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Foreword


BY DR. HENRY CLOUD

When Sandy expressed her dilemma to me, I could not help but think how many times I had heard it over the years. “There is just no passion in our relationship. Tom is a good man and a great father to our kids, so I feel sort of bad for even saying this. But I just don’t feel anything. I appreciate him, but I don’t feel anything.” My heart hurt for her as I saw her longing for their relationship to be more.

Then I was reminded of the exact opposite problem that I had heard just as often, as Tiffany had expressed it: “We had such a romantic, sexual connection. I had never felt that kind of attraction and energy. It was intoxicating. But after we really got into a real ‘relationship,’ there were so many things missing. It seemed like our bodies were in sync, but the rest of us was not. Is there such a thing as ‘romance without relationship?’” she asked. “As strange as it seems, we really don’t have much of what I would call a real relationship.”

There they were, two of the most common problems I hear in clinical practice, in hosting a radio call-in program, and in speaking to groups across the country. On the one side, there is platonic love without passion; and on the other side, passion without deep relationship. A woman once called our radio show and actually said, “The guys who are attractive are all shallow and the guys who are spiritual and deep are never attractive. There are two types of men out there and I can’t find one who has it all.”

Her assessment of the entire male population aside, chances are that single or married, male or female, you might have encountered the problem she described and that Sandy and Tiffany experienced. And it naturally poses questions. Is it possible for sexual and romantic love, friendship, respect and admiration, values and spiritual depth, and just plain enjoyment of another person to all exist in the same relationship? And if it is, how does a couple sustain such love over time? And even more basic, how do you create romance and passion in the first place? Many people can identify with these questions.

As a psychologist, I can attest that the individual dynamics behind those quandaries differ from person to person and from relationship to relationship. And although there are answers, they are sometimes neither simple nor easy. But at the same time, common to all the different answers is a need: the need for a vision of a love that “has it all.” We all need to see that kind of relationship—what it looks like, sounds like, feels like, and does—before we can actually create it. And today, with so many people feeling like their own parents did not provide that kind of vision and with a culture that often promotes lust without love, we especially need a clear picture of what that love is like.

Solomon’s Song of Love provides that vision. A vision of love and friendship, passion and respect, sexual and emotional intimacy—in one fulfilling relationship. It is a vision of beauty to inspire us and insight to guide us. From the timeless Song of Songs comes a vision for our times.
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—FROM “The Crossing,” A TWELFTH CENTURY B.C. EGYPTIAN LOVE SONG

I dwell on your love through day and night, the hours I am lying down, and at dawn when I have awakened …
We will be together even when the peaceful days of old age come.
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CHAPTER ONE
When Love Breaks Through


Sometimes love breaks through, and an artist captures it.

Like in the film Jerry Maguire when Tom Cruise breaks through his fear of commitment. He’s hurriedly explaining his feelings to Renee Zellweger until he pauses to catch his breath, and she says, “You had me at hello.”

Or in As Good as It Gets when Jack Nicholson breaks through his awkward neuroses and tells Helen Hunt, “You make me want to be a better man.”

It’s the first kiss in Titanic between Leonardo DiCaprio and Kate Winslet, with the sound of “My Heart Will Go On” in the background.

Its Romeo’s first kiss of Juliet.

It’s all those wonderful moments in film and novel, poem and song, when love breaks through the clouds of ordinary life.

The songwriter composes music to sing about love in a new way. Poets create new images to describe love in an original way. Or a talented group of scriptwriter, director, cast, and crew captures aspects of love in a romantic scene which is like—and yet quite unlike—any before it.

The best of these moments have a timeless quality about them: the scenes of love in the drama of Casablanca, The English Patient, or Senseand Sensibility; the realization of love in the romantic comedies of Notting Hill, You’ve Got Mail, or Sleepless in Seattle; the poetry of love in Shakespeare, Shelley, or Donne.

We feel these timeless moments especially in song, that mysterious and moving marriage of melody and poetry.

