The Forever Throne: The Autobiography of David

Book One Chapter 10


Word had traveled swiftly throughout the whole of Israel that the Philistines had accepted defeat and asked for peace. Families from the area were in the camp, mingling excitedly in the midst of the men who were packing up their weapons and loot for the march home. I made certain the armor and weapons of Goliath were in safekeeping. Goliath’s now shriveling, oozing head had been jammed on a spear so it could be carried high as we passed through the small villages and entered Gibeah. 

Kings live for victory and delivering victory is the only real reason for kings. Saul was Israel’s first king and the people demanded a king because they longed for the victories against their enemies that a king would bring them. Even after Samuel anointed Saul and proclaimed him king in Israel, he was not treated as a king until he rescued the remote Israelite city of Jabesh Gilead. Located on the east side of the Jordan in an area mostly inhabited by Ammonites, the Ammonite king Nahash had feared the rising power of a more united Israel with Saul as its leader. So he decided to test their unity and put the Israelite settlement nearest him under his thumb. He said he’d destroy them unless they signed a treaty and the condition of the treaty was gouging out the right eye of every male able to carry arms, thereby reducing their abilities as men of war. 

The message of this pending atrocity came to the new king as he was returning from working the field with his oxen. He was outraged and called for the men of Israel to unite. He cut his oxen into pieces, sending them around Israel with the message that unless they joined in this battle, he would see that their oxen would look like this. A little heavy-handed, certainly, but it worked. Many joined him and he defeated Nahash. When he returned to Gibeah the people proclaimed him king of all Israel. His victory, his strong will, his military leadership had confirmed in the people’s eyes what Samuel had told them God had determined—that Saul was their king. They even wanted to go out and kill those who had questioned Samuel and who had refused to accept Saul as king. 

“March next to me,” Abner, Saul’s chief commander ordered. Saul, Jonathan and Malkishua would go first as we marched through the villages on the way to Gibeah, led only by their armor bearers. “And you are to hold the spear with the head of Goliath.”

I stepped up and took the spear from the young man who was carrying it and serving as my armor bearer. What a strange turn, I thought as I took the spear with the grisly trophy stuck on it. I left Bethlehem a shepherd serving as a messenger boy and gift bearer to my brothers. I am returning as a hero, marching behind the king and the king’s sons, with my own armor bearer. 
Saul needed this Philistine victory. The Philistines had been oppressing much of Israel and Saul was looking weaker and weaker. All that had changed. He was growing old. The stories of his madness were weakening his power. This would change that. The dynasty would be established through Jonathan and the name of Saul would be honored forever in the land of Israel. All that is what he wished for and expected as he marched toward Gibeah.

We passed through a few small villages before coming to the royal town. They gave us an inkling of what was to come in the city of the king. Everyone from the surrounding area had gathered along the route and were shouting, waving and singing. There were familiar worship songs and chants. “Long live the king! Long live the king!” some shouted. But I also heard many shout my name. I soaked it in, looking from side to side in absolute awe and amazement. Yes, they were calling my name. David, the youngest of Jesse’s sons, the shepherd boy had become a hero in the land of Israel. I started to hear a chant—one I hadn’t heard before. It had my name in it and Saul’s. I could hear a few chanting it, then it died away as we moved out of the village into the rocky, hilly area where there were fewer people along the route. But when we approached the next village, I picked up the cadence again. Something about Saul killing thousands. Then something about me. Killing thousands, too. No, I heard tens of thousands. What are they singing? 
Now we came to the outskirts of Gibeah, and the crowds pushing against the path were into the hundreds. The chant was growing. I noticed Abner looking at me, wondering how I was reacting to the chant. He looked a bit anxious, but bemused, as if he was waiting to see what would happen next. I couldn’t quite make it out, but it was growing louder. Now there was no mixing of familiar songs and cries of “long live the king.” There was only the chant, the repeating of Saul and David. Saul has killed his thousands, David his…David his tens of thousands? Is that what they are saying? David his tens of thousands? Saul, thousands, me tens of thousands? I almost stopped in the middle of the path when I finally understood what they were singing. My blood froze in my veins. I could not see the king’s face. He was marching up ahead of me just a stone’s throw away. But I knew him well enough now to know the set of his jaw, the fierce coldness of his eyes and I knew that this chant was stirring in him all the darkness and disappointment and fears that caused him to seek out a musician. Now I was no longer the soother of the king’s dark moods, I was the source of those moods. How could this happen? How could the great victory of the king be turned so bitter in his ears? I wanted to shout to the people, Stop! Stop the chant! Don’t you see what you are doing! Don’t you see what trouble this will mean?


