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Pew Leaflet 
We are perhaps used to pursuing God. We are perhaps used to longing for more of God's 
presence, God's comfort, strength and joy. 
  
We are much less used to contemplating God's desire for us. 
  
Because why should God desire us? We know ourselves only too well, we think, and we know 
ourselves not to be much desirable. 
  
We think this is humility - and perhaps a modest self-awareness is part of humility. But an even 
greater humility is to say to God: Yes. Despite how I look at myself, I will put that aside and I 
accept that you desire me, that you long for me, that you sing over me with delight. 
  
I welcome You as You long to be welcomed by me. 
  
Anders Litzell 
Rector 

  
  Sermon 
The last two weeks we have been hearing the voice of the Bride of the Song of Songs. If anyone is 
here for the first time, the Song of Songs is on the one hand very plainly a love poem between a 
man and a woman, written, tradition has it, by King Solomon, though this is never confirmed 
anywhere in the text itself. 
 
But the Church has also a long-standing tradition of reading the Song of Songs as prophetic poetry, 
describing the love between the Christian, and God. In this way of reading, we are the Bride – and 
Jesus is the Groom. We have heard over the last two weeks of the Bride – first her excitement at 
the approach from far off of the One who has caught her excitement and imagination, though she 
doesn’t know Him yet. Then last week, of her going searching for Him because her heart gives her 
no rest – but still she is not ready to commit. 
 
Today we will dwell for the first time the on the Groom; on the manner of His arrival and on His 
voice for the first time. 
 

What is that coming up from the wilderness, 
   like a column of smoke, 
perfumed with myrrh and frankincense, 
   with all the fragrant powders of the 
merchant?  
Look, it is the litter of Solomon! 
Around it are sixty mighty men 
   of the mighty men of Israel,  
all equipped with swords 
   and expert in war, 
each with his sword at his thigh 
   because of alarms by night.  
King Solomon made himself a palanquin 

   from the wood of Lebanon.  
He made its posts of silver, 
   its back of gold, its seat of purple; 
its interior was inlaid with love. 
   Daughters of Jerusalem,  
   come out. 
Look, O daughters of Zion, 
   at King Solomon, 
at the crown with which his mother crowned 
him 
   on the day of his wedding, 
   on the day of the gladness of his heart. 
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How futile was our dream – we thought we might experience the real presence of the One our 
heart desires, but here He comes; as we sing: in the splendour of a King; clothed in majesty. We 
might rejoice, and we might celebrate His greatness – but how could we hope to approach Him? 
 
He is coming up from the wilderness like a column of smoke; in might and beauty. Preformed with 
myrrh and frankincense and with the might of his guard of honour around Him. 
 
The bride is like one looking from a room on the second floor – seeing but not participating. It is all 
deeply unsatisfying. And so is it for the Groom, who is approaching in a manner befitting his 
station – surrounded by 60 of his bodyguard. 
 
Now, why 60? Why not twenty or a hundred? This is another image; the Hebrew language loves 
playing with numbers to convey messages. Six is the number one short of seven – seven is a 
qualitative word – it signifies completeness; fullness; wholeness; perfection. Six is one short of 
that – and signifies incompleteness, lack, brokenness, and imperfection. It is the kind of lack that 
prompted God to say of Adam – before Eve was created “it is not good”. 
 
Ten – being the number of our fingers, is a quantitative number: it signifies “all there is” or “as 
much as there can ever be”. The warriors are 60, that is 10 times 6 – so it’s as much 
incompleteness as it could possibly be! 
 
The 60 warriors that surround the Groom and keep people away “because of the dangers of the 
night” are the Grooms defences – and the fact that there are 60 of them – six times ten – means 
“six” that what they represent is incomplete; not good; broken and – “ten” it’s very much 
incomplete and not good. The presence of armed men between the groom and the beloved is very 
badly wrong!  They are there because of “the dangers of the night” – do you remember the night 
from last week? It was in the night that the Bride went looking for her Beloved. In the night, in the 
dark, even if you find the one you’re looking for – you can’t see Him properly! 
 
What is this distance between the Bride and the Beloved? What is this lack of true knowing of 
each other? What is this danger that we pose, to warrant armed guards? 
 
