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Book One Chapter 6



“You can go home now,” the soldier said after entering my room one morning.


“What do you mean I can go home?” I asked in disbelief.


“The king has released you from his service for now.”


“Why?” I asked. “What have I done? Have I disappointed the king?” I had played faithfully for him almost every evening for two weeks. During the day I would wander the city learning more of the stories of the goings on of the family and more stories about the king and Jonathan and their battles.


“No, you have not disappointed him. You have served faithfully and well and the king’s spirits are much improved. So much so that he is eager to join his men at the front. The king is leaving for the Valley of Elah. It seems the Philistines have gotten over their fear of Yahweh and Jonathan and are spoiling for another fight. Saul is ready to lead his men into battle again. May Yahweh be with us,” the soldier said with a lack of conviction.

I had sensed a change in Saul in the last week, a strengthening of his will. Jonathan had left several days ago. All during playing, I tried hard to avoid the dark eyes behind the veil and hood that continued to dance and reach out to me. My heart so wanted to look deeply into them, but I dared not. 

“You are not a soldier so you cannot join Saul in camp and he has no need of musicians now. Pack your things,” the soldier commanded, tiring of the explanations.

So I found myself on the path back to Bethlehem. Occasionally I met soldiers, young men not much older than myself, sporting shiny shields and virgin swords. They were new recruits eager to join Saul and Jonathan in the great battle to come. And I was heading back to take care of sheep. But I am a warrior, I had wanted to shout at the soldier. Have you not heard about the lion and the bear? I would be as brave as Jonathan! Instead of shouting my anger, my jaw became fixed with a determination that I would show them. But for now, it didn’t matter. I was going home.

It was good to see my family again. I found my cousins Joab, Abishai and Asahel as eager as I was to join the fight. We knew it would be soon when we could join the army of Yahweh. The three of them, plus the other older boys and young men in town were thrilled to hear my stories about the battles and all the goings on of Gibeah and the royal household. I did not tell them anything about what those dark eyes were doing to my heart and brushed it off with laughter when they asked if I saw the king’s daughters.
“Did you see Michal, too?” one of them asked. Her reputation had continued to grow throughout the kingdom even into our village in Judah.

“Of course, she is always at dinner with the king,” I answered nonchalantly.

“Well, did you talk to her? Huh? Tell us about it,” they pressed.

“Sure, we talked,” I said. ”I think we’ll be getting married soon.” 

They all paused and looked at me for a minute, then the realized I was laughing at them and they waved their hands at me and walked away.

Back on the quiet hilltops with sheep, I found my heart both resting and in expectation. I knew somehow, that exciting things were going to happen in my life. I had been anointed by Samuel. Anointing in the Name of Yahweh. I did not fully understand what it meant but I knew it was powerful; it was not something to mess with. Yahweh himself reached out to us and with the hands of his closest servant put his seal on the one he anoints. Saul had been anointed with the Name of Yahweh. He was the king and would be forever as far as I was concerned. But, now me. What strange words I heard about Saul and Jonathan’s kingdom being given to one “after Yahweh’s own heart.” I felt my God had entered in my life and was creating events and opportunities that were unimaginable to me when I was last alone with the sheep. What could it mean to be called to serve the king and his family with music? I knew that Jonathan had his eye on me and saw goodness and strength in me that was not visible to others. How I longed to know him better. What a brave and God-honoring man he was. I would be thrilled just to enter in his service and fight for Yahweh at his side. What if I could become his armor bearer? That would be something!

There was a joy in my heart as I took out my kinnor once more as the sun was setting over the land of the Philistines. 


“Praise be to Yahweh, my Rock,


who trains my hands for war,


my fingers for battle.


He is my loving God and my fortress,


My stronghold and my deliverer,


My shield in whom I take refuge,


Who subdues peoples under me.


O Yahweh, what is man that you care for him,


The son of man that you think of him?


Man is like a breath, a fleeting shadow.


Part the heavens and come down, O Yahweh,


Touch the mountains so that they smoke.”

The sky darkened and the sheet of stars covered the night sky. How far away were they? Why were they there? Did Yahweh live in their midst? Or did he truly live between the angels on the Ark of the Promise? He appeared to us in flame, in clouds, in burning bushes, but what did he truly look like? Where was he? Did he live inside me, in my very bones as I sometimes felt? But how could he be there and everywhere else too? Who was this God to whom I had offered my life and who I believed held all my hopes and that of my family and all my people? 

I didn’t know these answers, but I could not doubt that he was real and that what had been taught for all the generations of my people was the truth. I would stake my life on that, that much I knew. More than that, I believed now and knew that I would believe forever that he was good and would do good to me.

“I will praise you, O Yahweh, with all my heart;


I will tell of all your wonders.


I will be glad and rejoice in you;


I will sing praise to your name,


O Most High.

