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My name is David, and my story began in a small town called Bethlehem in ancient Israel.

When people first saw me, they did not expect very much. I was the youngest son in my family, and most of my days were spent far from the busy places where important decisions were made. While my older brothers trained as soldiers and worked in the fields, I cared for our sheep on the quiet hills outside the village.

Life as a shepherd required patience and courage. I watched the flock carefully, guiding them to fresh grass and protecting them from danger. Sometimes wild animals threatened the sheep, and I had to act quickly to keep them safe. Those long days in the fields also gave me time to think, pray, and sing songs of praise to God while playing my harp beneath the wide-open sky. 

At the time, I did not know that those quiet years were preparing me for something much greater.

God had a plan for my life that no one could see yet—not even me. That plan would lead me from the lonely hills of Bethlehem to the centre of great battles, through times of danger and adventure, and eventually to the throne of Israel.

Along the way, I would face giants, flee from enemies, lead armies, make mistakes, and learn many lessons about courage, responsibility, and trusting God.

This is the story of how my journey unfolded.

It is a story about faith, bravery, and the surprising ways God can use an ordinary person to accomplish extraordinary things.

The Story of David

My name is David, the youngest son of Jesse from the town of Bethlehem. When I think about the path my life has taken, I realise it began in quiet fields with sheep and cattle grazing under the wide sky. Before battles, before kingship, and before people spoke my name across the land, I was simply a shepherd boy.

My days began early. I led my father’s sheep across hills covered with grass and wildflowers. Shepherding required patience. Sheep wander easily, so I had to stay alert. I carried a staff to guide them and a sling to protect them from danger.

The fields taught me many lessons. When storms rolled across the hills, I learned to find shelter quickly. When predators came near, I had to act with courage. Once, a lion attacked one of the sheep. Another time, a bear appeared from behind the trees. I chased them away and rescued the animals they tried to carry off.

During those long hours alone, I spent much of my time thinking about God. The night sky stretched above me, filled with countless stars. Looking at them reminded me of the greatness of the Lord who created everything.

Music became another part of my life in those fields. I played a harp and composed songs as I watched the sheep graze. The melodies helped me express gratitude and wonder toward God.

At that time, Saul ruled as king over Israel. He had once been chosen by God to lead the nation, but his actions began drifting away from what the Lord desired.

One day, the prophet Samuel came to Bethlehem. My father invited him to our home, and my older brothers gathered before him. Samuel examined each one carefully, but he did not choose any of them.

“Are these all your sons?” he asked my father.

“There is still the youngest,” my father replied. “He is out in the fields watching the sheep.”

A messenger called for me. I arrived dusty from the pasture, not expecting anything unusual.

The Lord spoke to Samuel, telling him that I was the one chosen for a special purpose.

Samuel poured oil over my head, anointing me in front of my family. At that moment, I did not fully understand what it meant, but I sensed that God had placed a calling on my life.

After that day, I returned to the sheep. My responsibilities did not change immediately. Yet something had begun that would shape my future.

Not long afterwards, I was brought to King Saul’s palace for an unexpected reason. The king sometimes struggled with deep distress, and his servants believed music might help calm him.

Someone had heard about my skill with the harp.

I was invited to play for the king. When the troubling moods came upon him, I would play gentle melodies. The music seemed to ease his mind, and he allowed me to remain in his service.

Even while serving the king, I often returned home to help my father with the sheep. Life moved between the quiet fields of Bethlehem and the busy halls of the palace.

Then came the day that changed everything.

The armies of Israel and the Philistines faced each other across a valley called Elah. My older brothers served in the army, so my father sent me with food for them.

When I arrived at the camp, I heard loud shouting from the opposite hillside.

A giant warrior named Goliath stepped forward from the Philistine army. His armour shone in the sunlight, and his spear looked like a heavy beam. He challenged Israel to send one man to fight him. If their champion won, the Philistines would serve Israel. If Goliath won, Israel would serve them.

For forty days, he repeated this challenge.

But no one stepped forward.

When I heard his words, I felt troubled. The giant was not just insulting our army; he was mocking the God of Israel.

I asked the soldiers why no one had accepted the challenge.

My older brother Eliab became angry when he heard me speaking.

“Why have you come here?” he demanded. “Who is watching the sheep?” he continued. 

His words hurt, but I continued asking questions.

Soon, someone brought me before King Saul. I explained that I was willing to face the giant.

Saul looked doubtful.

“You are young,” he said. “This man has been a
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