whole armour of God, that ye may be able to resist the wiles of the devil. For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers:" and "Peace I leave you, My peace I give unto you". "Tell me, O Thou Whom my soul loveth, where Thou feedest, where Thou causest Thy flock to rest at noon?" Thy flock—the flock that rests beneath the shadow of that great rock in a weary land. Call to mind how we, wearied, languid, discouraged with ourselves and this world, have such a shelter from the heat in Him Who, as at noonday, hung on the Cross for us. The shadow of that Cross is the place where His flock now rests—where you must rest, too, in the day of this world, if you would have your eternal rest in the glorious evening that remains.

III. It follows—"Why should I be as one that turneth aside by the flocks of Thy companions?" We must not misunderstand the question. It is not, Why should I turn to the flocks of Thy companions, and leave Thine? No: wherever His companions are, there is He in the midst of them. If we join ourselves to them, we join ourselves to Him. But the question Isaiah , Why should I be the only one that turns aside, when such innumerable multitudes are following Thee?

"Tell me, O Thou Whom my soul loveth, where Thou feedest." We shall not always have to ask that question. If we have asked it in real earnest here, the time will come when we shall see that more beautiful flock which now lies down in quiet valleys, which now is in the immediate presence of its Shepherd.

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Solomon , p40.

References.—I:7.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. vi. No338; vol. xi. No636. I:7 , 8.—Ibid. vol. xix. No1115. I:8.—R. E. Hutton, The Crown of Christ, vol. ii. p565.

The Spikenard of the Bride

Song of Solomon 1:12
I. First we think of that happy penitent who literally was thus privileged to honour the great King—who received Him into her house—who found her blessed station at His feet—who afterwards anointed those feet with the alabaster box of very precious ointment.

But the King still sitteth at His table, and that in more senses than one. That Eternal Marriage Feast has already, in its measure, begun: many happy guests have already entered in thereto, secure now of their own felicity, doubtful only and anxious about ours.

And what in the meanwhile for you? The Bride answers, "My spikenard sendeth forth the smell thereof". She was not with Him in His immediate presence then; but she could do thus much for Him—thus much she could honour Him: the sweet perfume of her spikenard could rise where she herself could not enter.

II. And what is that spikenard but prayer? But prayer, and of what kind? The coal must be alive and glowing if the fragrance of the incense is to arise: love must be glowing and fervent also if the sacrifice of prayer is to come up before the Heavenly Altar with acceptance. The King was not always at His table. He did not sit down, any more than you can, till He had overcome; and, while He was still carrying on His labour, He left us an example how our spikenard should send forth its sweet savour. He Who, towards the beginning of His ministry, taught us how to pray as to words, and at the end of it taught us how to pray as to manner and thoughts—He Who was then so soon about to be pierced with Five Wounds for us men and for our salvation, in the same night in which He was betrayed, inflicted a fivefold wound on the great enemy by the fivefold virtue of His prayer in the garden.

1. That He was alone. That He shut out even those who were most dear to Him, when He was about thus to send up His prayers to the Father. "Tarry ye here while I go and pray yonder." 

2. His humility—He fell on His face. 

3. His perseverance. He went away again the second and the third time. 

4. His earnestness. "Being in an agony, He prayed more earnestly; and His sweat was as it were great drops of blood, falling down to the ground." 

5. His resignation. 

And thus it was in the coldness and stillness of that night, amidst those olive trees in Gethsemane, while even then Judas and his band were issuing from the eastern gate of the city, and crossing the valley of Jehoshaphat, that the King, then about to enter into His last and greatest struggle, prayed for us. That same King, now seated in His glory at the Heavenly Table, would thus have you pray to Him. J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Solomon , p49.

References.—I:13.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Solomon , p58; see also Sermons Preached in Sackville College Chapel, vol. iv. p130. Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. x. No558.

Religious Solidity

Song of Solomon 1:17
"The beams of our house are cedar" means that their house is solid and permanent, for, of all woods, cedar was esteemed most solid and durable. Christ says to the Church, "The beams of our house are cedar". This is the Church"s ideal. Solidity is the great desideratum of life. Solidity is the necessity of religion.

I. Religious Solidity must be the Ideal of the Church.—The Church should be a noble illustration of solidity. We want a cedar-beamed house for our souls. This is now and always the problem of the Church. A house we need, and beams we must have; but they must be solid, for only the solid endures. Quality is the question. Sin, Atonement, Holiness, Eternity: are these the staple teaching of many Church teachers? If they are not, then "The beams of our house are not cedar".

II. Religious Solidity must be the Ideal of the Individual.—There is no true solidity in life if it be not religious, and there is no permanent security save in religious solidity.

1. Many life-houses are devoid of cedar beams. Can the atheist say exultantly in all weathers, "The beams of our house are cedar"? Atheism is negation. You cannot uphold life upon negations. We need positive props for our house. There is no intellectual solidity about atheism. The moral solidity of atheism is equally dubious. Its whole character is un-solid.

2. Can the drunkard congratulate himself and his associates that the beams of their house are cedar? Everything gives way under the drunkard. Has the voluptuary cedar-beams to his house? Pleasures give no solidity to life. Has the mere moralist a right to say, "The beams of our house are cedar"? Morality without God is a horticulture of fruits without roots. Only as we trust in the living God revealed in Christ have we moral solidity and permanence.

3. It is cedar-beams which give solidity to the life-house. It is the supports on which life depends which make it solid or otherwise. Money is the only "beams "of some houses. Money is not a cedar-beam for our life-house. Business similarly is insufficient.

What, then, are the great upholdings of a life? They are spiritual. Faith—which is not simply perception of God, but reliance upon God. Prayer, Bible study, reflection; these, and such as these, are life"s abiding supports.

4. Life"s experiences test the beams of our house. Let that consideration stir you to make religious solidity your ideal.

5. Religious solidity gives truest joy. The lover of my text rejoices with singing because the beams of his house are cedar. And it is a parable. Earthly qualifications do not give the clue to enduring joy. They joy greatly who can say, "The beams of our house are cedar".

6. As a final encouragement to making religious solidity our ideal, let me say that there is abundance of the best material to be had for the beams of our life-house. There is "cedar" in plenty if we be willing to seek it.

—Dinsdale T. Young, Unfamiliar Texts, p117.

References.—II.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xlii. No2485. II:1.—Ibid. vol. xiii. No784; vol. xlii. No2472. II:2.—Ibid. vol. xxvi. No1525. R. E. Hutton, The Crown of Christ, vol. ii. p585. II:3.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Solomon , pp70 , 76. Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xix. No1120. II:4.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Solomon , p85. C. Silvester Horne, Christian World Pulpit, vol. lviii1900 , p369. II:7.—Ibid. vol. lviii1900 , p369. Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xxv. No1463.

02 Chapter 2 
Song of Solomon 2:1
I am the rose of Sharon, and the lily of the valleys.

The Winter Is Past (Tuesday after Low Sunday)

Song of Solomon 2:10-13

I. 'My Beloved spake.' You must lay hold of that little word my: in it lies the chief virtue of love to God: it will be useless that He should be Chief among ten thousand, and altogether lovely, unless it may be—my Lord and my God. But it is more than this here. 'My Beloved spake:' so He does in a thousand different ways, and with a thousand different voices. But that is not enough. 'My Beloved spake, and said unto me.' That is the joy of all joys, if He will but do so! If He will but speak to each of you, it need be but one word, it need be but by your own name. As of old time, 'Jesus said unto her, Mary! She saith unto Him, Rabboni, which is to say, Master.'