Were there other gods? What made us Hebrews think we were so right and the others so wrong? Most around us worshipped the ancient god of this land whom they called “The Lord,” or Baal in the Canaanite language. Baal-Lord was the god of good crops, lots of children and the god of victory in war. Some of my friend’s families worshipped Baal-Lord and his companion Asherah. They had little stone idols of them in their houses. I had even heard that some in Gibeah, maybe even the king’s family worshiped Baal-Lord and Asherah. The Philistines worshipped Dagon—half fish and half man. Certainly a powerful god he must be considering what the Philistines had been doing to us for all these past years. They even captured our Ark. My father had told me the story several years earlier.

“So the Ark fell into the hands of our enemies because our leaders tried to use it as an instrument of war. They did not seek help from Yahweh but instead thought they could take control of Yahweh by carrying his very presence into the battle. And our precious Ark was lost,” my father explained. The pain of it was still evident on his face even though it had happened years before.

“But Yahweh always purposes to show that he is the God of his people Israel. So when the Philistines placed him at the feet of Dagon and left him there at night, they were horrified to find the next morning that Dagon had fallen off his pedestal and lay shattered in front of the Ark. It was Dagon who was kneeling to Yahweh and all of Philistia knew about it. Then all the people in the villages around became sick with hideous tumors. They became afraid of Yahweh and they sent the Ark back toward Judah carried on a cart by a cow. They just put it on this cart and pointed the cow. Now what would a cow normally do? Go back to the stable, right? No, Yahweh guided this cow and carried it back to our people. Yahweh will protect his Ark and he will protect his people, David. We just must not be so foolish to think we can do it without him.” 


I was thinking about these things alone with my kinnor not far from the village when my questions and praise were interrupted. He was a young boy in the village who looked up to me and I was teaching him how to be a shepherd and warrior. He was a brave boy and turning into a good shepherd. I had spent hours with him teaching him the fine art of throwing stones accurately with the sling.


“David, your father is calling you,” he said when he found me near the well. “He wants you to visit your brothers.”

Joy! Visit my brothers at the front! It meant a chance to see for myself the battle lines. Maybe I would see the king again, maybe he would ask me to play for him before he marches to defeat the Philistines. Maybe I could talk more to Jonathan. Maybe I could even get into battle without anyone noticing that I was not old enough to be a soldier.

I hurried home and found my father and mother preparing gifts for my journey.  Next to the stable he had placed a large sack of grain, and another sack of ten cheeses.


“Take these cheeses to the commander of your brothers,” Jesse told me. There was a sadness about him, but it could not dim my excitement for going toward the battle.

“In the morning, rise before the cock crows. The servants will have ten fresh loaves for you. Take them to your brothers along with this grain. If they are to fight hard they need their strength. I do not want to have them fighting on empty stomachs again,” Jesse instructed. The story I had come back with had done much to raise questions about the wisdom of King Saul.

That night I could hardly sleep and when a servant woke me and told me it was time to go, I jumped up with eagerness. Already, the ten freshly baked loaves had been loaded onto the donkey and soon I was heading due west. The two armies were facing each other across a steep valley called the Valley of Elah, between the towns of Azekah and Socoh. As the crow flies, it was about fifteen miles from my home—a day’s journey, but it was through country with a lot of hills so it would take a long, hard day to get there. The hills to the east were beginning to take shape against the heavens that were showing the first weak signs of morning. I was outside Bethlehem when I heard the first cock crow. As I left the sleeping village behind, I became more intent on looking for trouble around every bend of the path and behind every boulder and mound of rocks. My knife was by my side but oh, how I longed for a real sword. I carried a stout shepherd’s staff and knew I could do some serious damage with that. 

Occasionally I would meet travelers on the road. The ones returning from the army’s camp would give us information about how far away it was and a little of what was going on. We had heard much before about a Philistine champion who was far bigger and stronger than any of our soldiers. He caused great fear among the ranks and there was talk about what the king had promised to the warrior who would kill this behemoth. Now the people returning from the front said that this monster was challenging Saul to send one man to fight. The entire battle would be settled by whoever won that man to man contest. Family members of soldiers returning from the camp filled in some of the details.


“He’s enormous,” one young boy said, his eyes wide. I dismissed it knowing full well the wild imaginations of young boys with dreams of fighting in their heads. My worry was that the challenge would be accepted and the entire battle over with a great victory for Saul and Yahweh by the time I arrived. I would miss the whole thing and I wanted desperately to see our champion fight in the name of Yahweh and send the Philistines scattering. I hurried now, as fast as I could.

“Has Saul announced a champion yet?” I asked the next family I met returning from visiting their sons.


“We don’t know, but the men are in fear.”

In fear? There must be a thousand powerful men who would step forward to earn the great honor of victory for Yahweh. Certainly Eliab, my brother would. Certainly Jonathan would—especially if no one else would. 


“The fight is not over then?” I asked, almost afraid to hear.


“Oh no,” the older man told me. “No one will fight this giant. They say his armor weighs more than two men.”


“I do not believe it,” I said, “And if it is so, it will just slow him down. Surely there is someone who will accept this challenge.”


“Maybe you should, shepherd boy,” said the mother to me, derisively.


“Maybe I should,” I said with anger. It was being called a shepherd boy that angered me. “Maybe I will.”

The day was turning to evening and I had to stop and rest for the night. In the morning, I would be in the camp.
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