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Mark 7:1-8, 14-15, 21-23
Jesus loves me. This I know, for the Bible tells me so. Little ones to him belong, they are weak, but he is strong.

It is said that when the great twentieth-century theologian Karl Barth was asked to sum up his masterpiece Church Dogmatics – twelve volumes of incredible depth and complexity – these are the words he chose. Jesus loves me. This I know, for the Bible tells me so.

We all learned that a long time ago, didn’t we. But we also forget those simple lessons we learned so long ago. As our lives become more complicated, we assume that ever more complicated solutions are in order. That really is not very often the case. We need to return to those simple truths we learned long ago, because they are simple and they are true. Jesus loves me. This I know for the Bible tells me so. Without that fundamental knowledge, that foundational trust, all the books, all the classes in spirituality, all the meditation and prayer techniques in all the world won’t bring us any peace, any healing, any hope.
Nearly every person over 16 – maybe younger – can read this morning’s passage from the Song of Solomon and understand immediately what it is all about. We sense the growing excitement that is the lover’s response to the very thought of her beloved’s approach. The heart races, the face flushes, the twittery feeling in the pit of the stomach, O! to hear her voice, his voice call out “Come away, come away, to be held and to hold and to feel all the cares of the world, even the world itself, slip away. 

Love is simple. It only requires the complete sacrifice of every thought you have of yourself save to be in the presence of your beloved. And yet, when love comes, how very glad we are to put our hearts, minds, souls, our very lives in to the hands of our beloved.  Love is simple, but that does not mean that it is easy, and it does not negate its power. The Song of Solomon will go on to remind us that love is as cruel as fire and as strong as death. That may be why we so often mess it up.

Love creates a “thin spot” in our lives, a space where we may slip beyond the boundaries of this world and catch a glimpse of the divine. This is its power and its glory. Because it is so powerful and so glorious, we soon manage to fill it with our fears, our greed, and our selfishness. We’ve seen it happen in the marriages of our friends and maybe in our own marriages as well, and we mourn. It happens in our churches, too, and is just as tragic.

This is what Jesus and James are getting at today – the ways in which we take the simple and simply all-consuming love of God and surround it with barricades of law and tradition. James asks us to remember that simple love which is the root and fountain of faith. God’s love for us in providing every good thing there is, and our love for God in response to God’s never failing or changing favor, a love which overflows in our love for one another and all our neighbors. 
Jesus, too, calls us to something much simpler. It is so easy to get tied up in all kinds of religious minutiae, all the external practices and details by which we attempt to prove to others just how pious we are. In fact, only the religiously obsessed would understand or care about such things. It is more important, Jesus reminds us, for others to see where our hearts are, for that is how they will know and judge us, and the faith we proclaim.

“The voice of my beloved! Look, he comes, leaping upon the mountains, bounding over the hills.” Remember the first blush of love and the power and excitement it brings. Remember as well that these words have long been read as describing the relationship between God and God’s people. Perhaps we once loved God that way ourselves. Perhaps we would like to begin or begin again. To surrender ourselves so completely into the arms of our Beloved, and to be filled there with such strength and hope that we may become those arms of love for others. We can do it, you know. We’ve already been taught how. Remember? Jesus loves me. This I know, for the Bible tells me so. Little ones to him belong. We are weak, but he is strong. 