II. And what are His first words? 'Rise up.' Is it possible that you should not? Rise up from all lower love, from all lower desires, to Him Who only is worthy of perfect love—to Him Who alone, when we awaken up after His likeness, can make us satisfied with it 'My love!' And in what words are we to speak of that condescension of our dear Lord, which thus applies to you the nearest and dearest term of earthly affection? The term which speaks of perfect nearness, perfect confidence, satisfied love, common hopes, a common home, a union which God has made, and which man cannot unmake.

But still He speaks. 'Rise up, My love, My fair one.' So much done that ought not to have been done, if you are to shadow out His Image, and still, 'My fair one!' So much left undone that ought to have been done, if you would show forth the likeness of the King, and still, 'My fair one!' So much infirmity and irresolution of purpose, so much despondency, so much self-indulgence, so much temper that is not His temper, and still, 'My fair one!' But He has said it. And why? Because, beyond and above all things else, He looks to love. It is that which is fair in His eyes.

'And come away.' From what? Still further and further from everything that is opposed to Him—that is not stamped with His Image—that is of His enemies—that belongs to the world. Daily come apart from every little thing that keeps you in the least away from Him. What they fable of the fish called the remora is, at all events, true enough in the Christian life—how being very small, it attaches itself to the keel of great ships, and so impedes their progress that in vain are the sails spread—in vain is the breeze favourable: they are sore let and hindered by this one little obstacle.

'For lo, the winter is past.' Nature itself tells us that now: the Church tells the same thing. we know that we have passed from death unto life: from the death of snow and frost to the life of green leaves and budding flowers. From the death of Lent and Passiontide to the new and everlasting life of Easter. 'The rain is over and gone:' not now have we to remember the strong crying and tears which He offered up to Him that was able to save Him from death, and was heard in that He feared: the tears of His dear Mother when the sword passed through her own heart also: the tears of the faithful ones who stood by the Cross, and watched Him as He yielded up His most blessed Spirit into His Father's Hands. 'The flowers appear on the earth'. All those are glorious consequences of His Resurrection. It is well said, 'On the earth': when it was by His sleeping in death that He so hallowed the whole face of this world, that He asserted in a new and higher sense that which was written long before, 'The earth is the Lord's, and the fullness thereof'; when He gave promise that some day or other, in a time known to Him, 'the little hills,' namely, the graves, 'should rejoice on every side'. 'The time of the singing of birds is come.' What else but every answer, every response, every antiphon, every hymn, which speaks of our Paschal joy? But they only can sing who, like the birds, rise above this earth: who, like the birds, rise above this earth by means and in virtue of the sign of the Cross: and that, not without labour, not without opposition and buffeting by the winds of temptations; but still rise, and, like Noah's dove, find no rest for the soles of their feet in the crowd and the turmoil of this world.' And the voice of the turtle is heard in our land.' Till the Conqueror of Satan rose in triumph, the Giver of all good gifts could not come down in glory. Till the winter of our Lord's sufferings was over, the voice of this Heavenly Dove could not be heard elsewhere than in His Own Land.

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 92.

References.—II. 10.—H. J. Wilmot-Buxton, Sunday Sermonettes for a Year, p. 217. J. R. Popham, Sermons, p. 242. II. 10, 11.—R. E. Hutton, The Crown of Christ, vol. ii. p. 573. II. 10-13.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. viii. No. 436.

The Soul's Summer

Song of Solomon 2:11-12

Every period of the year has its charms. The spring has: fresh, flowery, green, sweet; summer has; autumn has; so has winter. We do not recognize the charms of winter as perhaps we might. The cause of the winter, the properties of the winter, the effects of the winter, all combine to give the winter a bad name. And yet the winter is not only necessary and God's ordering, but it has its uses, and even its blessings. It kills weeds; it freezes out disease; it builds up vegetable life in its hidden parts. And not only has winter its uses but it brings real blessings.

I. God's winter gifts. Think of one or two of God's winter gifts which are distinctly inconvenient and unpleasant, but really bring blessing. Here is one. I quote the actual Word of God, 'He giveth snow like wool,' bleak as it is it warms the soil and nourishes the earth and incubates the seed which is underneath it. Or again, from the same Psalm, 'He scattereth the hoar-frost like ashes,' to cleanse the ground, to purify the soil, to rid the fields and gardens of the hundred pests that swarm and creep and devour vegetable life.

II. When God sends a winter into our heart, or, perhaps withdraws a sense of His presence, there is always a purpose, intention, blessing—'snow like wool,' 'hoar-frost like ashes '. And there are limitations to His severity—'He casteth forth his ice, but only like morsels,' perhaps that we may grow at the roots, perhaps to purify, to cleanse, to eat up that which would otherwise destroy our spiritual union with the Lord. But it happens sometimes that we make our own winter—God does not always get away from us; we sometimes get away from Him. The simple reason why we are chilled in winter is because we are where we cannot receive the full rays of the sun; and as an American writer says, often the reason why we are cold and prayerless and faithless is that we have 'swung away from God '.

III. The opportunities of summer. What shall we do in life and work if our spiritual winter is past? But is it past? Is the summer come to our soul? The summer comes when the Christian enjoys Communion with Christ wherever he is; when he increasingly loves his Bible, and is spoken to in it; when he is blessed with the outward privileges of the Gospel, and is satisfied with inward peace. And if it is thus with you and me, what shall we do?

1. Improve your summer opportunities, outdoor opportunities of doing good ought to be seized on. I believe in outdoor preaching. Jesus Christ did.

2. And in our experience and life are work. Look for the summer fruit The prophet Amos speaks of a basket of summer fruit. Look for the flowers; look for the figs even if they are only green; for the grapes even if they are only tender. Look for some spiritual habits, feelings, aspirations, which flesh and blood cannot produce, but God's grace can.

References.—II. 11, 12.—Stopford A. Brooke, The Fight of Faith, pp. 324, 337. T. A. Gurney, The Living Lord and the Opened Grave, p. 176. II. 11, 12, 13.—S. Thornton, Christian World Pulpit, vol. lxix. 1906, p. 347.

The Singing Time (For Easter)

Song of Solomon 2:12

Spring is a season enjoyed by all. It speaks to us of life, of hope, of plenty; of bright skies instead of leaden ones, of greenness instead of grey bareness, of days growing warmer and longer, and sweeter with the perfumes of flowers, and gladder with the songs of birds.

