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Jediael and Hoshobiah were my captors and rescuers. Even after they released me from my bonds, it seemed they could never quite make up their minds whether they should worship me or kill me. I suppose that is the way with everything we fear and honor. 

“Why did you not kill me?” I asked as we sat on stones near the warming fire, eating our breakfast of cold, stolen sheep.


“We should have,” grunted the burly one named Hoshobiah.


“Shut up,” ordered knife man Jediael, “You are so stupid, telling the king of Israel and Judah that you were stupid enough to think about killing him! You are lucky he hasn’t taken your head for striking him down last night.”


“I’m not the king of Israel or Judah,” I said simply. It seemed long ago that such thoughts could even enter my head. “I’m a fugitive just like you. Except, I have the king and all his army after me.”


“We will defend you, my lord,” said Hoshobiah.


“Will you shut your stupid mouth up?” demanded Jediael. “You going to defend our own little king here with your big stick? The first soldier come over that and you be gone like a stray dog.”


“Never!” shouted Hoshobiah. And they might have gone at each other if I hadn’t stopped them.

“Hoshobiah is right about this,” I said, “We don’t have enough men and weapons to defend ourselves if we are found. But, surely in the kingdom there are other men in our position. Men who are wandering, lost and have nothing left to lose but their lives.” 

An idea had been growing in my head. I might have my army after all; an army with desperation and motivation like no other. The thought cheered me for the first time since being tossed from the gates of Gath. 


“There is a cave nearby,” said Jediael softly. I was coming to like and respect this man who thought like a warrior. “It is deep, well hidden. There is a spring nearby. It is near the top of a steep ridge and with some work, it could be very defensible—a stronghold.”


“Where is it?” I asked.


“Near Adullam, only an hour from here.”

And so a plan was born. Hoshobiah who was stronger in arm and back than in the head, would go to the cave at Adullam and make certain it was empty of ruffians like ourselves. If he found any, he would try to persuade them to join up with us, even if it meant persuading them with the blunt end of his stick. Jediael and I would travel around for a few days, staying out of villages, but meeting the farmers on this hilly, uprising land that lay between Philistia and Judah. We would seek out those who were in hiding, who were fearful, who had no hope except the slim and bitter prospect we had to offer. I cautioned them not to mention my name until they were absolutely certain of the loyalty of our new friends. The last thing we needed now was to have Saul discover that not only was I alive and well, but that I was recruiting a rebel army.
As we traveled in the Shephelah we found many eager to join any opposition to Saul. But while there was much hatred for Saul it was for different reasons.

“There is too much fighting without victory,” one older farmer told me. “We are always afraid of the Philistines. Why does Yahweh not rescue us? I will tell you why,” he ranted, “Because Saul does not honor Yahweh. Look what happened with Agag, the king of Amalek. Saul was more concerned about booty than obeying Yahweh! He should have killed him instead of wringing him dry. Old Samuel had to come along and do Yahweh’s work.”

Another complained because Saul was a Benjamite. “You cannot trust those Benjamites, I tell you, you cannot trust them. My father’s father once bought a donkey off one of those thieves and he was told it was healthy. Well, he got it home and a week later it died. There is no honor in Benjamin, I tell you, no honor. Thieves and liars. We will not be a strong people until a son of Judah becomes our king. We hoped for David, we prayed to Yahweh for David, but now where is he? We hear nothing. He marries the king’s daughter and now we hear nothing.”
Though I tried my hardest to hide my identity, it was only a matter of time before rumors began to grow that David had visited the village disguised as a rebel. Then the rumors grew, added to bits of information flowing from Gibeah, that David was indeed a rebel. David sightings multiplied. It became more dangerous for me to accomplish my mission of seeking out the strong and dispossessed, but the good side of it was it became easier to recruit. We learned where to find those whose desperation matched our own and soon discovered a network of people who would say the right words at the right time. Soon, strong and brave men were finding us. Our ranks grew and I went to join Hoshobiah at the cave, taking with me three dozen men. Some were just boys, some were almost too old to fight, but most were strong, healthy and eager. 