I saw and felt the power of romantic song unforgettably once in Stockholm, Sweden. At a festival in the city, several thousand people mingled from one tent to the next, sampling the foods, listening to the various bands, enjoying a perfect summer day.

One of the bands started a new song. A man with a wonderful tenor voice began to sing, softly at first. Then his voice rose slightly above the din of the crowd. The people nearest him were the first to quiet their conversation. Gradually a hush spread out like ripples in a pond, and even those far away stopped, turned, and listened. The entire crowd became like an amphitheater, with the vocalist on his small stage in the center. He sang with passion and warmth, from the depths of his heart. I could see the pain and joy, disappointment and hope, in the expressions of the listeners as he sang “The Rose.”

Some say love, it is a river,
that drowns the tender reed.
Some say love, it is a razor,
that leaves your soul to bleed.
Some say love, it is a hunger, an endless aching need.
I say love, it is a flower,
and you its only seed.

It’s the heart, afraid of breaking,
that never learns to dance.
It’s the dream, afraid of waking, that never takes a chance.
It’s the one who won’t be taken,
who cannot seem to give.
And the soul, afraid of dyin’,
that never learns to live.

When the night has been too lonely,
and the road has been too long,
And you think that love is only,
for the lucky and the strong,
Just remember in the winter,
far beneath the bitter snows,
Lies the seed, that with the suns love,
in the spring becomes the rose.

As the last words lingered in the summer air, no one moved. Then a few began to speak softly. Others began shuffling off to the various tents of the festival, many with meditative expressions. The song had touched our hearts, and we silently acknowledged the insight of its lyrics. Because for some of us, love had been harsh. What we thought would be a refreshing source of water became a river drowning us. Romance had felt like a razor leaving our hearts to bleed. And for many of us, the nights had indeed been lonely. All that remained was a yearning hunger, “an endless, aching need.” And some had no doubt concluded that love was only for “the lucky and the strong.”

But the song reminded us that the seeds of love are within us still, like the seed of the rose beneath the bitter winter snows, and we can’t be afraid to let the warmth of the sun give it life.

The song encourages openness to love. And it freshly expresses a timeless paradox: In giving love, we receive it; but in withholding it, we lose what we are trying to protect.
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Why do love songs from various times and places speak to all of us? Because they arise from the heart, and since the hearts of lovers remain the same, the songs from their hearts speak to ours.

The songs are not only a treasury of lyrics to delight us but a reservoir of wisdom to guide us—a collection of insights from lovers everywhere.

They show, for example, love’s unusual timing—its frustrating elusiveness, but also its delightful unpredictability. No one knows when Cupids arrow will strike. Love comes unexpectedly and often after painful longing.

It’s true that love is only for the young, the middle-aged, and the aged! People at every stage of life long for love and find its arrival a wonderful surprise.

English scholar and author C.S. Lewis married Joy Gresham when he was fifty-seven. It was Lewis’s first marriage and an experience he’d come to assume he would never have. His romance was as surprising as a summer snowfall.

Even when love does come early in life, it seems like we’ve waited forever. I was reminded why when I was tucking my eleven-year-old son into bed. He usually saved his serious comments for this time. After I turned out the lights and started to walk out, he spoke.

“Dad.”

“Yes,” I replied.

“I’m president of the Hot Girls Club,” he said neutrally.

In the dark my eyebrows pinched, and I proceeded cautiously. “Really? Who’s in the club, Son?”

The members were the usual suspects—his three closest friends.

“What do you do in the club?” I asked curiously.

“At recess we go sit under the tree on the playground, and we talk about hot girls.”

“I see. Anything else?”

“No. I just wanted to tell you.”

“OK, Son.” I kissed him goodnight, reminded of conversations I’d had years ago as one of the earlier members of the “club”—whose still earlier members, no doubt, included my father and grandfathers. I’m sure when my son first falls in love, it will seem like an endless wait has gone before.

[image: Image]

Romantic songs also speak of love’s transforming power. Black-and-white blushes with color. Winter blossoms into spring. The dormant life under the surface rises in all its flowery beauty.