I. Singing Suggests the Resurrection of Hope.—'Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come away.' So Christ says to His Church, and the Church responds and 'returns with singing and everlasting joy upon her head'. There was much singing in connexion with our Lord's Advent. (Canticles, Benedictus, Magnificat, Nunc Dimittis, the Songs of the Angels.) We do not read of angels or men singing at His Resurrection. It is in another sphere. The book of the Revelation tells us of the great multitude whom no man can number singing,' Amen, blessing and glory and honour and power,' and the harpers singing the song of Moses and of the Lamb. And here on earth the Church sings. We celebrate the Resurrection of our Lord with songs of holy gladness, and though at times our songs go into the minor, yet even when we commit our loved ones to the tomb we do so in sure and certain hope of the resurrection of the just Yes, for the Church 'the time of the singing is come'. Our Lord hath broken the bars of the prison of death, and 'them also that sleep in Jesus will God bring with Him.' So also, there are songs of hope as regards our own resurrection and future life. Singing is the expression of joy, and we rejoice in hope of the glory of God.

II. Singing Expresses the Joy of Life.—It is hard to sing in sorrow. In captivity Judah hung her harp on the willows. But when the door of hope should be opened in the Valley of Achor the prophet tells her she will sing there. The two disciples journeying to Emmaus were sad. Yet their sorrow was turned into joy. Why? 'Then were the disciples glad when they saw the Lord.' Not these two only, but all the disciples. The indisputable and certain fact of our Lord's Resurrection turned their sorrow into joy. So the true joy of life to the Christian is the radiancy which flows from our Lord's risen body, and as when the sun shines after rain the air becomes vocal with the songs of birds, welcoming its genial rays, so when the Sun of Righteousness arises the heart of the believer sings with joy. The night is past; Gethsemane, with its dark shadows, Calvary with its blackness, are things of the past. The Easter of glorious Resurrection is with us. Rejoice therefore. Christ is Risen.

III. Singing Means Victory—the victory of faith. Satan's power is great, for he hath the power of death. But Christ, the risen Christ, 'destroys him that hath the power of death, that is the devil'; and further, 'delivers those who through its fear are subject to bondage'. Hear the testimony of some dying saints. Dr. Goodwin: 'Ah! is this dying? How have I dreaded as an enemy this smiling friend!' Another: 'I have so learned Christ that I am not afraid to die'. Another: 'Let my people know that their pastor died undaunted, and not afraid of death'. Fletcher: 'God is love! love! love! Oh that a gust of praise might sound throughout the earth.' Such could rejoice even in death. It was the time of singing to them. Christ gave them songs in the night, even the night of death. But the song of faith is not for the dying alone. It is for the living. It is like singing the battle-song of victory as the troops enter the field of battle, the song of anticipated triumph. Let us have stronger faith and we shall have sweeter songs.

IV. Singing Suggests the Tunefulness of a Consecrated Life.—There is the melody of one pure life of single aim; there is the unison of souls in Christian brotherhood, and there is the harmony of the Divine and human wills, when the latter is fully surrendered to God. The Resurrection of our Lord strikes the keynote of all soul-singing.. The life that is holy is holy because it is attuned by Him, the love of the brethren is love that finds its one centre and meeting-place in the heavenlies, whither He has gone before. Self and pride must be humbled to bring us into tune with God. The proud heart cannot sing.

References.—II. 12.—A. Macrae, Christian World Pulpit, vol. lxi. 1902, p. 364. T. Sadler, Sermons for Children, p. 164. H. J. Wilmot-Buxton, Sunday Sermonettes for a Year, p. 146. II. 13.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xlii. No. 2480. II. 14.—C. G. Clark-Hunt, The Refuge of the Sacred Wounds, p. 1.

Christ Waiting At the Gate

Song of Solomon 2:15

Did you ever hear, not of a Maud, but a Madeleine, who went down to her garden in the dawn, and found One waiting at the gate, whom she supposed to be the gardener? Have you not sought Him often; sought Him in vain, all through the night; sought Him in vain at the gate of that old garden where the fiery sword is set? He is never there; but at the gate of this garden He is waiting always—waiting to take your hand—ready to go down to see the fruits of the valley, to see whether the vine has flourished, and the pomegranate budded. There you shall see with Him the little tendrils of the vines that His hand is guiding—there you shall see the pomegranate springing where His hand cast the sanguine seed;—more: you shall see the troops of the angel keepers that, with their wings, wave away the hungry birds from the pathsides where He has sown, and call to each other between the vineyard rows, 'Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the vines, for our vines have tender grapes'. Oh—you queens—you queens; among the hills and happy greenwood of this land of yours, shall the foxes have holes and the birds of the air have nests; and in your cities shall the stones cry out against you, that they are the only pillows where the Son of Man can lay his head?

—Ruskin, Sesame and Lilies, §§ 94, 95.

References.—II. 15. J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 106. T. Teignmouth Shore, The Life of the World to Come, p. 213. S. Martin, Rain Upon the Mown Grass, p. 36. E. Browne, Some Moral Proofs of the Resurrection, p. 77.

My Beloved Is Mine

Song of Solomon 2:16-17

If there be one happy, peaceful verse in the Bible, thoroughly happy, thoroughly peaceful, this is it.

I. Beloved, indeed, He ought to be, Who wrote such a large letter of love to us with His own Hand: Who for us, but without us, bore the burden and heat of the day: Who for us endured the Mocking and the Crown of Thorns, and the Scourging and the great Nails and the Cross.

But the word Beloved is not enough. It is my Beloved. If we were not so familiarized with it by custom, it would be a wonder beyond all wonders, that expression, my God. It was Jacob who first said, 'Then shall the Lord be my God '. And in the New Testament he that was the first so to speak was none other than Thomas, making up the failure of his faith by the boldness of his confession: 'Thomas answered and said unto him, My Lord and my God'.

It goes on—'And I am His'. In a certain sense, this is true of every one: 'we are His people, and the sheep of His pasture'.

II. It follows—'He feedeth among the lilies'. It is written of Behemoth, the type of Satan in the book of Job, that 'he lieth under the shadow of the tall trees'. But this spotless Lamb chooses no such lofty places. And what are these lilies among whom He feeds? Surely the pure in heart. The straight stalk standing up erect from the earth, its flowers as high from the ground as possible—do not they tell us of heavenly mindedness? Do they not seem to say, 'Set your affections on things above, not on things of the earth?' And, if the spotless snow of the leaves teaches us of the grace, then the gold of the anthers tells us of that crown which shall be the reward of the grace. He feedeth among the lilies, then, here: but, in a more full and glorious sense, He rests among them in that land where these lilies thrive best.

III. 'He feedeth among the lilies.' Till when? 'Until the day break, and the shadows flee away.' The eternal day to which we are all looking forward: the day of which the promises of God are like the grey clouds that gather over the place where the sun is about to arise speaking, but still very faintly, of His coming glory. It follows, then, that through the night in which we now are, we have our Lord with us. It is as if He said to us, 'That darkness in which you now are, O my true servants, I also was in: according to that saying of My Prophet, I walked in darkness, and had no light: but I will not leave you so: I will be with you till the day break '.

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 118.

References.—II. 16.—H. E. Manning, Sermons, p. 411. C. Bickersteth, The Shunammite, p. 71. J. Duncan, In the Pulpit and at the Communion Table, p. 159. Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. vii. No. 374; vol. xx. No. 1190; vol. xxvii. No. 1634; vol. xli. No. 2442.

Donec Aspiret Dies (Advent)

Song of Solomon 2:17

Hope is the flower of the root Penitence: and so the season of the expectation of Christ is a penitential season.