“Saul has killed his thousands,


David his tens of thousands.”

Over and over they chanted, dancing, waving palm branches, cheering and crowding together when they found where I was in the crowd of soldiers. Now, for the first time I began to understand what my few minutes of Yahweh-led bravery down in the bottom of that ravine meant. What it meant to these people who longed to have the oppression of the Philistines thrown off and who longed to become a true and great nation. A nation with a common history and future and one that was capable of standing up against not just the Philistines but the Egyptians and the Ammonites and the Arameans and Amalekites and every other people and nation who wanted the land that Yahweh had promised to our fathers long before. I also began to get a picture of what this meant for me. Is this where Samuel’s anointing was heading? Were the people wanting me to be their king, their leader? What about Saul? What about Jonathan? Would they just turn quietly away, go back to their oxen and sheep and say, “Here you go David, the kingdom of Israel is yours?” Would I be forced to fight them? Is that what Yahweh intended? 

“Saul has killed his thousands,


David his tens of thousands.”
And still the crowd chanted and cheered and pressed. A deep desire began to grow in me. How could I know if it was the Spirit of Yahweh stirring in me to direct me to do his bidding, or if it was a spirit of pride and ego and corruption? But suddenly I knew that if it was possible, I wanted be king. It would be me at the head table of the great feasts. It would be my name they would cry as I would return from victory. The voices I was hearing ran through my blood and I never wanted it to stop—even as I feared for what this meant right now.

There was a great feast in Gibeah with leaders from around the nation joining in the celebration. Families of the soldiers had flooded the town, welcoming their sons back and cheering for the spectacular victory. The yoke of the Philistines had been thrown off—at least for now. Jonathan led the speech making and gave as much of the credit for the great victory to Saul as he could without earning total scorn from the soldiers who were there. But he praised me as well, retelling the battle with Goliath and then diplomatically saying that all the king asked me to do I did and did well. There was a great cheering but my attention had been fixed on the now less hidden face of Saul’s second daughter, Michal. Perhaps it was my new-found confidence, but she seemed less coy and toying and more open and serious. It seems she had grown as I certainly had. I was no longer the king’s musician, that shepherd boy from the sleepy hills of Bethlehem. I was a great warrior, perhaps the greatest in the land. I knew that message was in my eyes but her eyes said back to me that she knew that and she was more than glad for me. She was also glad for herself.
In the milling around after the feast, when many came to me to offer personal congratulations and the air around me was filled with the kow-towing that always seems to happen when a new star shows signs of rapid rise in power, I felt a soft but strong hand grab mine and suddenly pull me away from the crowd. I followed the figure dressed in a flowing robe of richly dyed lapis lazuli blue and whose head was covered with a thin veil of linen. I knew it was Michal the moment I felt her hand, even before I saw her. She pulled me quickly away from the crowd, then farther, away from even the noise of the celebration. She stopped finally in a quiet olive grove, the blue-grey light of the moon making soft shadows under the old and twisted trees. Then she turned to face me and slowly took the gauzy covering off her head. Now for the first time I saw the face that I had written songs about and that had caused the hearts of so many young men to beat eagerly inside them. 