Love songs describe a heightened awareness of the world around us and feelings of joy and wholeness. “Till There Was You,” you didn’t hear the birds in the sky singing or the bells on the hill ringing.

Even the love songs from Egypt three thousand years ago described the changes love can bring. The hearts of lovers remain wonderfully the same no matter what the century. So I felt no surprise when a somewhat cynical, twentieth-century Meg Ryan, as Kate, fell in love with nineteenth-century Leopold in Kate and Leopold.
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The songs speak of the oneness love brings too.

The Greeks claimed this as evidence that one preexistent soul had been split in two to make a man and woman on earth. When those two people found each other, they immediately recognized their other half, and they so perfectly completed each other that each knew they had found their soul mate. It’s a picture in myth of the completion love songs describe.

Their lyrics say love meets our deepest needs, involves every aspect of our personalities, and can bring caring support in all of life. As Celine Dion sings, she found strength “Because You Loved Me.”

Lovers have always said, “You complete me.”

It’s no wonder then, with the experience of love described in these lyrics, that perhaps the most common theme of the songs is the promise that love will last a lifetime. It was clear in Titanic that Kate Winslet would never forget Leonardo DiCaprio, even as he drifted off to the icy grave of the Atlantic. Decades after the tragedy, he still lived in her heart, and so she could sing, “My Heart Will Go On.”
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Another common theme of love songs, unfortunately, is the depth of pain when love is lost. It could not be otherwise, of course. If love brings so much pleasure, then its loss must bring great pain.

Celine Dion expresses the pain of loss poignantly in, “Its All Coming Back to Me Now.”

She captures the escalation of hurt: “There were those empty threats and hollow lies, and whenever you tried to hurt me, I just hurt you even worse and so much deeper”; the anger from rejection: “You were history with the slamming of the door … and I banished every memory you and I had ever made”; and the emptiness of loss: “There were nights when the wind was so cold that my body froze in bed, if I just listened to it right outside the window.”

Equally emotional is the rebirth of their relationship, beginning with the vivid recollection of memories from the past: “But when you touch me like this, and you hold me like that, I just have to admit that it’s all coming back to me … it was gone with the wind but it’s all coming back to me”; and based on forgiveness and acceptance: “If you forgive me all this, if I forgive you all that, we forgive and forget, and it’s all coming back to me now.”

This song touched my heart deeply when I first heard it. I was in a relationship that was ending, and I felt isolated and rejected. It was an impossible mixture of anger and love; of disappointment and hope; and finally, of hopelessness and despair.

The song was like an empathetic friend. It expressed the feelings deep inside that I couldn’t reach. And in doing so, it put me in touch with those feelings so I could understand and accept my loss.

I was surprised that the lyrics and melody of the song so accurately expressed my emotional struggle. I had naively thought I was one of the few who had been through so heart wrenching and disorienting an experience.

When “It’s All Coming Back to Me Now” achieved worldwide popularity, I realized that a great many others understood the journey as well. The song and its wide acceptance made me feel like I belonged in the human race after all.

Sometimes, of course, the love is lost forever.

Who cannot empathize with the pain of Fan tine in the stage musical Les Misérables? Her song comes from the heart, but it is a broken heart.

Almost to the end, Fantine clings to the hope that her lover will return, and they will “live the years together.” But in sorrow she realizes also that “there are dreams that cannot be, and there are storms we cannot weather.”

Many of us pass through the dark disappointment of relationships that end. We journey through anger and pain, cynicism and doubt. I cannot pretend to have experienced the depth of Famine’s sorrow. But I know something about loss. My own marriage ended painfully some years ago. We had hoped to live the years together too. And it was devastating to accept that there were dreams that could not be. The landscape of life never looked so barren and empty as then.
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When I needed help to begin new dreams, I found it in the same places as the old dreams had begun—talking with friends, reading about relationships, contemplating the insights of artists who created pictures of love I could grasp and songs of love I could feel.

