
Good morning. My name is King Solomon, but you can call me, 

King Solomon, my Lord! Please, don’t get out of your seat to 

bow down to me. I know your culture is not used to being in the 

presence of divine royalty. I’m here today because you have been 

studying my life. Don’t worry, I am not offended by the sermon 

series title, The Wisest Fool, because it’s true. I was the wisest, 

richest, most famous and powerful king that Israel had ever 

seen. But, I was also a fool. The temptations of money, power 

and sex led to my ruin. Sure, I have plenty of regrets and things 

I’d like to change about my life. But I am thankful that I was able 

to leave the people of God with hundreds of proverbs, a book 

of wisdom called Ecclesiastes, and a book about romance, the 

Song of Solomon. There is also my life, which I hope would be 

a warning to you and a sign post that points to someone much 

greater than I. 

Last Sunday, you heard about my divine dream. In that dream 

God came to me and gave me one wish, “Ask for whatever you 

want and I will give it to you.” Can you imagine God asking you 

that question? He probably never will, but God in his grace asked 

me that very question. Do you know what I asked for? I said 

Lord, give your servant a discerning heart, a listening heart, so 

that I could govern your people well and distinguish between 

right and wrong. And you know what? God was pleased with 

my request and he even gave me what I did not ask for—wealth, 

honor and a long life. After my dream, I celebrated by returning 

to Jerusalem. There, in the City of David, the city of my father, I 

VWRRG�EHIRUH�WKH�DUN�RI�WKH�/RUGłV�FRYHQDQW�DQG�VDFULğFHG�HYHQ�

more burnt offerings to the Lord. I then held a bountiful feast for 

all my court. It was a glorious day! God was with the people of 

Israel and with me, their leader.

Well, unfortunately, the celebration would not last long. God did 

give me great wisdom and it was immediately tested in the form 

of a legal dispute over the custody of a child. In Israel, at this time 

in history, my primary duties were to be the military leader and 

judge for all Israel. I was both the commander-in-chief and the 

supreme court. As the king of God’s people, I often speak as the 

mouthpiece of God, for I am the highest court of appeal and the 

foundation of all administration and justice in all Israel.

I am sure you have heard this story before. It has withstood the 

test of time. Ancient kings kept good records of exceptional legal 

decisions so that future generations could learn from us. My 

kingdom was no different. But, the reason I am here today is 

because many of you have failed to see the rest of the story. This 

is not just about my wisdom. This is a story about the character 

of God.

What did my throne hall look, feel, and smell like? Have you 

ever been to a royal Hall of Justice? My Hall of Justice was mag-

QLğFHQW�� ,� VSDUHG�QR�H[SHQVH��7KH�RXWVLGH�RI� WKH�VWUXFWXUH�ZDV�

made from blocks of high-grade stone cut to size and smoothed 

on their inner and outer faces. The inside was simply amazing. 

&HGDU�� IURP� WKH� )RUHVW� RI� /HEDQRQ�� FRYHUHG� LW� IURP� ĠRRU� WR�

ceiling. I love the smell of freshly cut cedar wood.  I commis-

sioned an expert craftsman in bronze and his army of artisans to 

skillfully create the furnishings for the Hall of Justice. He made 

beautiful bronze pillars, a network of interwoven chains on top 

RI�WKH�SLOODUV��DQG�URZ�DIWHU�URZ�RI�RUQDWH�SRPHJUDQDWHV�ğOOHG�

the court house. He also made stands, tables and chairs.

And my throne, well, it was the most glorious, beautiful, and or-

nate throne to have ever been created. The throne was covered 

in plated gold and inlaid with precious stones. It wasn’t the most 

comfortable, but it was beautiful! My craftsman was so amazing 

that I set him to work on the Temple and the rest of my palace 

as well. I don’t mean to brag, but I want to give you a sense of 

the beauty and excellence in craftsmanship of the Hall of Justice. 

Here’s what happened in the Hall of Justice that day.

b 7ZR�ZRPHQ� RI� WKH� QLJKWŌKDUORWVŌWZR� SURVWLWXWHV� FDPH� WR�

my court and stood before me trembling with fear. Now you 

should know that even though prostitution was prohibited by 

Mosaic Law (Lev. 19:29, Deut. 23:18), we Israelites tolerated the 

practice, much to my shame. Remember, I inherited a broken 

kingdom that needed reform. But, as you know, the Lord can use 

anybody to get his work done! Take Rahab for example. She was 

a prostitute who hid two Hebrew spies, helping them to escape 

in the night. When the Israelites captured Jericho, her life and 

the life of her family were spared. Did you know that Rahab is an 

DQFHVWRU�RI�P\�IDWKHU�'DYLG"�6RUU\�IRU�WKDW�DVLGH��OHWłV�JHW�EDFN�

to the story.
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One of the prostitutes, with her face to the ground said, “Pardon 

