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Book One Chapter 17


Saul would do anything to kill me. Everyone in Gibeah and much of the kingdom now knew that. Not just me, but anyone associated with me, even the crown prince if he protected me. The entire army would pursue me and without being in Gibeah to show to the town and the people of Israel that I was a faithful servant of Saul, it would only be a matter of time before Saul convinced everyone that I had indeed rebelled and was intent on taking his throne. There was no place I could go or hide where I would be safe from those who would see my death at their hands a great way to boost their standing with the king. I reached for my sword, subconsciously in anger, meaning to strike out at the bushes and scrub trees along the path. It wasn’t there. Of course, in my haste to escape out of the window of my house, when Michal covered for me using the Asherah idols she treasured, I left my sword behind. I had not returned to my home since then—and now the prickly mass of anger, frustration and sorrow that rose in my gut told me that I would not ever again. My old life was gone and gone for good. No kinnor, no sword, no food, no nephews, no friends, no wife, no family, no mighty men around me, no hopes.  

On the way to Jebus in the darkening evening light my mind kept up a dialog. One part said, yes, rebel. You are the anointed of Yahweh. He had determined for you to be king. You have nothing left to lose and ten thousand who would follow you. Get your sword, recruit an army and march against Gibeah now. The other side said die. All hope and prospects have gone. The glory of the victory over Goliath was gone forever, as was Michal. Jonathan could not nor would not protect me. My family was at risk as long as I lived. There was no reason to go on. Just lay down right here or return to Gibeah and accept what Saul has to throw at me.

 Jebus seemed a natural place to turn to. It was a stronghold, still held by the tough and stubborn Jebusites. It had never been captured by any of our clans although many brave young men from Judah and Benjamin died in the effort. It seemed impregnable and the Jebusites seemed content to keep to themselves in their stronghold and in the surrounding hillsides. My best hope, I thought, was to beg the king of Jebus to take me in as a refugee. Never had the king of the Jebusites shown any kindness or mercy to our people. But, I was now an enemy of Saul and a renowned warrior. He just may see in me a strategic advantage in his effort to keep his tiny kingdom and the fortress that protected him and his people. 
Keeping off the main road for fear of Saul’s men who might be following me, I traveled over the hills and ridges to the east. The hills rose in height as I came closer to the walled city and I was constantly going up a steep and rocky hillside, or descending into a small valley or gully. The evening was rolling into those valleys like a slow, dark fog and I settled underneath a scrawny tree in the bottom of a deep gulch, pulling the rags I had used to fool Jonathan’s guard around me for warmth and comfort. Comfort? There was none in my soul. I longed for my kinnor. I would have given a hundred swords for my kinnor. I played it in my mind, strumming the gut strings, listening to the rhythm and the chords and my voice began to hum with the chords my mind and empty hands were playing. In the evening darkness, I sang softly just like I had what seemed so long ago when I spent lonely, quiet nights caring for my father’s sheep in the hill country of Judah. 


(ps 37)

“Do not fret because of evil men

Or be envious of those who do wrong;

For like the grass they will soon wither,

Like green plants they will soon die away.”

I had written these words long ago but now it seemed that they were coming to me for the first time and all I thought of was Saul and his evil intentions toward me.


“Trust in Yahweh and do good;


dwell in the land and enjoy safe pasture.


Delight yourself in Yahweh and he will give you 
the desires of your heart.

Be still before Yahweh and wait patiently for him;

Do not fret when men succeed in their ways,

When they carry out their wicked schemes.

Refrain from anger and turn from wrath;

Do not fret—it leads only to evil.

For evil men will be cut off,

But those who hope in Yahweh will inherit the land.”

I fell asleep, quieted, comforted, at peace without really knowing why.

The route I was taking to Jebus, over the hills and away from the main traffic routes, led me near Nob. This was the small village where the Tent of Meeting had been taken after Shiloh was attacked and destroyed. Nob was a reminder of the heartbreak of our people. Facing utter defeat by the powerful Philistines, the elders before Samuel and Saul had decided to bring the Ark into the battle. How poorly they understood the ways of Yahweh. He is not a god who can be controlled! The Ark was lost and only when it proved deadly to the Philistines who wanted to put Yahweh in subjection to their god Dagon, did it return to our people. But it had not come further than Kiriath-Jearim—separated all these years from the Tent of Meeting where it should be housed. Nob was a sad little place, chosen not so for its grandeur but more for its drab smallness. Such a place would not draw attention from the enemy should disaster strike again. But Nob did house the high priest Ahimelech and his family, and more important, it was where the Urim and Thummim were kept. These sacred stones with markings on them were used since the time of Moses to communicate officially with Yahweh and determine his will and direction. Only the high priest could carry and use these all important stones.
In the morning, it felt like the morning had dew had penetrated to my very bones and would never leave. I was shivering, hungry and afraid that at any moment I might hear the footsteps of Saul’s army behind me. I slowly got up and moved toward Nob more in a mindless daze than a purposeful march. A young girl carrying a waterpot recognized me as I was entering the little village and soon Ahimelech himself greeted me outside the door of his house. Immediately, I could see he was disturbed and frightened.