I. The whole meaning of Advent is the expectation of Christ.

But this hope of Christ's coming is no vague, natural poetry in us, like our blind longing for the first signs of spring coming after winter. It is an energy of conscience, reason, and will, set upon things above, seeking the highest and the loveliest; yes, an energy of our highest faculties, and of all of them, even of our earthly body, because we know that we are not created only to think of what is highest, but to suffer and strive for it, attain, and possess it.

And the expectation of God proves to be the only expectation in which man can never hope too much, and can not be disappointed; because man is made for God, and in God is all perfection.

II. This expectation of God gives the specially Christian character to a man, and to all that he does. Each act of his has a true purpose and principle in it; it is not done for the moment; it has secret relations with eternity. It may be a mere act of ordinary duty, but that means for him an act of fellowship with God. Or if it is some heavy, loss, or great pain which he has to bear, it is the same; it is not merely external evil, crushing a man to earth; here is the man's love welcoming God's will in the pain—making the pain his own treasure, and lifting it up to God in sacrifice, that is, something offered as a means of union with God.

But this expectation of God which characterizes all Christian life implies penitence, self-mastery, humility of mind, patience, self-renunciation. There must be a breaking of bondage to the unreal, temporal good if there is to be a sincere reaching forth in desire to win the eternal.

St. Peter the Penitent is the Apostle of Hope When he is converted he strengthens his brethren, he teaches them to 'hope to the end'.

III. And then if out of our penitence expectation of Christ grows, and makes everything we do and suffer a seed of hope for ourselves and others, this new energy has a natural development and expression in prayer. A life that becomes full of hope is a life in which prayer overflows the stated hours of prayer, a life which becomes prayerful. And that is the essence of the dedicated life. In Advent we are not waiting drowsily for Christ as a nurse waits through the night for the inevitable crisis in the sickroom. Our waiting for Christ is the silent cry of hearts that are awake and seeking Him.

—G. Congreve, The Spiritual Order, p. 59.

References.—II. 17.—T. T. Munger, The Freedom of Faith, p. 379. Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xlii. No. 2477.

03 Chapter 3 
Song of Solomon 3:1
By night on my bed I sought him whom my soul loveth: I sought him, but I found him not.

Seeking the Beloved

Song of Solomon 3:1

We so often ask and do not receive: we so often seek and do not find. And yet our Lord, the Eternal Truth and the Eternal Wisdom says, 'Every one that asketh, receiveth, and he that seeketh, findeth'. How can these things be?

I. The very words of the Bride here will help us. When did she seek? 'By night:' that is, in the time of affliction. 'By night:' that is, not before the night. When everything then went well and; smoothly, she did not seek: when fearfulness and trembling came upon her, and a horrible dread overwhelmed her, then, as the Psalmist says, 'In her trouble she called unto the Lord, and complained unto her God' Well: and it is much to do that; but it is not the highest kind of seeking. No; it was not seeking her Lord early; and, therefore, no wonder that He did not answer early.

II. But we go on. 'By night on my bed I sought.' There we get the true answer. This idle, halfhearted seeking—this seeking which is without trouble—this seeking which is not seeking: this will never find; And yet how apt we all are—you know it in your own consciences—to fall into this! To take a little trouble when only the greatest will do: like King Joash, to smite three times and then to stop.

III. How does it go on? 'I will rise.' The very exact thing that has to be done. 'Awake thou that sleepest, and arise from the dead, and Christ shall give thee light.' You must set about your work in real earnest; pray, if not oftener, at least more heartily; search and try your ways more carefully; and, mind—I will rise by and by will not do. I will rise now, the Bride says. This is the excellent determination; and now, I dare say, we shall find it crowned with success.

Let us see: 'I will rise now, and seek Him Whom my soul loveth. I sought Him;' but this is strange, too; for the verse ends: 'I sought Him, but I found Him not'. This is more perplexing than the other. Let us try and make out now it is.

First—I sought Him—where? 'I will go about the city, in the streets, and in the broad ways, I will seek Him Whom my soul loveth.' Ah, that is not where He is to be found! The cares of this world and the deceitfulness of riches and the lusts of other things—we know what they do: they choke the word. You know how one of the greatest saints has told us that we are to seek for our Lord:—

I seek for Jesus in repose

When round my heart its chambers close.

See how Hezekiah, in the time of his distress, found God. When Isaiah came unto Him and said—Thus saith the Lord, set thine house in order, for thou shalt die and shalt not live. What did he do? Two things. In the first place, he turned himself to the wall; he shut out all cares, thoughts, business, but that of prayer; and, then, he wept sore. Retirement and repentance—that was how he gained what he sought—that is how we must gain what we seek.

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 127.

References.—III. 1-5.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xliii. No. 2516. III. 4.—Ibid. vol. xlii. No. 2485. III. 4, 5.—Ibid. vol. xviii. No. 1035. III. 6-11.—Ibid. vol. viii. No. 482. III. 7, 8.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 137. III. 9, 10.—Ibid. pp. 151, 364. III. 10.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xix. No. 1134. III. 11.—J. M. Neale, Sermons Preached in Sackville College Chapel, vol. iii. p. 311. Talbot Greaves, The Joy of Jesus, Sermons, 1655-1884. IV. 6.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, pp. 159, 172. A. G. Mortimer, Life and its Problems, p. 13. IV. 7.—R. E. Hutton, The Crown of Christ, vol. i. p. 561. IV. 10, 11.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. v. No. 282. IV. 12.—Ibid. vol. xxxiii. No. 1957. IV. 12 and 15.—Ibid. vol. viii. No. 431. J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 184. IV. 14.—J. Pulsford, Infoldings and Unfoldings of the Divine Genius, in Nature and Man, p. 1.

04 Chapter 4 
Song of Solomon 4:1
Behold, thou art fair, my love; behold, thou art fair; thou hast doves' eyes within thy locks: thy hair is as a flock of goats, that appear from mount Gilead.

Solomon's Garden

Song of Solomon 4:12-14

There is one advantage in speaking about a garden—the preacher at once enlists the interest of his hearers. The love of plants and flowers is almost universal. Our greatest English essayists have written upon gardens. The father of inductive philosophy had an intense love for the beauties of nature. He says: 'God Almighty first planted a garden; and indeed it is the purest of pleasures'. Abraham Cowley, when dedicating his poem, 'The Garden,' to John Evelyn, the well-known author of Sylva, writes: 'I never had any other desire so strong and so like to covetousness, as that one which I have had always, that I might be master at last of a small house and a large garden, and then dedicate the remainder of my life only to the culture of them and the study of nature'. Only to give one other instance, Sir William Temple says: 'A garden has been the inclination of kings and the choice of philosophers; the common favourite of public and of private men; the pleasure of the greatest, and the care of the meanest; an employment for which no man is too high or too low. If we believe the Scriptures, we must allow that God Almighty esteemed the life of man in a garden the happiest He could give him; or else He would not have placed Adam in that of Eden.'