It’s hard to compare the benefit of, say, reading a self-help book on relationships and of listening to a song like “The Rose.” Both are helpful in different ways. The book instructs me, and I learn from its insights. But the song inspires me, and I long to feel deeply again.

Some of us hesitate to begin the journey because we fear we cannot reach the ideals. But they are guides to help us, not rules to discourage us. I love the expression of this in a poem I memorized years ago:

Ideals are like stars;
we never reach them,
but like mariners of the sea,
we chart our course by them.

To end with “we never reach them” would promote cynicism. But to say, “we chart our course by them,” provides encouragement. It tells us the ideals should be guides to the best we can achieve.

The ideals of song and film have lifted my heart many times. They have expressed the way I’d like to feel and the love I would like to experience.
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One song I haven’t yet mentioned has helped me most of all.

The influence of this song upon me is, perhaps, surprising. It’s from another time and culture, composed nearly three thousand years ago. The original melody has been lost, leaving only the images and story of its lyrics. And the poetry of its verse is often filled with figures of speech difficult for the modern reader to understand.

Yet many regard it as the greatest love song ever written. In fact, that’s why they call it the Song of Songs.

Perhaps the absence of an original melody contributes to its timelessness. Musical arrangements often have short life spans, and what seems delightful in one decade will seem outdated in the next. But it shouldn’t surprise us that its lyrics can still speak to us today. Since they arose from the heart, they will always speak to the heart.
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The Song isn’t lengthy, but it is long enough to develop characters and a storyline more comprehensively than any other song I know, ancient or modern. It also captures almost all the themes love songs through the centuries have expressed: that love is unpredictable and often comes only after painful waiting; that it has magical, transforming power and promises to last a lifetime; that the loss of its intensity brings terrible pain, and the regaining of it is life itself.

In portraying these themes, the Song provides ideals for various aspects of romantic love: growing in intimacy, resolving conflicts, passionate lovemaking.

Yes, even lovemaking.

In comparison with contemporary songs, its lyrics of sexual love are quite lengthy, beautiful, and explicit. I was once surprised, in fact, to discover that several world religions include this song in their sacred literature. I hadn’t realized that any of them had identified a romantic, passionate work of art as coming in such a special way from God.

I knew, of course, that many people believe God is, in some way, mysteriously behind every great work of art—inspiring all artists to be reflections of his own creative activity.

But sacred literature goes a step beyond this. Those of us who believe in such a thing believe that at rare times an artist captures beauty so flawlessly that it reflects God’s own creative work. Or that God so guides the creation of the art that it echoes his own message to humankind.

You or I may recognize a Renoir painting or the voice of our favorite vocalist singing a new song. The original listeners to the Song believed they recognized the same Artist who had given them Creation and the same Voice that had given them their other sacred writings.

I assume they thought this for the simple reason that they believed this Song captured the ideals of romantic love as its Creator intended.

The love in the Song seems qualitatively different. It’s the difference between a lovely painting of a sunset and a brilliant sunset itself. The canvas offers a glimpse, a likeness, but the sunset is the original. The original listeners had caught glimpses of love in their lives, but they saw the breathtaking original in the Song.

Just as importantly, the Song touched their hearts deeply—and can touch ours as well. “It’s All Coming Back to Me Now” reaches inside us to find feelings buried in winter snow. It shows us we’re not alone in our pain. The enduring presence of the Song of Songs tells us we are not alone in our dreams.
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The origin of the Song is almost a miracle in itself. Although Solomon was both the writer and a main character, he was an unlikely candidate to be either. His father had committed adultery with his mother and murdered her husband to take her as his wife. Not exactly role models for courtship. Afterward, his father maintained other wives, whom he often had married for political reasons. He also kept his harem for sexual pleasure. So their marriage likely provided little more inspiration than their courtship.

Neither did Solomon’s schooling in the use of power prepare him to understand love. In a scene that could have come straight from The Godfather, his father, on his deathbed, transfers the authority of kingship to him with instructions to kill the rivals that could challenge Solomon’s rule. The aged patriarch whispers their names with his last breath.

