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“Wishlist of Wisdom” 
A SERMON on 1st Kings 2:10-12; 3:3-14 for the 20th Sunday in Ordinary Time, Year B 
Preached 15 August 2021 by the Rev. Matthew Emery, Lead Minister 
Cloverdale United Church, Surrey, British Columbia, Canada 
 

As a kid growing up, this time of year always brought along with it great anticipation.  
After all, we are right now crossing the threshold into arguably the most important season in any 
child’s annual routine: back-to-school.  Back-to-school, of course, means new classes, new 
classrooms, new teachers, a new locker, and as the ads from Walmart and Staples have probably 
made you well aware already, new school supplies.  So many new things to look forward to, to 
anticipate, to hope for and wish for. 

Back when I was a child, though, the crisp fresh pages of new school notebooks were not 
the only pages we looked forward to this time of year.  Sometime in August or September, you see, 
the 600 (or even 800) shiny pages of the Sears Wish Book Christmas catalogue would land with a 
thump on my family’s kitchen table.  I know that Sears Canada had its catalogues back in this era, 
too, but I don’t know how they compare; for us down in The States, though, the Sears Wish Book 
was the pinnacle of a child’s Christmas dreaming.  Sure, there were twice-annual catalogues from 
JC Penney and some other stores, but the Sears Wish Book had hundreds of pages of toys and 
gadgets and electronics and everything.  When you are a kid growing up in a little farm town of 
3,000 people out in the middle of rural central Michigan, you simply couldn’t get much better 
browsing than that. 

At various points over the weeks that followed the arrival of that heavy lead-weight of a 
catalogue in our house, my two sisters and I would each go through it and draw up our respective 
Christmas wish lists.  Now, mind you, I did not grow up in a rich family by any means, and so, 
relatively little of what we dutifully copied down from those catalogues onto our lists ended up 
under the Christmas tree come December.  I recently found a website where you can go back and 
look through some of those old catalogues from various years along the way going back all the 
way to the 1930s, and as I browsed the pages of the 1991 Sears Wish Book—the one for the year 
when I would have been 10 years old at Christmas—I got to take a trip down memory lane of some 
of those things I know I wrote down on my wish list but never ended up getting.  Really, though, 
that’s probably quite alright:  had I gotten that one-third scale model car engine on page 460—
complete with moving rods, pistons, crank, and camshaft, an operating valve train, spark plugs 
that fired, even a see-through turbocharger with movable impellers—well, today it would 
probably be just one more piece of plastic taking up space in some landfill somewhere.1 

As plenty of us know all too well, not everything we wish for turns out to be what we 
actually need. 

 
If only we all could be like Solomon, then… right?  Good ol’ King Solomon who we met in 

the scripture reading we just heard… Solomon who, when God invited him to ask for just about 

 
 

1 Catalogue browsed at http://www.wishbookweb.com/ 
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anything, didn’t ask for riches or power or worldly success… Solomon who, in asking simply for 
“wisdom” and “a discerning mind,” would seem to already have a good dose of the very wisdom 
for which he asks.   

Good ol’ Solomon…  If only we could have his wisdom.  If only we could have his 
righteousness before God.  Oh, if only people years from now could look back at us and be able to 
say that we built the holiest of temples to God and solved the biggest problems of our time, like 
people did about Solomon.  In fact, later generations thought so highly of Solomon and his 
supposed wisdom that he got credited for good things and words he didn’t even do or say.  “Wow, 
that was so wise!  Must’ve been Solomon who said it!”  Imagine… if only we could have that kind 
of wisdom, and honour.  If only we could be like Solomon. 

What we must understand, though, is that we are like Solomon—except the actual 
Solomon, that is: the real man behind the myth.  We actually catch a little glimpse of a crack in the 
shiny façade near the beginning of today’s passage.  We find Solomon, supposed model of 
righteousness and devotion, offering his prayer and worship at Gibeon.  Experts tell us that 
Gibeon was one of the “high places” that worshipers would go to offer their sacrifices; however, 
according to the Israelite law, you should not offer sacrifices and worship at the high places, since 
at this time the ark of the covenant, the very symbol of God’s presence, was in Jerusalem.  Those of 
you who were able to join us for worship at our outdoor service on July 11th might remember 
Solomon’s father, King David, putting caution to the wind as he danced his way along in front of 
that ark as it was brought to Jerusalem.  And yet at one of the forbidden “high places” is where we 
find Solomon. 

And there’s more, as you might imagine.  Right before the passage we heard today, we are 
told that Solomon entered into a “marriage alliance” with the Pharaoh in Egypt, marrying his 
daughter, and thus breaking the very rules of the covenant that God made with Israel.  If we were 
to keep moving forward in the story, past today’s reading, we’d learn that Solomon was only 
planning to built the great temple, the Lord’s house, after he finished his own house.  And finally, 
the story climaxes when supposedly devout, wise, and righteous Solomon is found worshipping 
the gods of his foreign wives instead of being true to the Lord God of Israel. 

But you see, my friends, it is to this Solomon—the Solomon that puts his own house before 
God’s house, the Solomon who seems to casually disregard the laws of the covenant, the Solomon 
who eventually betrays his God for foreign gods—it is this highly praised and highly messed up 
Solomon that God nevertheless chooses come.  Let me say that again:  it is God who comes to 
Solomon, it is God who invites a relationship, it is God who takes the initiative. 

And so it is with us…  We offer our worship, but it is imperfect.  We try to offer toward 
creating a place for God and God’s work in the world, but quite often we do so only after we’ve 
taken care of ourselves first.  We even all too often follow paths that take us to “foreign gods”—
not so much the gods of other lands or peoples, but the gods we ourselves devise in fortune, fame, 
success, stability, security, even family, all things that compete with God for our ultimate 
allegiance. 

And yet, still God comes to us.  In the eternal and unchanging promise that we have been 
known and claimed from before the foundation of the earth, God comes to us.  In words of 
forgiveness spoken by sister or brother or community, God comes to us.  In simple water and 
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simple bread, God comes to us.  In our call to follow, our call to be disciples, God comes to us.  “It is 
the very human, selfish, negligent Solomon,” one commentator writes, “who benefits from God’s 
self-revelation and gifts.”   And that is some good news, because very human, selfish, negligent 
people… they’re the only kind I know!  And they are exactly the ones who stand to benefit from all 
the good things God has in store. 
 

Blessing and honour, glory and power be unto God, now and forever.  Amen. 