We cannot read the Bible without seeing that the Jews were a people who delighted in flowers and green fields, in groves and plantations, in orchards, and gardens. The fact that 250 botanical terms occur in the Bible, in a work not professedly treating on horticulture, proves this. Gardens were the sacred retreats of Hebrew life; in them they prayed, held their family festivals, and at last buried their dead. Prophets, as well as poets, enriched their imagery from the same fertile theme. Isaiah compares the kingdom of Messiah to 'a well-watered garden,' whilst he likens Zion in her national decadence to 'an oak whose leaf fadeth,' and to 'a garden that hath no water'.

Solomon, the wise king of Israel, sought retirement from the exactions of his court and from the business of empire in his wonderful gardens at Etham. He was a botanist, and knew the habits of every plant, from the lowly hyssop to the mighty cedar. In the book of Canticles, as Delitzsch observes, we have the names of no fewer than eighteen different plants.

The book from which I have selected the verses at the head of the chapter is an exquisite allegory. Beneath its types and symbols we see the foreshadowings of Incarnate love, the marriage of Christ and His Church, the glories of the Bridegroom, and the graces and privileges of the Bride. The Song of songs has been called 'the enigma of the Old Testament, as the Apocalypse is of the New'. It is a book which has ever been dear to devout souls. It was as precious to Leighton and Taylor, to Bunyan and Gill, as to Bernard and Catherine of Siena, to Bossuet and Dr. Neale. This book is not the strain of a 'Hebrew Swinburne,' as M. Renan would have it; but it is the breathing of the Holy Spirit, setting forth the mystical union which is betwixt Christ and His Church. The historian Niebuhr once said: 'For my part, I should think there was something wanting in the Bible if we could not find in it any expression for the deepest and strongest sentiment of humanity'. In the words of my text, Christ, the Bridegroom, compares the Church, the Bride, to a garden. This image is quite in harmony with other portions of Scripture, where the children of God are compared to palms and cedars, to olives and fruit-trees, to plants and flowers. The Church is the Lord's Paradise or garden, because a garden speaks of care and culture, of digging and dunging, of planting and pruning, of fragrance and fruitfulness.

I. Observe, first, that the garden is 'enclosed'. The garden of the Church is enclosed (1) by God's electing love; (2) By God's sanctifying grace; (3) By God's providential care. In all ages God's all-watchful eye and all-powerful arm have encompassed the Church.

II. We have here a remarkable prophecy of the kingdom of the Messiah, which was to include the Gentile as well as the Jew, 'that they might be called trees of the Lord's planting'.

The great Husbandman delights in every fresh accession; and a greater than Solomon knows every plant of His garden, from the lowly hyssop to the majestic cedar. He knows their habits, and cares for each. He especially delights in the young—'those who are planted in the house of the Lord,' and who 'flourish in the courts of our God'.

III. We see in this symbolic garden an illustration of the variety of character to be found in the Church of Christ.

IV. We see in this garden the variety of graces to be found in the heart of each believer.

Dr. Littledale, in his Commentary on the Song of Songs, quotes an old Dutch hymn which is quaint and beautiful. The writer, when naming some of the flowers as emblems of the graces of a believing soul, says:—

The Lily white that bloometh there is Purity,

The fragrant Violet is surnamed Humility.

The lovely damask Rose is there called Patience,

The rich and cheerful Marigold Obedience.

One plant is there with crown bedight, the rest above,

With crown imperial, and this plant is Holy Love;

But still of all the flowers the fairest and the best

Is Jesus Christ, the Lord Himself, His Name be blest.

O Jesu, my chief good and sole felicity,

Thy little garden make my ready heart to be!

It was said of a great horticulturist that he could hardly sleep, whenever he heard of some fresh plant introduced into this country, until he had secured a specimen. As we study the character of Christ, and see the perfections of His varied graces and the exquisite harmony of His life, we ought not to rest until His graces become ours. Are we conscious that we lack humility? We ought to pray, and pray continually, to learn of Him who was 'meek and lowly in heart,' and so find rest to our souls. In a day of so much profession, let us earnestly strive to become fruit-bearing Christians, recollecting all the time that the fruit is His. 'Let my Beloved come into His garden and eat His pleasant fruits.' May the prayer of St. Paul be fulfilled in the experience of each one of us: 'That ye might walk worthy of the Lord unto all pleasing: being fruitful in every good work... strengthened with all might, unto all patience and long-suffering with joyfulness.'

—J. W. Bardsley, Many Mansions, p. 181.

Life Transfigured. Its Necessity—For the Church

Song of Solomon 4:16

The Lord Christ loves, has ever loved a garden. He ofttimes resorted to the Garden of Gethsemane, before His Passion, with His disciples, and He was once Himself mistaken for a gardener. No such serious mistake after all, for He is the Gardener, the Protector, and the constant gracious Supervisor of the Church, which is His garden.

The Church of Christ is fitly compared to a garden:—

I. In its Design.—A garden is intended to give pleasure to its owner. When we are weary, or need a quiet time for meditation, how pleasant, if we have a garden, to retire into it and be refreshed. And Christ desires to find His rest and His pleasure in His people.

II. Its Derivation.—A garden is frequently reclaimed from a desert waste. Wonderful transformations have been effected by human skill, but they all fade into insignificance when compared with the transformation of the garden of the Church.

Fabulous prices have been paid before Today for gardens such as, e.g. the gardens of Magdalene College, Oxford, where Addison used to walk. The Hanging Gardens of Babylon. But no price paid for earthly gardens can be compared with the cost at which this garden has been reclaimed. The precious drops of Emmanuel, God with us, must be shed before this garden could be secured by its Owner. What must that love have been which shrank not from such a cost as that. When the Owner takes full possession the result is always the same, He makes the 'wilderness rejoice and blossom as the rose'.

III. Its Dangers.—A garden is exposed to dangers from without and dangers from within.

A garden needs watching and tending, as well as sowing and planting and pruning, for the soil that grows good seed will grow bad also, and, as it was of old—'While men slept the enemy came and sowed tares among the wheat and went his way'—so it is still. Pride, jealousy, resentment, the roots of bitterness—what ill weeds are these, and how rapidly they grow! We might well be in despair were it not that the Heavenly Husbandman Himself undertakes our cause. He can make short work with the weeds if we will let Him.

IV. Its Diversity.—Diversity and unity characterize all the works of the great Creator. And as it is in nature so it is in grace. Do not criticize your brother because he works in a way of his own. Give him room to develop after his own pattern. There is a regularity which is fatal to growth.

V. Its Dependence.—If a garden is to flourish it must be well watered. How dependent is the garden upon the dews of heaven and upon the breezes of heaven that play over it If the Church is to be a fruitful garden it must have the fountain always in the midst. Many a Christian has not yet received in its fullness the wondrous truth that there is to be a fountain open for sin and uncleanness in the midst of the garden, yea, in the midst of the individual soul.

And upon the breezes of heaven, too, the garden must depend. The north wind is wanted as well as the south. Convicting power is needed as well as comforting grace, adversity as well as prosperity, the chilling, biting blast as well as the gentle, melting summer breeze. If the Lord seems to blight your prospects and write death upon your hopes, still believe that He does all things well. In a weather vane on a church in Kent are cut the words, 'God is Love,'—that is, whether the wind blow east or west, north or south, we have to learn that 'God is Love'.

—E. W. Moore, Life Transfigured, p. 45.

