David’s Wives 4  1 Kings 1:1-4, 2:13-25 
Abishag’s story 
A summons from the king’s servant. 

Whatever for? 

The king was old and frail. 

He had had many wives. 

He would not want another at his age. 

I was young. 

Everyone said I was beautiful and would find myself a good husband. 

I loved to care for people. 

Children came to me for comfort when they had fallen or when they were sad.

Older people looked to me for support. 

I had a tender hand.  

And it was this reputation that the king’s servants had heard. 

He didn’t want a wife. 

He wanted a nurse. 

And so I went. 

Yes, I looked after all his needs. 

But more than that. 

He could not get warm. 

His body was like ice. 

They asked me to lie with him, in the hope that the warmth of my body would warm his. 

And I did. 

We both found comfort in lying side by side. 

But there was nothing more than that, in spite of what people thought. 

I was sad when he died. 

I had become fond of him. 

And I was not sure what my status would be. 

His sons were squabbling over who would inherit the throne. 

Solomon, Bathsheba’s son, had always been the favourite and it was inevitable that it would be him.  

I stayed at court, wondering what my fate would be, 

I heard later that Adonijah the eldest son had persuaded Bathsheba to ask Solomon if he could have me as his wife. 

But Solomon would not hear of it. 

He was frightened that Adonijah wanted to usurp him. 

That he not only wanted me, he wanted the throne.  

And so he had him killed. 

I was sorry, because it would have given me a new life. 

And so I wait here at court, with the other wives. 

But they all so much older than me. 

They have had their lives. 

My life is still young. 

I so want to have a husband and children to love. 

Does God have his plans for me? 
