
 Invited 

 He has brought me to his banquet hall, and his banner over me is love. 
 Song of Solomon 2:4 

 I  like  to  think  I  have  a  pretty  healthy  opinion  of  myself.  It’s  probably  “healthier”  than  it 
 should  be…we  all  have  that  blind  spot  about  ourselves.  I  have  family  and  friends  who  love 
 me  and  whom  I  love.  On  good  days,  if  I  choose  to,  I  can  point  to  events  and  circumstances 
 that  seem  to  confirm  my  value  to  others.  On  other  days,  I  struggle  to  believe  the  evidence 
 of  my  worth  to  those  around  me,  especially  when  I  have  behaved  less  than  ideally.  I 
 realized  that  I  behaved  badly  yesterday.  Not  necessarily  in  deed,  but  certainly  in  thought, 
 in devotion, and it brings sorrow to my heart. 

 I  began  the  Song  of  Solomon  this  morning  in  my  personal  study,  and  was  struck  by  the 
 second  phrase  in  the  feature  verse  above.  “His  banner  over  me  is  love.”  I  began  thinking 
 about  how  that  if  one  wants  to  enter  the  presence  of  a  king,  one  must  be  invited.  I  can 
 moon  about  how  handsome  the  King  is,  how  beautiful  His  clothing,  fancy  His  cars  and 
 houses,  all  day  long,  but  to  actually  sit  down  with  the  King,  I  would  have  no  chance  unless 
 He  were  to  invite  me.  I  have  been  invited,  I  have  been  called,  and  instead  of  sitting  down  to 
 the  banquet  prepared  for  me  and  engaging  with  the  King,  I  sat  staring  o�  into  space  and 
 thinking about anything but the One who has invited me. How sad. 

 I  find  it  absolutely  fascinating  that  no  one  comes  to  God  on  their  own.  John  6:44  says  no 
 one  can  come  to  Jesus  unless  the  Father  who  sent  Him  draws  them.  I  may  think  it  was  my 
 own  idea,  born  of  desperation  and  despondency,  to  call  out  to  God  in  my  hour  of  need, 
 but  the  truth  is  I  was  responding  to  His  invitation.  At  my  response,  He  brought  me  into  His 
 banquet  hall,  where  He  seated  me  under  His  banner  of  love.  Mercy!  Sometimes  we  don’t 
 recognize  the  invitation  for  what  it  is.  His  invitations  to  us  take  many  forms,  use  many 
 di�erent  words,  come  at  di�erent  times  and  in  di�erent  ways,  under  di�erent 
 circumstances  or  at  di�erent  events.  But  they  are  invitations.  That  the  Creator  of  the 
 Universe  would  deign  to  invite  us  into  His  presence  boggles  the  mind.  That  He  knows  us, 
 that He loves us, that He is intimately familiar with every aspect of our lives, is humbling. 

 But  it’s  not  about  us.  It’s  not  about  me,  or  my  accomplishments  or  my  value.  I  have  none 
 when  compared  to  the  infinite  value  of  the  One  who  created  me.  Yet  still  I  have  been 
 invited  to  be  in  His  presence,  to  feast  with  Him,  to  devour  the  banquet  placed  before  me, 
 under the banner of His unending love for me. 

 There  will  be  other  days  where  I  refuse  to  engage  with  Him,  and  I  pray  it  continues  to 
 break  my  heart  when  He  shows  me  that.  If  you  have  been  invited,  I  encourage  you  to 
 respond and engage. What an honor to be invited by the King. 

 Father, we thank You for Your invitation to us, that You would think of us, that You would love 
 us. Help us to recognize Your invitations for what they are, to respond and engage with You, to 

 take part in the beauty of Your love. 
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