“David,” she said softly. It was the first time she had spoken to me and the first time those tender lips had uttered my name. “The king has promised you his daughter in marriage for your victory over Goliath. Tell me, please, you do not wish to marry my sister Merab, do you?”


“I, I, uh..” It was all so sudden and I wasn’t prepared for her directness nor the look of pain and hope in her eyes. Marry Merab? How could I when standing next to me in the moonlight was everything that I could have ever dreamed of in a woman?


“I’m just a shepherd from Bethlehem,” I finally stammered. “Who am I to become one of the king’s family? Who am I to marry any daughter of the king?”


“That is good,” she said with a smile lighting her face. “Yes, you should be yourself. Be humble or pretend to be humble and refuse her when the king offers. Then, the time will come…” and she stopped.


“The time will come for what?” I asked tentatively. I just wanted to her to keep talking. Instead, she turned slightly away. “The time will come for what?” Again, I pressed her now pulling at her waist so that she would turn those dancing, diamond like eyes on me again. She turned back quickly to me but instead of speaking, quicker than I could think what was happening, her lips were on mine in a most tender and sweet kiss.


“For this,” she said quickly, and then, running away, “And much, much more.”

I watched her go, running back toward the light of the victory party now winding down. At first I thought to chase her. But that was the fifteen year old in me yet. The warrior king-to-be in me said, wait. Your time will come and you will have her. I leaned against the olive tree and noticed how my knees and legs were struggling to hold me up. How could a young creature do to me what Goliath could not? My knees were strong facing the gigantic warrior, but with this girl, I had no strength. She was in control and it seems she knew it even more than I did. But, oh, that kiss. I would kill a thousand Goliaths for more of that.

Suddenly I became aware of another presence in the shadows. My legs felt new strength and my hand went instinctively to my sword.


“Hold your sword David, it’s me, Jonathan,”


“Jonathan!” I said in relief. “What are you doing here?”


“Trying to protect you, my brother.” Jonathan said.


“Why do you call me brother, my lord?” I asked, “And protect me from what?”


“Not from what, from who,” he laughed. “It appears my little sister has made an important decision. And when she decides something, all the kings on earth cannot defeat her will. At least not her father.”


“What might she have decided?” I asked, unconvincingly feigning innocence.


“That she is not content to be a princess. That she will be queen of all Israel.”


“I don’t understand, how can she become queen? Will she marry you?”


“David,” Jonathan said firmly and in the tone of a man who should be king. “Let’s stop pretending. I know the story of your anointing by Samuel and I know that Yahweh has removed his Spirit from my father and put it on you. You are Yahweh’s chosen one. No one but Yahweh himself could take a shepherd boy and turn him into such a brave and dangerous warrior. You are strong and brave, no doubt, but you showed more than that on the battlefield. You showed that the hand of Yahweh is on you and his Spirit lives in you. You will be king, of that I have no doubt. How it will come about I do not know, nor do I care to know. But this much I can tell you, that if Yahweh grants me the opportunity to see you crowned king, I will not complain or be jealous, but I will rejoice knowing I have seen the day of his appointment.”

He paused, and I could say nothing.

“David,” he continued, now softer and with submission in his voice as if I was already king. “Do this for me and my family. Contract with me that you will care for my family, that you will not kill them or destroy them. Please.”


Still, I could not speak. A great wave came up from deep inside me and I swallowed heavily not certain if I was going to be sick or to burst into tears. Jonathan came up and put his arms on my shoulders and looked me directly in the eye. I saw tenderness in his look, a fatherliness, but also concern. Then he pulled me to himself and embraced me and I felt his strength as I did sitting on my own father’s lap.
The next day I returned to Bethlehem. A small group of soldiers went with me. Once out of Gibeah I breathed a sigh of relief. It felt so good to be out of the royal city but best of all was the thought of going home. If they were singing my praises higher than the king or his princes in Gibeah, what would they sing for me in Bethlehem?