Hoshobiah had done wonders with our new home. His strong arms had lifted stones into battlements in front of the entrance at various levels down the ridge. An attacking army would have to scale one well defended wall after another to reach our stronghold. I congratulated him mightily and he beamed with pride. Here was a man I would want near my side in the battles to come.

Within weeks, men were streaming to us. There were so many that we spread out into other caves in the area. I sent some of those least able to fight home.
“No, David, don’t send me from you,” one older man cried bitterly. “I want to be with you when Yahweh does his great work in you. You will set us free, David. Don’t send me away.”

I promised him that when we did not need to hide in caves but could live in the open and in the towns and villages I would send for him and he would have a place of honor near me.

When men came they brought food with them. Sheep, goats, rolls of cheese, figs, pomegranates, olive oil and grain. One day, as I was training a group of young warriors in the art of swordsmanship with the sticks we used as swords, one of my officers came running up.

“David, come quick!” 
I ran after him down the steep pathways we had carved into the rock as part of the defense of our stronghold. Near the bottom I saw a large group surrounded by some of my men. I stopped. There was an old man and woman, lots of sheep and goats, a group of men with wives and children. Several of the men wore the helmets and armor of the army of Israel. I saw them looking up at me. Could it be? I focused on the old man, bent, white-haired, wearing a heavy blue robe. I saw him looking back at me and I felt my knees go soft as butter. Jesse! My own dear father and mother. I ran down the steep path as fast as I could and in moments I was buried in the arms of my father and sobbing into his robe.

“Has Saul threatened you?” I finally asked after regaining my composure.

“No, it is not Saul we fear today but the Philistines. They have taken Bethlehem and established a garrison there.” It was Abinadab speaking. The men with Jesse were my brothers and their families. 

“Did not Saul’s army come to protect you?” I asked, stunned by the news that Bethlehem had been lost.

“Why should Saul protect the town of his sworn enemy?” The voice tinged with bitterness was Eliab’s.

“My brother,” I turned to him. “I am pleased to see you and your family. “But I am surprised that you would come to my rescue.”

“You flatter yourself, David,” his anger more evident than ever. “What do you think the prospects in the kingdom are for a brother of a traitor and usurper.”

“Eliab!” Abinadab and Shammah together called out to him to be quiet. I walked slowly toward him an anger seething within me that was ignited by his animosity toward me the day Goliath lost his head. 

“My brother,” I said quietly my face directly in his. “Do not be fooled. If you do not think I would run my sword through any man, any man, who will not obey me and show me respect then you do not understand what it means to be a prince, even in the kingdom of the cave of Adullam.”

My hand was on my sword, and his on his. He glared back at me, his face quivering with his anger and resentment.

“Now, my brother,” I continued. “I offer you this choice. Accept that Yahweh has appointed me leader of this band of outlaws including this entire family, including you, or leave at once with your family and return to King Saul. Then you can tell him where his sworn enemy, the usurper and his whole family are hiding and no doubt you will earn a great reward in the kingdom.” 
There was silence on the hillside as we stared into each other’s eyes. Then he dropped his head, and heavily sank to his knees.
“Forgive me, David, my lord,” he said, his face pointed to my feet, “For I know that Yahweh has anointed you and I am angry for what he has given you.”
I pulled him up by the shoulders and looked into his face again.

“Eliab, we are brothers. From now on whatever Yahweh has in store for us, we will share. If it is battle and bloody death, we will share it. If it is riches and glory, we will share it, for we are brothers.” 

