
John of Ford, Sermon 45 on the Song of Songs 

 

 Yes, ‘he has gone down into his garden.’ For is there anything in that 

garden which is not his? It was he who dug round it, he who hedged it in, he 

who took a hoe to it, he who sowed and he who planted, he who gave it the 

dews of his blessing, in short, it, was he who made it grow.. From one end of 

the year to another, his eyes have been fixed upon that garden. One thing has 

followed another, at the right and proper times, whether it needs sowing or 

planting, hoeing or pruning. He has seen to it, that everything it needs for its 

cultivation has its time and method. 

 In all the work done in this garden, what part is mine? What praise and 

glory belong to me? I realize that my part is to consent to what, of his own 

accord, he is doing, a willing consent, but that very will is of his giving, his 

guiding and keeping. Of myself I am doing nothing, I can do nothing, because, 

to be perfectly truthful, I am nothing. So it was he who first dug round me, 

raising a barricade of voluntary lowliness. He built a hedge around me, 

enclosing me in with the pure fear of God and a delicate chastity. He worked 

on me, again and again rooting up the depths of my heart and the inmost parts 

of my earth. He used all that was shameful in me to enrich my dead clay and 

make it live. He sowed and planted, graciously inspiring me with holy and 

fruitful thought. He provided the dews and showers that the seasons 

demanded, frequently bestowing on me the comfort of his presence. Finally, he 

brought all these things to their conclusion, he gave the growth, and from the 

growth, the fruit. For lest this grace come to nothing in me, he never ceased to 

work in me not only the desire and the ability but also the accomplishment of 

all these things, ever ripening with his breath what he originally inspired. So 

the work of  this garden, all of it and every single part of it, is his, and in 

consequence, so is the glory of all this work. 

 