“Peace to you, my father,” I greeted him, bowing my head. Why was he afraid? Had word from Gibeah traveled faster than I did last night?


“David, my son,” the priest said, pretending warmth in his greeting but looking behind me. “Are you alone? Where are all your men? Certainly the king’s commander would have with him an army of armored men.”

I became very aware of my rags and my road weary appearance, as well as the fact that I carried no sword. No doubt I looked more like a fugitive and rebel than a high commander in the army of Israel. His question wakened me from my self-pitying stupor and suddenly I realized that I had to be crafty not just to save myself, but to protect him and his family as well. 

“My father, I come on the king’s business,” I decided to lie to him, not certain if I could trust him and not certain that if he knew the king was seeking my life and that he would be accused of aiding the enemy. “The king ordered that no one is to know my mission or my instructions. As for my men, they are to meet me at a place I cannot disclose. Now, what food do you have on hand? Give me five loaves of bread or whatever you have on hand.”


“I have no bread on hand,” the priest answered, still looking at me doubtfully. “There is…” Then he stopped and looked at me piercingly.

“There is what?” I pressed. “Do you have food for me or not? My mission is urgent and I cannot delay.”

“All I have is the consecrated bread, but I cannot give that to you and the men. It is holy bread meant for Yahweh alone. It cannot be eaten by men unless they have not been with women.”


“Of course we have not been with women. You know, my father, we do not sleep with women when are about to set out on an important mission. Men’s things are holy even when their mission is not, but I can assure you our mission is as holy as our manliness.”

We entered his house and he took me to the room where the sacred objects were kept. It was a larger four room house, with a portion of one of the long rooms set aside for the holy treasures of our people. As we entered the house I recalled the feeling I had approaching the tent which held the Ark in Kiriath-Jearim when I was just a child. It was not right that the Tent of Meeting was kept hidden away in this little village and not right that Ark should be separated from the home Yahweh had given our Ancient Fathers strict instructions on how to build this tent and how to treat it and the other items that connected us to our God. For a moment, my anger burned against the Philistines who were so disrupting our lives and our peace that we could not establish a permanent place for worship, and my anger burned against Saul for his unfaithfulness to Yahweh. If he had remained faithful to Yahweh and obeyed him in everything, even in the killing of Agag, king of the Amalekites, I was certain that the Philistine threat would be defeated. If Yahweh so willed it, I would make it all different.


In the dim light within the house I could see a small group of men near the cooking fire. One of them, sitting on the stone bench near the fire, looked familiar. Suddenly I recognized him and instinctively reached for my sword. But he was looking away and did not seem to notice me. It was Doeg the Edomite. A  foreigner,  he had become a high official in Saul’s household taking care of all his flocks. He was from Edom, the people who had descended from Esau, the twin brother of Jacob, son of Isaac, son of Abraham. Jacob, later named Israel by Yahweh himself, was our father while Esau was the father of the Edomites—a people we had fought against almost from the days of the Ancient Fathers. 

I was trapped. I wanted Ahimelech to be careful in what he said and did to me knowing that everything that happened would be quickly reported to the king. But I could do nothing and keep my cover as being about the king’s business. I had planned to ask Ahimelech to seek Yahweh’s guidance for me with the Urim and Thummim, but with Doeg sitting in the next room, I just wanted to get some food and anything else I would need and then continue with my escape. 

“Do you have a spear or a sword here?” I whispered under my breath as we entered the room with the holy items. “The king’s mission was urgent and I left in such a hurry I took no weapons with me.”


“The sword of Goliath the Philistine, whom you killed in the Valley of Elah. It is right here.”  He bent down and moved aside the jeweled ephod, the glorious chest plate of the high priest of Yahweh, the symbol of God’s connection to us his people. The ephod contained the Urim and Thummim, used to divine Yahweh’s will since the time of Aaron, Moses’ brother and the first priest of our people. How I longed to ask Ahimelech to use those ancient dice to seek out what Yahweh had in store for me, but there was no time. I had to get out of this house and Nob before Doeg woke up to what was happening. The aging priest slowly unwrapped the large sword from the heavy cloths protecting it. It shone in the dim morning light filtering into the room, its long blade fashioned of shiny hard steel tempered in the Philistine fires as only they could. We needed such weapons and the skills to make such weapons if my people would ever be able to live in peace in this land. I took it from Ahimelech’s trembling hand and ran my fingers over its cool, sharp edge.