My beggar and hoodlum army had grown to over four hundred men. Even though we were well supplied by our supporters in the villages near Adullam, I knew it was only a matter of time before word got back to Saul where I was and he would seek me out. A siege would be devastating. We not only had to fear Saul, but the Philistines as well because it was clear they were pressing their advantage and were on the offensive again. Taking my home village of Bethlehem was a blow that seemed aimed at my very heart. I pondered and prayed to Yahweh for answers, but none came. I thought about returning to Ahimelech in Nob to consult the Urim and Thummim to find out Yahweh’s direction. Nob was too close to Gibeah and I could not risk the trip.
Still, life in the stronghold of the cave took on a form of normalcy and we gathered together to worship Yahweh. We had no priest with us to offer a sacrifice, but my family had brought an old kinnor of mine with them and I was overjoyed to once again find comfort in its soft chords. I found time to be alone with Yahweh and my kinnor and my heart poured out all the questions and fears and exaltations that were in me in these words, which I taught to everyone in the cave so we could worship together:

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me,


For in you my soul takes refuge.


I will take refuge in the shadow of your wings


Until the disaster has passed.


I cry out to God Most High,


To God, who fulfills his purpose in me,


He sends from heaven and saves me,


Rebuking those who hotly pursue me;


God sends his love and his faithfulness.


I am in the midst of lions;


I lie among ravenous beasts—


Men whose teeth are spears and arrows,


Whose tongues are sharp swords.


Be exalted, O God, above the heavens;


Let your glory be over all the earth.


They spread a net for my feet—


I was bowed down in distress.

They dug a pit in my path—


But they have fallen into it themselves.


My heart is steadfast, O God,


My heart is steadfast;


I will sing and make music.


Awake my soul! Awake, harp and lyre!


I will awaken the dawn.


I will praise you, O Yahweh, among the nations;


I will sing of you among the peoples,


For great is your love, reaching to the heavens;


Your faithfulness reaches to the skies.


Be exalted, O God, above the heavens;


Let your glory be over all the earth.

The men began vying for positions of honor in our outlaw army. Fights would break out between men just like stags in the rut. I did not discourage these battles because the men needed preparation for the battles that were certain to come, even though sometimes these ended with serious injuries. These little conflicts for glory and attention took a new turn one day when I was talking with a group of men about my disgust over the occupation of Bethlehem. I recalled the sweet, cool water that we drew from the well near the gate of the village and said, “Oh, that someone would get me a drink of water from the well near the gate of Bethlehem!”


The next night, as we were singing by the fire outside the entrance to the cave, the guard from the entrance to the stronghold brought three of my mightiest warriors. They were bloodied, filthy and exhausted. One had to be nearly carried because neck and shoulder wounds were still bleeding beneath the dirty bandages and had weakened him to near death. They carried a pitcher with them. 


“My lord,” Mahari, one of the three said, “Here is your water from the gate of Bethlehem.”


I stared at him in disbelief. I looked at the others and through their grimy, bloody faces they smiled the deep satisfaction of victory. They had gone through the Philistine sentries, through the lines, right to the heart of the Philistine garrison to the well and drawn water. For me. How many Philistines lay dead in their path? What risks they took because I so casually asked for a drink from my childhood well.


I took the pitcher from their hands and I turned the pitcher over and let the precious, sweet water flow onto the ground between us. 


“My Lord Yahweh,” I said, lifting my eyes to the heavens. “I pour this water out to You as these men have poured their lives out to me. I cannot drink it. Far be it from me to drink it. Is this not the blood of these who went at the risk of their lives?”


That night as I lay in my bed watching the embers of the fire in the cave die down, I thought about my situation and what it meant. These brave and good men were so willing to please me that they would risk their lives on the basis of a casual comment. I knew in my heart there was a temptation to let the power I had over them overwhelm me, to begin to depend on it, to enjoy it, to misuse it. Instead, I pondered it and was uncomfortable. I did not know why my first instinct was to pour the water out to Yahweh and to refuse to drink it, but I know that by doing that the men understood that I wanted no one to take unnecessary risks just to please me, to gain my attention or to receive honors. I wanted them to know that this was about Yahweh and, if I was forced to fight Saul and his army, it was about establishing a kingdom that would honorably hold the promises Yahweh had given to our fathers. It wasn’t about me, about power, about dynasties, about glory, about conquering. It was to be about and for Yahweh or it would be better that we all die.
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