Illustration.—I have read somewhere an Eastern fable: Two men were equally desirous for the growth and nurture of the palm. One, so the story runs, obtained permission from God to have for his palm-tree whatsoever wind or weather he desired. So, when he wished for sunshine he prayed and it was granted; when he thought the rain was needed he prayed and the rain descended. Thus he took the direction into his own hands. Days and weeks passed by, but the tree to which he devoted so much attention drooped and drooped, until at last it died. In his distress he went to his friend at a distance, and found his tree blooming and vigorous. 'How is this,' said he, 'my tree is dead?' 'What didst thou do to it?' asked his friend. 'I asked for sunshine, and I had it; for rain, I had it; I managed it myself, but in spite of all my care it perished.' 'Ah, was the reply, you should have let God manage it. I left mine in the hands of God, and the result is that it flourishes Today.'

—E. W. Moore, Life Transfigured, p. 62.

References.—IV. 16.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 195. Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xxxiii. No. 1941; vol. xlii. No. 2475. V. 1.—Ibid. vol. xvi. No. 919; vol. xxxiii. No. 1943. J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 205. H. W. Webb-Peploe, Calls to Holiness, p. 197. V. 2.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xxvi. No. 1561; vol. lii. No. 3013. V. 2-8.—Ibid. vol. xiv. No. 793. V. 3.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 371. V. 4.—Ibid. p. 217. V. 5, 6.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 230. V. 8.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. ix. No. 539.

05 Chapter 5 

Song of Solomon 5:1
I am come into my garden, my sister, my spouse: I have gathered my myrrh with my spice; I have eaten my honeycomb with my honey; I have drunk my wine with my milk: eat, O friends; drink, yea, drink abundantly, O beloved.

The Incomparableness of Christ

Song of Solomon 5:9

'What is thy Beloved more than another beloved?' Wherein is Christ incomparable?

I. Christ is Incomparable in the Inquiries He Excites.—There must be something in our Beloved that is more than another beloved when such interrogatories are urged upon us. Commonplaceness does not arrest attention. Mediocrity does not challenge comparison. Ordinary personalities do not normally create extraordinary excitement. But our Beloved is much inquired about. Christ's people are always being inquired of concerning their Beloved. The world is intensely interested in the Saviour. He has been lifted up, and through the reluctant centuries He is drawing all men unto Him.

The repeated inquiry in this text arises from the testimony the lover has borne to the Beloved. The Beloved has so captivated the Bride that she has made no secret of her love.

II. Christ is Incomparable in the Love He Evokes.—Note the epithet, 'thy Beloved'. Note that it is twice repeated. Note also that it is often used in this book. There is no designation by which Christ can be more suitably spoken of. Christ draws out love as none other can. He dominates love as He dominates everything. Others evoke love; there are many beloveds; but this Beloved is 'more than another beloved,' for none lay up such wealth of love as He. This is His supremacy. As Napoleon said, 'Jesus alone founded His empire upon love'. And so His empire outlasts all other empires and outlasts the universe.

III. Christ is Incomparable in the Beauty of those who Follow Him.—The loveliness of the Bride appeals to those who inquire of her and they exclaim, 'O thou fairest among women'. It was largely by reason of her loveliness that bystanders and friends challenged her concerning her Beloved. They felt that He must be glorious after whom so beautiful a being followed. And it is generally the beauty of Christ's followers which leads men and women to inquire after Him. These beautiful followers of Jesus are supremely fair in all eyes but their own. Perfect loveliness is ever unconscious of itself.

IV. Christ is Incomparable in the Earnestness which He Inspires.—Christ's follower is represented by those around her as charging them. The Revised Version reads, 'that thou dost so adjure us'. Adjuration is an intense and solemn charge. This is typical of Christ's followers—they adjure the world and they adjure one another.

—Dinsdale T. Young, The Crimson Book, p. 124.

References.—V. 9.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xlii. No. 2469. J. Richardson, Penny Pulpit, vol. xiv. No. 817, p. 217. V. 9, 10.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of. Songs, p. 239. V. 10.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xlii. No. 2478. V. 13.—Ibid. vol. xlii. No. 2479. V. 16.—Ibid. vol. xvii. No. 1001; vol. xxiv. No. 1446. A. G. Brown, Penny Pulpit, No. 801, vol. xiv. p. 97. VI. 2.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 252. VI. 4.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xvii. No. 984. VI. 5.—Ibid. vol. xlii. No. 2486. VI. 10.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 261. VI. 11.—Ibid. p. 275. W. Robertson Nicoll, The Garden of Nuts, p. 81. R. Collyse, Where the Light Dwelleth, p. 19.

06 Chapter 6 

Song of Solomon 6:1
Whither is thy beloved gone, O thou fairest among women? whither is thy beloved turned aside? that we may seek him with thee.

Spiritual Transports

Song of Solomon 6:12

What is the meaning of 'the chariots of Amminadib'? It may perhaps be best regarded as a proverbial expression by which swift and splendid chariots are described. The rendering of the Revised Version doubtless gives us the substantial idea of the comparison: 'Or ever I was aware, my soul set me among the chariots of my princely people'. Whatever the immediate reference may be, it is a remarkable description of the mystical experiences of a soul.

I. The Christian Believer has Transports.—The religion of the Bible is a religion of transports. All deep and spiritual religion is emotional. Beware of a piety so severely 'practical' that it has no experience of the transport comparable to 'the chariots of Amminadib'. A Christianity that does not transport the soul is certainly not ancient Christianity. A faith which never flashes into ecstasy is surely not the faith of the Scriptures.

II. The Christian's Transports are Spiritual.—'My soul made me like the chariots of Amminadib.' It is the soul that was thrilled. The natural man cannot understand the spiritual; it is still 'foolishness' to him. But 'he that is spiritual judgeth all things,' and he knows how truly spiritual his rapturous experiences are. He can differentiate between the emotionalism of the flesh and of the soul. And these transports make the soul for the time being dominant.

III. Spiritual Transports are often Sudden.—'Or ever I was aware.' Before I had realized, I was borne as on Amminadib's chariots. This is, indeed, a parable of what often happens in the life mystical. How sudden our transports are wont to be! God delights to surprise His children.

IV. Spiritual Transports are very Glorious.—They are likened to 'the chariots of my princely people'—splendid, exhilarating, every way delightsome. Unutterableness and transcendency are ever notes of Christian experiences.

V. Spiritual Transports Assume Many Forms.—How many chariots were there? No one knows. The chariots, doubtless, were very varied. Verily there is no monotony in the soul's transports.

Sometimes we have had a transport in Bible reading. Often a transport of prayer delights the believing suppliant There are transports of meditation. And are there not transports of reading? So it is at times in public worship.

VI. Spiritual Transports Demand a Preparative State.—'I went down into the garden' and there 'or ever I was aware, my soul set me among the chariots of my princely people'. 'The garden' is often the sphere of and the preparation for the transport It is the quietude, the meditative, the seclusive, that is the essential preparative for transportive spiritual experiences.

VII. Spiritual Transports should be Testified to.—The singer in this drama recounts to all generations this great experience. It is true modesty, if you have had great transports of soul, to glorify God by recording those experiences. Your testimony will have evidential worth. It may be an apologetic.