In the first days of his regime, Solomon directed the killings. He learned how control could be taken but not how love must be given.

Naturally then, Solomon used marriage and pleasure to serve power. He forged political alliances through marriages to foreign women, beginning strategically with Pharaoh’s daughter. He gathered hundreds of young women for pleasure, some to be wives and others just for his harem. And he built a lavish palace to enjoy all his wealth. Solomon grew up seeing men use marriage to increase power, and power to acquire pleasure. Now it was his turn.

He plunged forward like a thoroughbred at the Kentucky Derby, opening bell clanging, metal gates clashing, hooves thundering, crowd roaring—urging him on as he surged ahead, exuberant, vigorous, intoxicated by his strength, galloping faster than any gone before. But then he slowed, his competitors long since left behind. The excitement subsided, his enthusiasm waned; his body grew tired, his mind numb, the victories empty.

He felt the futility of his conquests. And he knew what it was like to have people all around but still feel alone. Like the contemporary songwriter, he could have written “All by Myself.”

Solomon’s despair was, in fact, the result of real insight. He was disillusioned because the happiness from his selfish life was an illusion. He was ready to see something else, and fortunately he did. He caught a glimpse of something beautiful, like a dying man given the vision of paradise. Perhaps he remembered a moment of true love between his parents. Or perhaps some distant memory of adolescent love came back to him, or a special woman showed him real love.

However it happened for Solomon, love broke through with a splendor that changed his world. It made power seem shallow and pleasure incomplete, because power could not coerce love, and pleasure could not replace it. Power was in fact powerless, and empty pleasure was painful. His world was upside down. And he would have traded his kingdom and his harem for genuine love.

It’s an interesting question, whether Solomon ever experienced love or only glimpsed the ideals he expressed in his Song. I would like to believe he found it. I hate to think of him like Beethoven, who, deaf at the end of his life, wrote symphonies he would never hear. But one thing is certain: Solomon’s song portrays a fascinating, captivating love. And if the vision of it could break through his lust for power and pleasure, it can break through to almost any of us.

The lovers of the Song help us see not just what our partners should be like, but what our relationships should feel like: the role of emotion, longing, and sexual attraction; the foundation of friendship, respect, and commitment; the experience of intimacy, certainty, and forgiveness. The lovers put flesh and blood on these words in their unforgettable romance. Love broke through, and the artist captured it!

Whether viewed simply as great art or great art that rises to the level of sacred art, the Song of Solomon is a love song for all time. It can touch our hearts, awaken our deepest longings, and provide ideals to guide us.

Ideals like the stars in the sky, by which we, like mariners of the sea, may set our course.



—LORD BYRON (1788-1824) “She Walks in Beauty”

She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies,
And all that’s best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes.
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CHAPTER TWO
A Night to Remember


I had romantic aspirations from an early age, but I got off to a rocky start when I fell in love with a girl who didn’t exist.

It happened at the Inwood Theatre, located appropriately on Lovers Lane. Sometime during the hour-and-fifteen-minute animated version of Peter Pan, I fell in love with Wendy. She was pretty and kind and not afraid of adventure. Also, she had learned to fly, so maybe she could teach me too. At five years old, I was ready for some romantic adventure!

I smiled dreamily for the next few days, thinking about Wendy. But it was hard to keep so much happiness to myself. So I decided to send her a letter.

The problem was, I didn’t know how to write. Mother agreed to help me, and we sat on the front porch and composed my first love letter. As we discussed how best to send it, I saw the solution right in front of me. The trees. Since Wendy liked to fly, the best place to put the letter was at the top of one of them. I wanted to put it in the elm tree on the far side of the yard, since it was tallest, but the branches began so high on the trunk that I couldn’t climb it. So I settled on the mimosa tree in the middle of the yard.

I put the letter in one of the empty Mason jars my grandmother used for her homemade blackberry jelly. The jar was waterproof and clear, so my letter would be protected from the weather, and Wendy could see it. I placed the jar on the highest branch I could reach. It was a little scary, but I managed it and made my way down the tree.

