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Book One Chapter 11


By the time the summons came, I was more than ready to return to Gibeah. There was the fleeting kiss in the olive grove that seemed always floating somewhere in my mind, obscuring everything else, and yet not really feeling real. I longed to see Jonathan again who, although he was the king’s son and crown prince, had become a friend and mentor closer than any of my brothers. But there was also the specter of the king; the angry, jealous king who could befriend me one moment and lift me up to the heights and then turn with a rage that no one could stand up to, not even his sons. What king would I see when I returned? The summons had requested my music; that meant that the king had slipped into his dark moods. The uncertainty of Saul could not dampen my enthusiasm, however, for the other benefits of being in the king’s town.

As we headed north to the town of Saul, I asked the commander if we could divert to the path closer to Jebus.

“The king is eager to see you,” he said with a frown. “There should be no delay.”

Why was the king in such a hurry? The dark mood would last, I was sure.

“I have only seen it once before and I have heard the stories of the city in the time of our father Abraham. I must see it,” I insisted. I wanted a closer look at the walls that had held off the attacks of countless invaders, even those of Israel.

The guard relented and we took the longer road. I could see the fortress’s massive walls crowning the hillside from some distance. Despite many attempts, the army of Israel had not been able to overcome this ancient stronghold. It was still tightly held by the Jebusites. Our father Abraham had visited Jebus after defeating many of the kings in the area. Melchizedek, the king of Salem as we called this city, came out to give Abraham bread and wine and a blessing from the God they worshiped. The words of his blessing were captured for all time in our Book of Law:


“Blessed be Abram by God Most High,


Creator of Heaven and Earth.


And blessed be God Most High


Who delivered your enemies into your hand.”

This story of friendship and kinship in worship was perhaps one of the reasons that for most of the time, our people lived in peace with the people of Jebus or Jerusalem. When Joshua led our people into the land after Moses died on the eastern side of the Jordan, Adonizedek, the king of Jerusalem, led an alliance of kings to throw Joshua and the Israelites back into the desert. Our people were vastly outnumbered. The kings of five cities joined up with Adonizedek and it looked like all the promises of Yahweh about this being our land would come to nothing. But Yahweh intervened in a most powerful way. When Joshua found he had surprised the massed enemy and had them on the run, he prayed to Yahweh to halt the sun in the sky so he could complete the victory. And Yahweh did it; he held the sun from setting for a whole day and sent a tremendous storm with huge hailstones that killed more of the Amorite federation soldiers than Joshua and his men did. It was an oft repeated story that confirmed in our minds that this land was indeed Yahweh’s gift to us despite all the setbacks and constant attacks by those who had made this their home for generations. 

If I became king of Yahweh’s people, I thought as I marched toward Gibeah while looking at Jebus’ imposing fortress walls, Jebus will be mine and I will make it the City of David. But how would I get into the walls? It would take a very brave man to lead troops against such a fortress.
“David!” A familiar and enthusiastic voice pulled me out of my fantasy. “Are we almost there? Remember, what you promised.”


“Yes, nephew,” I said. Although Joab was taller, stronger and older, I loved to stir him by reminding him that I was his uncle. “I shall tell the king you are a great warrior and that you are to fight with me. Perhaps he will send you directly to the front lines and you will find that the Philistines are not as easy to defeat as Jonadab and Melchiel. Anyways, who knows if there will be more fighting? The Philistines will lick their wounds for a long time and you might remember, I have been called to the king’s house to play music, not to fight Philistines.”


“You can stay and play your kinnor. My brothers and I will be out fighting your battles for you.”


Abishai and Asahel also traveled with me. My other nephew, Amasa, son of my sister Abigail did not. We seldom saw him as he lived a great distance from Bethlehem. Now that I was a commander and could recruit troops to fight with me, I wanted to have my strong, brave companions with me at all times. They were not yet proved in battle, but I had fought with them since I could crawl and I knew what they would do. Abishai especially. No one was stronger, calmer or more certain in all matters. Joab, well, he was just Joab. Wild, unpredictable, vicious and incredibly loyal. Yes, I needed Joab with me as well but it was always a mixed blessing.