We could bring in so many possibilities – and this is where spiritual poetry is so meaningful and 
helpful to our spiritual walk, because it cuts through the ways we have always thought and 
learned, and enables us to hear the voice of God in new ways; enables the Holy Spirit to inspire 
our imagination and tell us what we need to hear. 
 
Why should the King have a guard around Him in the night? What is it that could come? We might 
– but why would we come at night? What are the wounds that cause us to not stand in bright 
daylight to be seen? This is where our sin gets in the way. The armed guards remind us of how we 
will not be allowed into the presence of our Beloved, if we come together with armed robbers – or 
our other lovers – or having crawled through a pigsty on our way to the King’s camp. The guards 
are not actually there to keep us away – they are there to create a safe place for us to encounter 
our Beloved – but they also remind us that while we are on the outside of the ring of protection 
they provide; we are still frustrated, un-whole, and we could so easily feel rejected, pushed away, 
unworthy, and without a hope. 
 
In a sense I could stop here and switch track to how Jesus has cut through all that distance and 
opened the way – and while that is true, I won’t. I want to stay in the Song of Songs and read, and 
not skip to the resolution. It is like reading a book and when it gets tense, we skip to the last 
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chapter and see how it ends; or fast-forward to the last 5 minutes of the movie and see the 
resolution – not a very fulfilling way to hear a story. 
 
So far we have only looked at the scenery – this is what happens – the Groom, the King is 
approaching in majesty, and we feel pushed away; unworthy, unsafe. 
 
Then the Groom speaks; Then the Groom speaks – and the tables are turned! 
 

Come with me from Lebanon, my bride; 
   come with me from Lebanon. 
Depart from the peak of Amana, 
   from the peak of Senir and Hermon, 
from the dens of lions, 
   from the mountains of leopards. 

 
Come down to me – come down to me from the mountaintops where you dwell in a place of 
danger. Come down from the dens of lions and leopards; wild things that can harm you and where 
we can never find peace and lose ourselves in each other. Come down. 
 

You have ravished my heart, my sister, my bride, 
   you have ravished my heart with a glance of your eyes, 
   with one jewel of your necklace.  
How sweet is your love, my sister, my bride! 
   how much better is your love than wine, 
   and the fragrance of your oils than any spice!  
Your lips distil nectar, my bride; 
   honey and milk are under your tongue; 
   the scent of your garments is like the scent of Lebanon. 

 
“You have ravished my heart” – the Groom, the King, who approaches in majesty; once He opens 
His mouth and speak, He is vulnerable, longing, yearning for the Bride. The mountain of Lebanon, 
which in the previous verse was the haunt of wild animals, is in now the promise of exotic 
fragrances and life-giving streams of water. This is how the love of God looks past the way we soil 
and sully ourselves and calls out our true nature, our true beauty, our deepest potential for 
intimacy with God, our Beloved. One look at us, and He is lost with love. 
 
“You have ravished my heart” – can we receive this word? Can I believe it is about me? Surely if He 
knew …But He knows. And He is calling us to Him. But the Bride in the Poem is not ready. 
 

A garden locked is my sister, my bride, 
   a garden locked, a fountain sealed.  
Your channel is an orchard of pomegranates 
   with all choicest fruits, 
   henna with nard,  
nard and saffron, calamus and cinnamon, 
   with all trees of frankincense, 
myrrh and aloes, 
   with all chief spices—  
a garden fountain, a well of living water, 
   and flowing streams from Lebanon. 
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As poetry, this is actually really explicit. It is a depiction, a description of what awaits. Of the 
delight that the Groom hopes and longs to share with His Bride. 
 
But yet, we are a garden locked, a fountain sealed. 
 
We need to expand our capacity for trust; to increase our experience of our God’s faithfulness and 
tenderness towards us. This union of faith and love to our God in heaven is our purpose and our 
calling – and like St Augustine said to God “You have made me for Yourself, and my heart is 
restless until I find my rest in You”. 
 
How do we do this? How do we come down from the mountain where we are staying; away, apart 
yet from the lover of our souls? 
 
Or we might have said our yes at one point, said our “I want you” – but by correspondence; not 
coming close enough to look Him in the eye; not dared say “I desire to love you, to the same 
extent that you love me”. 
 
Amen 
 
[End: silent reflection to “You Have Ravished my Heart” by Brian Johnson] 
 