“It is the only sword I have. Take it, David,” the old man said quietly and I suddenly knew that he knew more about my situation than I realized.


“There is no sword like it in all the world,” I whispered. I returned it to the scabbard, strapped it around my waist and covered it with my rags to keep it from attracting the attention of the king’s shepherd having his breakfast. 


“May Yahweh protect you, my father,” I said to Ahimelech as we embraced outside in the bright morning sun in the courtyard.

“And you, my son,” he said, looking at me sadly but still with great fear. “And may he bless your kingdom forever.”


I looked deep into his eyes and he into mine. I saw tears welling up in his reddish eyelids and I felt a shudder of grief and fear crawling upwards from deep inside my gut. I turned and ran to the south looking back only once. It was enough to see the king’s servant standing in the doorway following my escape.
Once outside I could breathe a little easier. I stopped to eat some of the bread whispering a prayer to Yahweh knowing that this bread was his, given to him as a sacrifice by our people, a symbol of offering him the first of everything we owned. Only priests were allowed to eat this bread after it had been replaced by fresh bread for the offering. I drew Goliath’s sword out of its scabbard. It was huge and heavy, fit for a giant. Yet it was remarkably balanced so I knew that I would be able to make good use of it should I need to. And with a hard blow, it would shatter the poor weapons of Saul’s soldiers, unless they too were fortunate enough to have a Philistine-made sword. 
As I replaced it, I wondered if I would need it against the Jebusites. I could see their city from the small hilltop where I ate my breakfast. I sat down on a flat rock, a scrub brush scratching my shin and the mid-morning sun delivering heat with the intensity of a god imposing his will. I gazed at the city on the hill, a marvelous fortress. It had been a stronghold even in the days of Abraham, our Ancient Father, who had been blessed by Melchizedek, the priest-king whom we honored for his godliness and his kindness to our father. But the Jebusites were surly and afraid. Not that they didn’t have reason. Their land was surrounded by our people and remnants of the original tribes and clans that lived in these hills. We pressed in on them continually. Where the people from the other tribes slowly became part of our villages and communities and, through marriage, our families, the Jebusites remained apart because of this fortress. The land they farmed surrounding their city, mostly to the south of Jebus, was slowly being taken by our families establishing villages nearby. Only their stronghold had kept them from losing all their land and their status as a people. Settled on the prow of a hill and located almost exactly on the border between the land given to Benjamin and that given to Judah, this small city was a central location for all our people. Nob was no place for the Tent of Meeting and for the Ark of the Promise. But Jebus, now that would be a place fit for a king of the people of Yahweh -- a suitable fortress for the king and perfect home for the presence of Yahweh our God. The thought played sweetly in my head as laid back on the warming rock and drifted off into a pleasant half sleep. Gibeah would not be the royal city of David, the king of the Israelites. Nor Bethlehem. Too sleepy. It was still a half Bedouin village with its houses ringed in circles. Too quaint, too rural and unsophisticated. Too unprotected. No, Bethlehem would be the great king’s hometown and burial place but it would not be the royal city of David, the immortal king of all Israel and Judah. 

But Jebus, that would be a worthy royal city. Salem, that was its ancient name. Peace, the city of peace. There were banners on the paths leading up toward the grand gates in the high walls that protected the city. Goodness, the sun felt warm and strong. How pleasant it was here on this rock. The people were streaming from the country side into the city. There was peace in the land, no Philistines around. The people were smiling and happy and calling the king’s name. There was music and food. The gates and high walls. Jerusalem. I would call it Jerusalem. We would remember the days of Melchizedek. Pouring into the streets and markets. Look, the house of David. Grander than all the serens or kings of Philistia. Grand carved columns. High ceilings filled with the cedars from Lebanon. The smoke and smells of sacrifice. And there, yes over there, up on the high hill, that is the house of Yahweh. Built by David, the great king of all Israel and Judah. The temple of Yahweh. No more tent. No more fear. No more war. Yes, that would be delightful. Yahweh would be pleased. No more war. 
No more war? Yes, there had to be war. Jerusalem would never be without war. And soon. With that thought I jumped up.
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