The closer we came to Gibeah the more I thought about Michal. I had heard much about her in the time I spent in Gibeah and even in camp while fighting the Philistines. In addition to being beautiful, she was very strong-willed. And she had a temper to match her father’s. The shouting matches between her and her father were legendary and even the king couldn’t tame her free spirit. But somehow, hearing all that just made me want to know her better. The memory of her eyes searching mine with such hope and eagerness made me think that those who told such stories did not know her as I knew her. I knew her as sweet and tender and oh, those lips. But, how could I marry the king’s daughter? First there was the matter of Merab, the older daughter of Saul who was not yet married. She would be the one offered to Goliath’s victor. But there was also the problem of the bride price. Comparatively, I was not a wealthy man even though there was much wealth in my father’s house. The price for a daughter of a king would be enormous. If I had been the first born, if I had been Eliab, the bride price could be met. But I was the youngest of my father’s sons and had no means of meeting any kind of bride price I could conceive of the king demanding. The more I thought about it, the more impossible it seemed and the more desperately I wanted her. Perhaps Jonathan was right. Michal finds a way to get what she wants. The question was, did she really want me? Was she even right now teasing and toying with another of the king’s young warriors? A strange anger ran through me as I thought about it. How could she? Maybe the king was plotting to give her away in order to secure some alliance with the Ammonites or the king of Tyre. By the time we got to Gibeah I was in a stew about it and had already thought of a hundred stratagems to secure her for me alone.
We were just getting things settled into our rooms when a soldier came to me saying the king was anxiously waiting for me. My chest tightened for a moment; I just wasn’t certain what I would find with the king. I made sure my nephews were well cared for and followed the burly soldier. 


“Hello David,” Saul said looking up from the low couch where he was reclining. “It is good to see you, my son. I trust your family is well.”


I bowed low. “Thank you my lord, and thank you for asking about my family. All is well.” His words were kind and fatherly but he talked just a little too slowly and deliberately. I detected an effort at self-control and an iciness in his voice.


“Play for me, David. My head is about to burst and an evil spirit from Yahweh is tormenting me. I need the sweet music to calm me.”


It was a small room, one of the inner chambers of the king’s house. There were cushions along the walls for those the king was meeting with or entertaining. I chose a cushion near the door through which we entered. There were two armored warriors standing on each side of the king’s couch keeping guard against whatever dangers might arise. I recognized them from the camp at the valley of Elah and they smiled broadly at me. They were the king’s personal guards, the strongest of the strong and the most loyal of all the king’s warriors. Why are they here in the king’s private room? What does the king fear in his own house? Whom does he fear?

 After playing and singing a hymn I knew to be one of Saul’s favorites, the king suddenly yelled out, “Leave me!”


I jumped up thinking the music had fouled his mind.


“No, David, not you. Them!” The two soldiers looked at each other uncertainly, then turned and left the room slowly. One looked at me strangely, worried. What did he see? It seemed a kind of warning. 

Now I was alone with the king, except for the spear which I noticed lay on the floor near his hand. I played again, this time with a growing sense of unease. I closed my eyes and let the silvery touch of the gut strings settle me. The chords poured out gently and filled the small room. I hummed a little and then began to softly sing a new song I had sung not long before being sent to visit my brothers at the battlefield. It took me back to the quiet fields above Bethlehem.

“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 people under me.


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


And the son of man that you think of him?


Man is like a breath;


His days are like a fleeting shadow.


Part your heavens, O Yahweh, and come down;


Touch the mountains so that they smoke.


Send forth lightning and scatter the enemies;


Shoot arrows and rout them.


Reach down your hand from on high;


Deliver me and rescue me


From the mighty waters,


From the hands of foreigners


Whose mouths are full of lies,


Whose right hands are deceitful.


I will sing a new song to you, O God;


On the ten-stringed kinnor I will make music to you


To the One who gives victory to kings,


Who delivers his servant David from the deadly sword.


Deliver me and rescue me


From the hands of foreigners


Whose mouths are full of lies.”