Conversion may be a sudden transport. What men call death is a transport to the Christian.

—Dinsdale T. Young, Unfamiliar Texts, p. 54.

References.—VI. 12.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. x. No. 1155. S. Baring-Gould, Sermon Sketches, p. 51. VI. 13.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. x. No. 593; vol. xxx. No. 1794. S. Baring-Gould, Village Preaching for a Year, vol. ii. p. 256.

07 Chapter 7 

Song of Solomon 7:1
How beautiful are thy feet with shoes, O prince's daughter! the joints of thy thighs are like jewels, the work of the hands of a cunning workman.

I Said, I Will Go Up to the Palm-Tree (Palm Sunday)

Song of Solomon 7:8

It is worth while noticing how often expressions of faith, and hope, resolution, and penitence, begin with that—'I said'. We begin by saying—the doing is a very different matter. Our Lord's was doing first, and saying afterwards: 'the former treatise have I made of all that Jesus began both to do and to teach'.

I. 'I said, I will go up to the palm-tree.' None ever doubted that by this palm-tree is meant the Cross. It is as though the faithful soul had, at the first commencement of her true service of her Lord, looked on the Cross as the sign of all victory, the form of all glory, the crown of such innumerable: triumphs. But she forgot that it was something else besides all this—that the struggle preceded the victory, that the wilderness came before the Promised Land, that the Cross came first and then the palm.

This true and living palm, this Cross, with its precious fruits, is set before us, and we must go to it; go up to it, mind: for uphill work it is, as we all know, as, the more we have tried to draw near to it, the better we know. Like that palm, it flourishes) best in barren and dry lands where no water is: the heavier weights it has to bear, like the palm, it grows; the better.

II. 'I will take hold of the boughs thereof.' And how? Surely, in the first place, by clinging to them as the only firm hold in the evil day. We have all read of shipwrecked men, when washed by some enormous wave on the shore, how they have grasped at some rock or stump, and held on to it as for very life during the recoil of the wave So it is that, in the shipwreck of this world, we must cling on to the Cross: no one ever perished there yet: the thief was saved that grasped it in the very last hour: Judas would there have been saved if he had cast Himself at the foot, and had cried to Him that hung thereon, 'I will not let Thee go, except Thou bless me'.

III. But why are we to apply this verse to ourselves, and think of our own poor sayings, when the very time would rather have us refer them to our Elder Brother, the voice of Whose Blood will so soon cry from the ground: 'I said, I will go up to the palm-tree, I will take hold of the boughs thereof. And so He did twice. Once, when He took them up in His arms to carry them to the top of Calvary; lastly, when with a still firmer and more painful grasp, a grasp which nothing but death could loose, He took hold on them there. Had He let them go, He had let us go along with them; but seeing it is written, 'My Father which gave them Me is greater than all, and no man is able to pluck them out of My Father's hand'; therefore, He still held them fast, not willing, even in the act of death, to be separated from them.

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 291.

References.—VII. 8.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 286; see also p. 301, and Sermons Preached in Sackville College Chapel, vol. i. p. 224. VII. 11-13.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. x. No. 605; vol. xviii. No. 1066. VII. 12, 13.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 307.

08 Chapter 8 

Song of Solomon 8:1
O that thou wert as my brother, that sucked the breasts of my mother! when I should find thee without, I would kiss thee; yea, I should not be despised.

The First and Greatest Commandment

Song of Solomon 8:3

I. See how every power of the mind is embraced by, and concerned in, this love: how the head and the heart, knowledge and feeling, the understanding and the will, are all swallowed up by it. And yet, the very text tells us which is of more value in the Lord's sight. Just as the Seraphim, that are on fire with love, hold a more exalted estate than the Cherubim, that are perfect in knowledge—so here 'His left hand should be under my head, and His right hand should embrace me'. Every power of yours, of knowledge as well as of love, must be His; but oh, how infinitely of more value in His eyes the love than the knowledge!

II. Notice this. He thus shields the head, He thus protects the whole form of His Bride. How was His head shielded: how was His most blessed form embraced? It was no gentle hand which supported His head in those the last horn's of His earthly life: the long sharp thorns were driven into that; and thus, out of the infinity of His goodness, He returns good for evil. The embrace He received was that of the Cross itself, the bitter and hard bed of His last sufferings: the rough handling of the four soldiers that nailed Him thereto: the piercing of the nails themselves: that was the embrace given. What is that which He gives? Think of that right hand—first, how it was prefigured in the ancient days, in the generations of old. This was the hand that had healed the poor leper with those words of love—'I will: be thou clean'—that had held up Peter from sinking when his faith failed in the great wind and the surging waves—that had written in the sand, before the gracious sentence, 'Neither do I condemn thee; go, and sin no more'—which had anointed the eyes of the blind man so that he received his sight—which had been stretched forth, as it were, towards the penitent thief, giving effect to those words of inestimable joy, 'Verily, I say unto thee, Today shalt thou be with Me in Paradise'; which will, at the latter day be held out to the righteous with, 'Come, ye blessed of My Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the world'.

III. But then, remember this. That right hand did not become glorious in power—that right hand did not dash the enemy in pieces till it had been nailed to the Cross. That which befell the Captain must befall the soldiers also.

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 321.

Coming Up From the Wilderness

Song of Solomon 8:5

I. Who is it that asks the question? The very form of it tells us. 'Who is this'—not that goeth, but 'that cometh up from the wilderness leaning upon her Beloved?' Then they who put it are delivered from the wilderness themselves. They may well ask with joy as they see another and another and another guided safely through it—' Who is this that cometh up from the wilderness?'

Nevertheless, as the very words show us, it is a struggle to get out of the wilderness. 'Who is she that cometh up?' A perpetual ascent: a constant striving upward: if 'the hill of Sion is a fair place and the joy of the whole earth,' it is a lofty place too, and not to be attained without a lifelong effort.

II. She is coming up from the wilderness, but she is not alone. He, Who in the days of His Flesh tabernacled in the same wilderness, knew all its wearisomeness, conquered all its dangers, He will not leave her comfortless in it—He will come unto her, and having come He will walk with her. But more, far more, than that. It is not—Who is this that cometh up from the wilderness with her Beloved—but leaning on her Beloved. No fear of tiring Him, for He is the Everlasting God—no fear of want of sympathy in Him, for He is True Man. She is now to lean on that arm which for her was stretched out on the Cross; she is now to be drawn near to that heart which for her was pierced with the spear. 'So they two went on together:' in what nearness and dearness of love, in what intimacy of conversation—she receiving all, He giving all: she rejoicing to have nothing that does not come from Him—He unwilling to have anything which He is not ready to bestow on her.

III. See if it is so with you. The wilderness you are passing—so you know and feel: but the question is, whether leaning on Him? This also you know, that on nothing else can you lean: those broken reeds not only give way but pierce the hand that would trust them. But this is the feeling that you may, that you ought to have: that any additional discomfort, any especial trial, only give you the right to throw more of your burden on Him. That arm on which you are leaning has raised so many sinners from spiritual death: has been thrown round so many penitents to hold up their goings in His ways that their footsteps slipped not: has wiped so many tears from so many eyes. And there it is for you to rest on: there it is to shield you, to guard you; finally, to crown you.