A huge feast was prepared in my honor and there were songs and speeches and small girls coming up to me to touch my cloak and girls my age, I now noticed, hung about in small groups giggling and talking with each other but all the while keeping their eyes on me. Nothing mattered to me more than the hug of my father Jesse, his tears of joy and sorrow, and his words.


“Now I know that the day of Yahweh is at hand,” he said as he embraced me when I came into town, surrounded by a small group of Saul’s best soldiers. “I may die in peace knowing that he has chosen to take the humblest and make him the greatest, and the humblest and the greatest is my own son. My own son, David.”


“Why do you cry, father?” I asked, the young boy still much alive in me.


“I cry for you, my son, and for myself, and for all the people of Israel for the glory and sorrow that will be visited upon them. It is not easy to be the people of Yahweh. Ah, but so much better than to be anyone else.”

Eliab, my oldest brother was also at the feast. All my brothers had been furloughed after the great victory and had returned home so the feast, although supposedly in my honor, was also to celebrate their victory and safe return as well. I had not spoken to Eliab since his angry words just before I went down the hillside to face Goliath.


“So, David,” he said, still bitterness in his tone. “You have become the great hero of the land. I hope you do not expect your older brothers to bow down to you like the rest.”


“I have never wanted you to bow down to me. But I have sought your favor and your respect.”


“My respect?” he laughed with sarcasm. “What does my respect mean to you now? All the people—even those murderous northern tribes—are praising you as if you were already king.”


“Eliab,” I said, looking at him directly. “Yahweh is the one who determined that you would be oldest and inherit all our father’s belongings. Not one of your brothers has ever complained or plotted to take from you anything Yahweh has granted. Not even me, the youngest, who could expect nothing from you except harsh words and ill treatment. Neither should you complain about anything Yahweh has granted me, be it little or be it great.”

He stared back at me, not being able to answer nor being willing to accept what I had said. I knew Eliab would always be my brother. I did not know if that meant he would be my enemy or my friend.

A few days after I returned to Bethlehem I was out on the sheep pastures not far from the village with a group of my friends with whom I had shared many a mock battle. Abishai and Asahel were there, sons of my oldest sister Zeruiah. Joab wasn’t there—at least so I thought. Suddenly, without warning, my arms were locked tight to my side in a ferocious grip and I was tumbled off my feet. I found myself in a furious wrestling match against an enemy who had hit from behind. He was powerful and relentless and though I had gained much strength in the last while, try as I might I could not release myself from his grip. I felt one arm let go and before I could turn to take advantage, I felt an instrument, a rough stick, drawn across my throat as if to sever my head. 


“Joab!” I yelled, in both delight and fury. “What are you doing? Get off me!”


“I just wanted to prove that I could master the greatest warrior in all Israel,” he said laughing as he released me and jumped up.

Joab was taller than me, rougher looking. Hair almost as thick and wiry as mine but where mine was a reddish brown his was a deep brown, almost black. Now almost seventeen, he was developing that barrel chest that would become a mark of his strength and heroism in the days and years ahead. 

“It’s not games anymore, Joab,” I said, rolling around and sitting on the ground getting my breath back. “I have seen what war means now and there is part of me that wishes I could spend the rest of my life singing my songs to the sheep.”


“Are you serious?” laughed Joab. “Fine, you sing sheep songs and I’ll fight your battles. Do you know David, that there is talk of making you king? Can you believe that? King of all Israel? David! My little uncle! Promise me this, oh King David, that you will make me a commander in your army. Please, promise me!


“I am not king and Jonathan would have your head if he heard such words of insurrection. But, I am a commander in Saul’s army and I want you fighting with me. You and your brothers. I want you always fighting by my side.”

And with that he jumped up in sheer joy, landing with his full weight on top of me and we rolled down the hill, still boys, but talking of kingdoms and great battles to come. 
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