
Session 5: Sufferings, Songs, and Sages Hearts on Fire

Our Lady of Grace 
Bible Study for Adults

Spring 2017

Handout

…In the passage from which I have taken my text, the voice 
of the country lover makes itself heard, all of a sudden, amid 
the distractions of Solomon’s court. He stands close to the wall 
of the harem, and whispers through the window. The voice 
of the beloved – everywhere, in the mystical interpretation of 
the poem, the voice of the Beloved is understood of Christ 
speaking to the faithful soul. And that voice at the window 
brings to my own mind a fancy which I have often had, which 
I suppose many of us have had before now, in looking at the 
sacred Host enthroned in the monstrance. The fancy, I mean, 
that the glittering Disc of whiteness which we see occupying 
that round opening is not reflecting the light of the candles 
in front of it, but is penetrated with a light of its own, a light 
not of this world, shining through it from behind, as if through 
a window, outdazzling gold and candle-flame with a more 
intense radiance. Such a visual impression you may have just 
for a moment; then you reflect that it is only an illusion; and 
then on further thought you question, Is it an illusion? Is it not 
rather the truth, but a truth hidden from our eyes, that the Host 
in the monstrance, or rather those accidents of it which make 
themselves known to our senses, are a kind of window through 
which a heavenly light streams into our world; a window giving 
access on a spiritual world outside our human experience?

Behold, he stands behind ‘our wall’; ...Our wall – we raised it 
against God, not he against us; we raised it, when Adam sinned, 
and when each of us took up again, by deliberate choice, that 
legacy of sinfulness in his own life. And through that wall the 
Incarnation and the Passion of Jesus Christ have made a great 
window…

… Burn all the candles you will in front of it, call to your aid 
all the resources of science, and flood it with a light stronger 
than human eyes can bear to look upon, still that white Disc 
will be nothing better than a dark veil, hiding the ineffable light 
of glory which shines in and through the substance of Christ’s 
ascended Body. A veil, that is what we look at, a curtain drawn 

over the window, as you may curtain the windows of a sick-
room, because the patient’s eyes are not strong enough to face 
the full glare of daylight. But behind that curtain, all the time, is 
the window which lets our world communicate with the world 
of the supernatural…

And at the window, behind the wall of partition that is a wall 
of partition no longer, stands the Beloved himself, calling us 
out into the open; calling us away from the ointments and the 
spikenard of Solomon’s court, that stupefy and enchain our 
senses, to the gardens and the vineyards, to the fields and the 
villages, to the pure airs of eternity. Arise (he says), make haste 
and come. Come away from the blind pursuit of creatures, from 
all the plans your busy brain revolves for your present and future 
pleasures, from the frivolous distractions it clings to. Come 
away from the pettiness and the meanness of your everyday life, 
from the grudges, the jealousies, the unhealed enmities that set 
your imagination throbbing. Come away from the cares and 
solicitudes about the morrow that seem so urgent, your heavy 
anxieties about the world’s future and your own, so short either 
of them and so uncertain. Come away into the wilderness of 
prayer, where my love will follow you and my hand hold you; 
learn to live, with the innermost part of your soul, with all your 
secret aspirations, with all the center of your hopes and cares, in 
that supernatural world which can be yours now, which must be 
yours hereafter.
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