I was relieved that Wendy would finally know how I felt about her. When I climbed back up the tree a few days later, my heart beat fast when I saw that the cap was still on the jar, but the letter was gone.

As time went on, I was disappointed that Wendy didn’t come to see me or at least write back. But it wasn’t really such a rocky start after all. Although Wendy wasn’t real, her attractive qualities were. And I learned what I’d like to find in someone who would someday write back. I realized how important it was to find someone who made me feel happy just to think about, to be with, and even learn to fly with.

Solomon and his bride, whose name in their language is Shulamith, found all of that in each other. The dreams hinted at in childhood and only glimpsed in adolescence became reality in their life together. The Song of Solomon tells their story.

It is like a map to hidden treasure. Some of that treasure is buried deep within you, and the Song will help you find it. Some is hidden in someone else, and the Song will help you find that too. I want to brush the dust from this Song, translate its language, and let it take you to the riches of romantic love.

Solomon and Shulamith’s wedding night is a wonderful place to begin the journey—but not simply because it describes a beautiful sexual experience. In fact, the most erotic sexual love occurs later in the Song. But the lyrics of this night present figures of speech we must grasp in order to comprehend the rest of the Song. More importantly, these lyrics conclude a delightful courtship and lay the foundation for a remarkable marriage.

 [image: Image]

It is the night their courtship will end and their marriage begins. Years of anticipation and preparation have led them to this moment.

Now the wedding guests have gone. Evening has come. The festive chatter has echoed softly to silence. At last these two lovers are alone in each other’s presence.

And they are spellbound.

As Solomon gazes at his bride, he breaks the silence with praise.

Solomon

4.1 Behold! You are beautiful,
my darling companion.
Behold! You are beautiful.

Your eyes are doves
behind your veil. Your hair is like a flock of goats
moving briskly down Mount Gilead.

2 Your teeth are like a flock of newly shorn sheep
which have come up from the washing,
each one bearing twins
and bereaved of not one of them.

3 Like a scarlet ribbon are your lips,
and your mouth is lovely.
Like the sliced opening of a pomegranate are your
parted lips behind your veil.

4 Like the tower of David is your neck,
made for strength;
a thousand shields hang upon it,
all the shields of the mighty men.

5 Your two breasts are like two fawns,
twins of a gazelle,
which graze among the lotus flowers.

6 Until the day breathes and the shadows flee,
I will go my way
to the mountain of myrrh
and to the hill of frankincense.

7 You are completely beautiful,
my darling companion,
and there is no blemish in you.

You probably aren’t surprised by what Solomon compliments, but you may be puzzled by his figures of speech. To unlock their meaning, the first step is to realize that the images often have several points of comparison.

One point may be something the two things have in common objectively, such as color: “Like a scarlet ribbon are your lips.” Another point may be a common association of the image, like the association of doves with love, as in “your eyes are doves.”

But another point of comparison, often overlooked, is the feeling Solomon would have toward the image. For example, when he likens Shulamith’s breasts to “fawns, twins of a gazelle,” it’s not simply the softness in common with the fawns that captures his meaning but the emotional response evoked by them.

Baby animals prompt feelings of tenderness and affection and a desire to hold and caress them. That, I believe, is the heart of the comparison. Shulamith’s breasts elicited a longing in Solomon to tenderly caress them.

So we need to consider not only objective comparisons with the images, but also the powerful feelings they would bring. Certainly it is unclear on a casual reading what Solomon means to say to Shulamith. But let me show you what the images would have meant to her, because they reveal an appreciation for every aspect of her beauty.

[image: Image]

Solomon begins and ends with praise of her total beauty: “Behold! You are beautiful, my darling companion. Behold! You are beautiful,” he exclaims. He concludes with “You are completely beautiful, my darling companion, and there is no blemish in you.” The repetition of both compliments captures the excitement flowing through him. And for many women, these heartfelt words alone would make them aware of how special they are to their husbands.