me, my lord. This woman and I live in the same house, and I had 

a baby while she was there with me. The third day after my child 

ZDV�ERUQ�� WKLV�ZRPDQ�DOVR�KDG�D�EDE\��:H�ZHUH� DORQH�� WKHUH�

was no one in the house but the two of us. During the night 

this woman’s son died because she lay on him. So she got up in 

the middle of the night and took my son from my side while I 

your servant was asleep. She put him by her breast and put her 

dead son by my breast. The next morning, I got up to nurse my 

son—and he was dead! But when I looked at him closely in the 

morning light, I saw that it wasn’t the son I had borne.” 

7KH�RWKHU�ZRPDQ�VKRXWHG�RXW��Ń1R��7KH�OLYLQJ�RQH�LV�P\�VRQ��WKH�

GHDG�RQH�LV�\RXUV�ń�%XW�WKH�ğUVW�RQH�LQVLVWHG��Ń1R��7KH�GHDG�RQH�

LV�\RXUV��WKH�OLYLQJ�RQH�LV�PLQH�ń�$QG�WKH\�DUJXHG�EHIRUH�PH��7KLV�

was like an episode of, oh what’s that show I hear about—Judge 

Judy!

How could I possibly resolve this case? The mothers had no wit-

nesses to corroborate either’s testimony. They had no evidence 

either. If they had either of those, the normal due process would 

have taken place and this would have never come to my atten-

tion. But because it was the word of one woman against the 

other, the matter was brought to me. Who can trust a prostitute?

In order to appreciate what was at stake here, you need to un-

derstand that my decision would be accepted as the very word 

of God. I took this matter very seriously, because the lives of 

two women hung in the balance. Both women needed a son 

to take care of them once they got old. Childless women, espe-

cially prostitutes, had no hope of survival in my day. There was 

no Social Security or retirement accounts. Family was every-

WKLQJ��\RX�QHHGHG�IDPLO\�WR�VXUYLYH��:LGRZV�DQG�RUSKDQV�ZHUH�

hurting people. Desperation and hopelessness can drive people 

to do awful things. What would you have done? 

“Silence! Stop arguing in front of the king,” I shouted. “This one 

says, ‘My son is alive and your son is dead,’ while that one says, 

‘No! Your son is dead and mine is alive.’” What am I going to do 

with you two?

At this moment, I said a silent prayer to my God. There are times 

when it seems that the only person who really knows the truth 

is God himself. This was one of those times. My prayer was quite 

simple, “Yahweh, you are the one true God and you’ve made me 

king over your people. Continue to give me a listening heart so 

that I can govern your people well and discern between right and 

wrong. I need you now.” God answered my prayer and gave me 

insight into a mother’s psyche. There is always something deeply 

VDWLVI\LQJ�DERXW�ğQGLQJ�D�VLPSOH�VROXWLRQ�WR�D�GLIğFXOW�GLOHPPD�

“Bring me a sword,” I commanded. My servants were startled 

by this request, not to mention the two women and everyone in 

the courthouse that day. I had to ask again, “Bring me a sword, 

now!” The king should never have to ask for something twice! 

So my attendants brought me a sword. The entire court sat in 

utter silence wondering what I would do with the sword. Most 

kings use the sword in service of their ruthless self. Kingdoms 

have been conquered and lost by the sword. But, today, justice 

would prevail with the sword of wisdom. My plan was simply 

to expose the heart of each of these women. So, I stood there 

patiently sharpening my sword. With each stroke of the sharp-

ening rock against the sword, the tension and fear in the room 

became thicker than my mother’s gravy.

I gave this order next: “Cut the living child in two and give half 

to one and half to the other.” The court gasped in horror at my 

GHFUHH��7KH�ğUVW�ZRPDQ�UHVSRQGHG�ZLWK�DOO�WKH�FRPSDVVLRQ�RI�D�

mother’s heart, “Please, my lord, give her the living baby! Don’t 

kill him!” Her maternal instincts took over. She had bonded 

deeply with her newborn son and would do anything, absolutely 

anything, to save him. She would even give him to her enemy, if 

that would save her son. The real mother would rather see an-

other woman raise her child than see it split into two. This was a 

test of a mother’s love. 

I am constantly amazed at the intensity of the love that a mother 

KDV�IRU�KHU�FKLOGUHQ��,W�LV�DEVROXWHO\�XQFRQGLWLRQDO�DQG�VDFULğFLDO�

DW�LWV�YHU\�FRUH��*RRG�PRWKHUV�DQG�IDWKHUV�PDNH�VLPLODU�VDFULğFHV�

every day for their children. Instead of doing what they want for 

themselves, they do what is best for their children.