My head was down, looking at the strings on the kinnor as the harmonies were gently pulled out, but when I came to the part of victory to kings and delivering me from the deadly sword, the hair on my neck stiffened. Perhaps I caught the slow and deliberate movement of the king’s hand as he grasped the spear. Time moved slowly, but when I looked up the king was standing with the spear held high above his head, towering over me like a giant. There was a terrible look of hatred, rage and joyful eagerness in his face. Instinctively I twisted my body, spinning on the cushion in the direction of the door. My back was turned when I heard a whoosh and then a thud as the hefty spear penetrated the mud brick wall. As I reached the door, I turned and saw the spear quivering in the wall, stuck deep at chest level where I had been sitting. I looked for an instant. No doubt had I not moved when I did, I would now be pinned, squirming and screaming and dying in front of this man who now so suddenly  hated me. As I stopped there for just a second a strange thought entered my mind: what about Michal now?
I ran from the room, still gripping my kinnor, feeling as if it was a weapon in my hands that I could and would fight with a guard should bar my way. I passed through a hallway and into the courtyard of the king’s many-roomed home. There were guards at the outside entrance to the court yard standing near the wood and iron gate, their backs to me. I hesitated. If I were to run out in a panic, they might assume I was an assassin and hold me. I remembered that I was now a commander in the army. I walked toward them, taking deliberate steps.

“Guards,” I said as authoritatively and calmly as my shaky voice would allow, “Open the gate. I am returning to my room.”


They saw me as a commander and hero and jumped to the order and the heavy gate began to move. Before it opened enough for me to escape, I noticed they turned their attention to behind me and a puzzled look came over their faces. I turned and saw the king entering the courtyard with the spear in his hand. 


“Hold him! He is the king’s enemy!” the king shouted.

The men were stunned. I pushed on the gate and it opened enough to let my slender body and kinnor slip through, and as I did I heard the whoosh of the spear and another thud as it stuck into the thick wood of the king’s gate. 


As I slipped through one of the guards reacted to the king’s order and grabbed my arm. 


“It is the evil spirit from God,” I said to the men, conspiratorially. They looked back at Saul, saw him running madly to retrieve the spear so he might try to pin me again, and they released me. I walked quickly away, not wanting to raise suspicions but also not wanting to remain within target distance of the king and his spear. 

Where could I go? Saul could have his men convinced in no time that I was an assassin. Death by assassination was much more the fate of kings than even death in battle. If I ran from the city, my guilt would be assumed. If I stayed, I might be captured and brought to the king. I did the only thing that I felt could resolve this dilemma.

“Jonathan,” I cried out as I entered his house past the guard. “Jonathan, I must talk to you now.” He saw my state and ushered me quickly into a private room. His house was adjacent to the king so I was unsettled knowing at any moment the king could arrive and I would face his spear and rage again.


“The king has tried to kill me.” I said flatly.


“It cannot be,” Jonathan said, coldly, calmly. For a moment I paused. Was he my friend? Was this a big mistake? Was he included in the plot to lure me into the king’s chambers and be pinned to the wall? Why not? It was his life and kingdom and the future of his children at stake even more than the kings.


“Yes, my lord.” I explained, now more warily and watching for his reaction. “I played for him and he tried to pin me with his spear. Twice he threw it at me.” I gripped my kinnor again, praying I had my sword should the prince whom I loved turn and grab for his. But he turned, his head down, and walked away from me. 


“I knew the king was jealous and I knew the spirits were tormenting him, but I cannot believe he intended to kill you. I cannot believe it. David, are you certain?”


“As certain as Goliath is dead,” I answered, still wary.


“I will speak to him. Perhaps he was testing you, testing your courage. Perhaps he only meant to frighten you and discourage any thoughts you may have of rebellion.”


“Rebellion!” I was stunned by the thought.

“Yes, rebellion, David. If you declared your intentions, half of the army would follow you. These people are ungovernable. They would not accept my father’s anointing until he delivered a great victory to them in Jabesh-Gilead. Their loyalty lasts as long as the king delivers victory. And they know who delivered the victory at Elah.”

 “I cannot believe you are saying such a thing. How could I rebel against the anointed of Yahweh? Do the people not understand that? It is Yahweh who rules yet as it was in the time of Gideon and Deborah. We may have a king but he is king through the anointing of Yahweh. How could I raise a hand against Yahweh’s anointed one?”


“David,” the prince said slowly and heavily. “You too are anointed.”


I paused. I could not answer that. There was a long silence.


“It is for Yahweh to determine the times and places and events. It is not for me to decide such things. This much I know, I will never lift my hand against Yahweh’s anointed.”


“I know what you say is true,” Jonathan said, coming back and facing me directly. “I love you more than a brother and I will not let my father harm you. I see your fear and mistrust, even in me. David, do not fear me. I will speak to my father and see if his anger is as you say it is.”
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