But Solomon goes far beyond these two compliments, and between them extols seven aspects of his princess with poetry of appreciation. Everything about her is so beautiful, however, that he hardly knows where to begin. With her smile? Her eyes? Her hair?

As he glances at the contours of her body against her gown, the light from the oil lamps sensually outlines her breasts and hips like gifts wrapped in silk.

He takes a deep breath to steady himself and looks again at her face. Their eyes meet openly, deeply, connecting their hearts. And suddenly Solomon knows where to begin. “Your eyes are doves behind your veil.”

Doves are the ultimate lovebirds, first courting one another, then raising families as newlywed couples. They represent cooing affection and innocence in almost every culture in which they appear. Since many artists of that time rendered lovely eyes in the uniquely oval shape of a dove, Shulamith’s eyes are pictured here as beautiful as art could make them. But they’re most beautiful because they are windows to her heart of love for Solomon.

Perhaps the artists who pictured doves as “messengers of love” capture best what Solomon means. In one of many such drawings from their day, a goddess sends two doves fluttering to her lover while fervently expressing her longing for him. Shulamith’s eyes are like this: dovelike messengers of love, arising from her heart, flying radiantly to her beloved.

When she later describes Solomon, the only identical praise she returns is about his eyes. They, too, are like doves, tenderly communicating his deep love for her. Solomon and Shulamith are embarking on one of life’s most intimate experiences, and it begins with one of life’s most intimate encounters—gazing unashamedly, lovingly, openly into each other’s eyes.

Solomon then gently strokes her hair. He loves the feel of it against his face and the vibrancy of it when she moves. “Your hair is like a flock of goats moving briskly down Mount Gilead.” Her long, flowing tresses are like a flock descending the mountain, blending together as one but with scampering individual members giving movement.

Since a shepherd guides his flock back to safety at the end of the day, the glow of sunset surrounds their descent. The enchanting scene mesmerizes those who view it from the valley below; just as Shulamith’s hair, her flock of femininity, captivates Solomon with its beauty.

Surely Shulamith cannot help but smile at such sensitive praise. And Solomon cannot help but note how happy a smile it is. He compliments the evenness and completeness of her teeth when he says they are like sheep, “each one bearing twins, and bereaved of not one of them”—a phrase which in the Song’s original language is cheerful with melodic alliteration. And Solomon appreciates their glistening whiteness, so lovely when she smiles, when he adds, “which have come up from the washing.”

But the feelings evoked by this image tell the real story. The shearing of sheep was a festive occasion; neighbors gathered from miles around for the celebration. The newly shorn sheep scurrying out of the water was a happy sight, bringing smiles to the adults and laughter from the children. Shulamith’s bright, playful smile is like this—a picture of joy that makes Solomon smile like he’s at a festival and laugh with the delight of a child.

When he looks at his bride’s sensual lips, his heart beats faster. He longs to touch his lips to hers. “Like a scarlet ribbon are your lips,” he gently whispers, “and your mouth is lovely.” The delicate curves of her lips and their blushing fullness express a message without words, beckoning him to kiss her.

Solomon is fascinated by Shulamith’s color and energy.

Her hair is like a flock of black goats cascading down a mountain.

Her teeth are like a flock of white ewes scampering up from a washing.

Her eyes are like doves flying from her with love.

Her lips are like a scarlet ribbon inviting him to kiss her.

OEBPS/images/img01_006.png





OEBPS/images/img01_1-6.png
1OMOn >
o Noo

Song of Love

Let the SONG OF SONGS Inspire
Your Own Romantic Story

DR CRAIG GLICKMAN

oREWORD BY DR. HENRY CL

PHOVARR






OEBPS/images/img01_1-4.png





OEBPS/images/img01_1-18.png






OEBPS/images/9781451605242_ci_std.png
Song ofLove

Let the SONG OF SONGS Inspire
Your Own Romantic Story

DR. CrAIG GLICKMAN

FOREWORD BY DR. HENRY CLOUD

PHOWARD