The other woman had quite a different reaction. Callously and 

heartlessly she said to me, “Neither I nor you shall have him. Cut 

KLP�LQ�WZR�ń�+DWHIXO�HQY\�KDG�ğOOHG�KHU�GDUN�KHDUW��,I�VKH�FRXOG�

not have her own son, then nobody would have a son at all. In 

UDJH��VKH�WROG�PH�WR�JR�DKHDG�DQG�FXW�KLP�LQ�WZR��VKH�ZDV�ZLOOLQJ�

to take her half of the child. Unbelievable, isn’t it?

:LWK�WKH�KHDUWV�RI�ERWK�ZRPHQ�ğQDOO\�UHYHDOHG��P\�GHFLVLRQ�ZDV�

DQ�HDV\�RQH��,�JDYH�WKLV�UXOLQJ��Ń*LYH�WKH�OLYLQJ�EDE\�WR�WKH�ğUVW�

ZRPDQ��'R�QRW�NLOO�KLP��VKH�LV�KLV�PRWKHU�ń�,W�ZDV�D�VLPSOH�VROX-

WLRQ�WR�D�GLIğFXOW�GLOHPPD��

News like this, as you can imagine, travels quickly! Everyone in 

the courtroom that day was astounded at the wisdom God gave 

me. Soon all Jerusalem would hear my verdict and a deep sense 

of awe fell over God’s people. They knew I had wisdom from God 



to administer justice. They knew God was with me and with us 

as a nation. See, the mark of a truly great leader is the possession 

of a wise and listening heart. No title or degree can give it to you. 

Wisdom comes only from God and he loves to give it to people 

KH�FDQ�HQWUXVW�LW�WR��*RG�JDYH�PH�D�OLVWHQLQJ�KHDUW�IRU�WKH�EHQHğW�

of his people. There would be many other courtroom rulings in 

my reign. In every single one, I relied on the wisdom of God to 

lead me.

You are probably wondering, “What does this story have to do 

you with me?” Are you surprised that two prostitutes got an au-

dience with the king? You should be. As you are well aware, I 

wrote the Proverbs and in them I repeatedly told men to stay 

clear away from prostitutes. So, why did I, king over God’s 

chosen people, take the time to hear an argument between two 

prostitutes over an illegitimate child? These women, and the 

sinful men who paid for their services, were living out of the will 

of God. 

I was concerned about these two women because God was con-

cerned about them. God didn’t give me wisdom so folks would 

stand around the palace and say, “ooh” and “ahh.” He gave 

me his wisdom for a purpose. God loved those two prostitute 

mothers and that baby. The Torah—sorry, the Old Testament 

in the Bible—tells us that children are a reward from the Lord 

(Psalm 127:3) regardless of how they are conceived. God gave 

me his wisdom to save the child too. 

Many people back in my time and today would have said that 

prostitutes and their illegitimate children don’t deserve justice or 

mercy, but I treated them as real people who mattered to God. 

I don’t have to convince you that the church should stand for 

moral purity. But, the church should also stand for forgiveness 

and restoration.

Every life matters to God, even a life that is enslaved to sin. If God 

has mercy for prostitutes, he has mercy for everyone who comes 

to faith in him. God knows you by name because he created you. 

He also knows everything you have done wrong. And he still in-

vites you to trust him. 

,�DP�VR�ĠDWWHUHG�WKDW�\RX�DUH�VWXG\LQJ�P\�OLIH��EXW�P\�OLIH�VKRXOG�

point you to someone greater—Jesus Christ. Jesus is the true 

NLQJ�DQG�KH� LV� LQğQLWHO\�ZLVHU�DQG�JUHDWHU� WKDQ� ,� DP�� ,Q� -HVXV��

*RG�SURYLGHG�D�VROXWLRQ�WR�WKH�PRVW�GLIğFXOW�GLOHPPD�RI�DOO��WKH�

problem of our sin. How could a just and holy God maintain a 

relationship with guilty sinners? God’s solution was simple but 

very costly. He sent his son Jesus to die on the cross for our sins 

and in our place and take the sword of divine justice. Because of 

the bloody death of Jesus Christ our guilt was paid and we could 

receive the mercy of God. The cross is the best solution for the 

worst of problems. 

Please hear this—every life matters to God. You are not worth-

less. Come to Jesus Christ and let him take away the sin, shame, 

and regret that you are holding on to. He knows you by name. 

He hears you when you call. He answers your prayers and gives 

wisdom to all who ask for it.
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