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 334.

References.—VIII. 5.—R. A. Suckling, Sermons Plain and Parochial, p. 235. Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xv. No. 877.

Bible Seals

Song of Solomon 8:6

'He that hath received his testimony hath set to his seal that God is true.' How often does that word seal occur in the whole Bible? What does it mean? All things have significance. The value is often wholly in the meaning. The thing itself may be small enough, so small as to be almost beneath notice, if the question be one of magnitude and appraisement. We must look at the Biblical seals just as they come and go; we must as commentators have much licence in the matter of accommodation. Some of the meanings are obvious; some are implicit, they have almost to be dug out as if men were searching for silver and for hidden silver.

I. In choosing this as our text we are not making vivid—a process which is often allowable in pulpit exposition—a peculiar or distinctive word; we are engaged upon the unfolding and expansion of a long golden chain. This is a text of links, this is a polysyllable of love, this the endless word, because pointing to the endless life. Would you hear a little of the drip, drip of the music of the sealing? Why, I could begin anywhere, but we might begin in Job: 'He commandeth the sun and sealeth up the stars,' as if they were quite little morsels of jewels, and He gathered them into one slender batch and tied some jewelled seal to them, and said, These are my jewels, to be gathered up on a given day. Or Isaiah: 'Seal the law among my——' and then comes a New Testament word. The New Testament in Isaiah? Why, certainly. The New Testament is in Genesis. What is that completing word in Isaiah? Read the text again, and we will conjecture, now that you have given us the key, that the word is in the New Testament and in the very first part of the New Testament: 'Seal the law among My disciples'. We are familiar with the word; when we first read it we did not know the meaning of it, but we read on through Isaiah and Jeremiah and Ezekiel and Daniel, and right away through into Matthew, and there the word disciples occurred, and then it often occurred, and then we thought we had always known the word—so ungrateful is man.

II. Wonderful wearing of a seal is this in the Song of Solomon 8:6—'Set me as a seal upon thine heart, as a seal upon thine arm.' The whole idea of the gospel bondage—sweet, sweet slavery!—is in that symbolism.

1. Where must the seal first be? 'Upon thine heart.' Begin at the heart if you would begin wisely; begin metaphysically, begin a long way from the visible, the concrete, and what is called the practical—poorest, meanest of the little heaps of dust that gather around the feet of our pilgrimage! Begin far away. We must have Christ in the heart, a great secret, a solemn yet joyful silence. Christ and the heart must have tender communion; they have festive times that are not marked on the calendar; they muse together, they ask questions of one another, then come more nearly near; in the soul there is a mystic wedding without which any other wedding is blasphemy, an oath broken at the altar.

2. Then set thy seal upon mine arm or thine arm: there is a time for protest, confession, public profession of the Eternal Name; there is a ministry of symbolism, there is a way of walking that means that the pilgrim has a sanctuary in view; there is a mysterious influence upon the attitude, the figure, the dress, the whole tone and speech of the life. What is it? We often call it the profession of the name of Christ. Some of us would perhaps under certain circumstances turn our clothing so that we could conceal the seal from everybody; and there is a way to be equally detested, and that is an opening and showing the seal as if making an investment and testimonial and credential of it. There is another way, the way of true modesty, gentle but invincible love that is not ashamed of Jesus or ashamed of the Christian seal.

—Joseph Parker, City Temple Pulpit, vol. iii. p. 127.

Set Me As a Seal Upon Thine Heart (Tuesday in Holy Week)

Song of Solomon 8:6

I. Set Me as a Seal Upon Thine Heart, as a Seal Upon Thine Arm.—If the Bride had followed the order of time, she would have reversed the two petitions; but thinking of those two greatest and most blessed sacraments, prefigured in the Blood and Water that flowed from the Side of her Lord, and. which must be the source and origin of every action, she puts the seal on the heart first. A cruel engraving, indeed, though exercised on a lifeless body; and yet, such virtue then went forth from that wound, opened by the spear, that the soldier who inflicted it became himself a good soldier and martyr of Jesus Christ.

A seal bears the resemblance of that to which it belongs, and our resemblance there is, indeed, in these wounds. We know what we were when He came to seek and to save us. We know how,' from the sole of the foot even unto the head, there was no soundness in it, but wounds, and bruises, and putrifying sores'. Himself, therefore, took our infirmities and bare our sickness: Himself impressed our likeness on His hands and on His side, binding us then by the nearest and dearest of ties, graving us as He Himself says, on the palms of His hands.

II. 'For Love is Strong as Death.'—His love, indeed, was stronger than the most fearful death; than a lingering, shameful death; than a forsaken lonely death; than a death from which the Eternal Father hid His face; than a death brought to pass by the treachery of one disciple, and accompanied by the cowardice of all. Such love as His met such a death as His. But apply that same saying to us—can there be a bitterer satire on what we do, and on what we do not do? Our love strong as death! It is well if it be strong enough to triumph over the next temptation that assaults us. Our love strong as death! Why, sometimes it hardly seems to exist at all. We feel too powerless and helpless and listless to care about anything, to wish for anything, to long for anything—and can we love?

III. Jealousy is Cruel as the Grave.—And how? Jealousy not of but for, the beloved thing or person. Not that we should not be loved by Him so well as others are, but that He should not be loved by others—lest He should not be loved according to His deserts.

IV. The Coals Thereof are Coals of Fire.—This was the fire wherewith our Paschal Lamb was offered: this it was—not the nails, not the scourge, not the Cross—which sacrificed Him for the sins of the world. This was, indeed, the returning of the good for evil which has heaped coals of fire on our heads.

V. And yet here is our Comfort.—On that heart, on that arm, you are set as seals. You cannot be forgotten—you cannot be overlooked. If He died for you, no fear that He should not remember you. If He suffered for you, no fear that He will not suffer with you. And then I might tell you to remember how a seal is made and of what: the work of a cunning artificer: little by little: bit by bit: here a grain of stone, there a grain of stone: every mite adding to the true figure—every sculpture indelible. Cut out, too, with sharp instruments—with different sharp instruments, but when once cut out in a gem, never to be effaced. You may destroy the jewel, but, keeping that undestroyed, the seal impressed there must remain there.

—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 345.

References.—VIII. 6.—W. J. Knox-Little, Labour and Sorrow, p. 313. T. T. Carter, Lent Lectures, 1860-1866, p. 136. J. Vaughan, Outlines of Sermons on the Old Testament, p. 166. J. Parker, City Temple Pulpit, vol. iii. p. 127. VIII. 6, 7.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. vii. No. 364. VIII. 7.—Ibid. vol. xlii. No. 2466. VIII. 11.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 356. VIII. 11-14.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xlii. No. 2480. VIII. 12.—Ibid. vol. xlviii. No. 2785. VIII. 13.—F. W. Atkin, Christian World Pulpit, vol. lxvi. 1904, p. 183. Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xxix. No. 1716. VIII. 13, 14.—J. M. Neale, Sermons on the Song of Songs, p. 378. VIII. 14.—Spurgeon, Sermons, vol. xl. No. 2360.

