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Chapter 1 — Blood in Bethlehem
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The dogs began barking before dawn.

David awoke instantly.

Not because of the barking itself. Dogs barked every night in Bethlehem. Foxes crept near the sheepfolds. Jackals prowled the hills. Thieves sometimes came down from the northern roads.

No.

This barking carried fear in it.

A frantic, choking terror.

David sat upright on his sleeping mat as cold air drifted through the stone house. Beside him, his younger cousins still slept beneath wool blankets. Outside, somewhere beyond the olive groves, men were shouting.

Then came the horn.

A long, low blast.

The village warning.

David’s father was already moving.

“Up!” Jesse barked, grabbing a spear from beside the doorway. “Move!”

The house exploded into motion.

Women seized children. Oil lamps flared. Clay cups shattered against the floor as someone stumbled in the darkness.

David snatched up his sling from the wall.

Another horn blast echoed across the hills.

Closer now.

Then came the screaming.

Not battle screams.

Terror.

The kind that tore itself from the throat before death.

Jesse froze.

Everyone in the room looked toward the door.

Outside, flames suddenly rose against the darkness.

Not dawn.

Fire.

“Philistines,” Jesse whispered.

The word poisoned the air.

David’s stomach tightened.

Philistines.

Iron men from the coast.

Raiders from Gath and Ekron.

Killers.

Jesse grabbed David by the shoulders.

“You stay with your mother.”

“I can fight.”

“You are fourteen.”

“I killed a wolf last winter.”

“A wolf is not a Philistine.”

Outside, another scream ended abruptly.

Jesse shoved a short bronze knife into David’s hand anyway.

“For your mother,” he said.

Then he disappeared into the night.

The village erupted.

David rushed to the doorway.

Bethlehem burned.

Fire leapt from rooftop to rooftop as armed figures stormed through the narrow paths between houses. Some carried torches. Others carried long spears and curved swords that gleamed red in the flames.

Philistines.

Even from a distance they looked different.

Taller.

Heavier.

Bronze helmets.

Round shields.

Iron blades.

David saw one of the village men rush forward with a farming spear.

The Philistine smashed the shield into his face, then drove a sword into his stomach.

The man folded silently into the dust.

David’s mother pulled him backward.

“Inside!”

“No!”

Another horn blast thundered across the valley.

Horses.

David heard horses.

The Philistines almost never used horses in hill country unless the raid was large.

Very large.

The smell of smoke thickened.

Children cried nearby.

A woman stumbled through the street carrying a baby soaked in blood.

David tightened his grip on the sling.

Fear flooded him.

Cold and sick.

But beneath it something else grew.

Rage.

He knew these hills.

Every rock.

Every path.

Every cave.

The Philistines did not belong here.

A crash shook the doorway.

Three villagers burst inside carrying an old man whose leg hung broken beneath him.

“They’re killing everyone near the well!” one shouted.

“Where is Saul’s army?”

“Too far north!”

A shape suddenly appeared outside the doorway.

A Philistine warrior.

Huge.

Broad shoulders beneath leather armor studded with bronze scales. His beard was braided with rings of bone. In one hand he carried a torch.

In the other, an axe.

He stared into the house.

The villagers froze.

The Philistine grinned.

Then he charged.

The axe slammed into the first villager before anyone could move.

Blood sprayed across the wall.

Women screamed.

David’s mother shoved him behind a grain basket.

The Philistine ripped the axe free and advanced deeper into the house.

David’s heart hammered wildly.

The warrior looked unstoppable.

Like a beast wearing armor.

The second villager lunged with a spear.

The Philistine hacked the spear shaft apart and buried the axe in the man’s chest.

The old man on the floor begged for mercy.

The Philistine kicked him aside.

David’s mother grabbed a clay oil lamp and hurled it.

The lamp shattered against the warrior’s shield.

Oil splashed harmlessly.

The Philistine turned toward her.

David saw the axe rise.

Time slowed.

He did not think.

He moved.

His hand plunged into the grain basket.

Smooth stones.

He loaded the sling.

The leather straps whipped around once.

Twice.

Faster.

The Philistine stepped toward his mother.

David released.

The stone cracked against the warrior’s temple with a sound like breaking pottery.

The Philistine staggered sideways.

Shock crossed his face.

He turned toward David—

A second stone struck his forehead.

This one hit harder.

The warrior collapsed against the doorway.

The axe slipped from his hand.

Silence filled the room.

Nobody moved.

The Philistine twitched once.

Then lay still.

David stared at him.

He had killed wolves before.

Killed jackals.

Never a man.

His mother grabbed him violently.

“We leave now!”

Outside, Bethlehem had become hell.

Fires consumed entire homes.

Bodies lay scattered across the village paths.

Philistine raiders dragged screaming prisoners together with ropes.

David spotted his older brother Eliab fighting beside the well.

Eliab slammed a spear through a raider’s throat before another Philistine tackled him into the mud.

David started forward.

His mother held him back.

“You die if you go there!”

“But Eliab—”

Another scream interrupted him.

A horseman burst through the smoke.

Unlike the others, this warrior wore iron scale armor blackened with soot. A crimson crest ran across his helmet.

Even the Philistines nearby moved aside for him.

Their leader.

The rider surveyed the burning village calmly.

As if inspecting livestock.

Then his gaze stopped on the dead warrior inside Jesse’s house.

The leader dismounted slowly.

He walked toward the doorway.

Toward David.

Every instinct screamed to run.

But David could not move.

The Philistine commander crouched beside the corpse, examining the shattered skull wound.

A sling kill.

His eyes lifted toward David.

Dark eyes.

Cold eyes.

The commander studied him silently.

Then, unexpectedly, he smiled.

“Who threw it?” he asked in rough Hebrew.

Nobody answered.

The commander stood.

“You?” he asked David directly.

David’s throat tightened.

Still he nodded.

The Philistine looked amused.

“A shepherd kills iron men now?”

David said nothing.

The commander stepped closer.

Up close he smelled of sweat, blood, and smoke.

“What is your name?”

David forced himself to answer.

“David.”

The commander stared at him another long moment.

Then distant horns sounded from the western hills.

Three short blasts.

Signal calls.

The raid was ending.

The commander glanced back toward the village.

His men were already gathering captives and loot.

He looked at David one final time.

“Remember this night, shepherd.”

Then he turned and walked away.

Moments later the Philistines withdrew into the darkness as quickly as they had come.

Leaving Bethlehem burning behind them.

Dawn slowly rose across the hills.

Smoke drifted through shattered streets.

Bodies covered the ground.

David walked among them numbly.

He found his father beside the outer wall.

Dead.

A spear through the ribs.

David knelt beside him in silence.

Around him, survivors wept and gathered the dead.

The world felt different now.

Harder.

Colder.

David stared east toward the distant coastal plains where the Philistine cities stood beyond the horizon.

Gath.

Ashkelon.

Ekron.

The lands of iron men.

He remembered the commander’s smile.

Remember this night, shepherd.

David clenched his bloody hands.

He would remember.

And one day, he would make the Philistines remember him too.
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Chapter 2 — The Iron Men
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The dead burned for two days.

Smoke hung above Bethlehem like a dark cloud sent by God Himself.

David carried bodies until his arms stopped feeling like flesh.

Men.
Women.
Children.
Some he knew.

Some were little more than charred shapes wrapped in burial cloth.

The Philistines had taken thirty captives.

Mostly young women and boys strong enough for labor.

Nobody expected to see them again.

The village elders spoke in whispers now.

Fear had settled over Bethlehem like winter frost.

Every man watched the western hills.

Waiting for the raiders to return.

David barely slept.

When he closed his eyes he saw fire.

Saw the axe rising toward his mother.

Saw his father lying in the dust with a spear through his chest.

And always he saw the Philistine commander smiling at him through the smoke.

Remember this night, shepherd.

David sharpened his sling stones until his fingers bled.



Three days after the raid, riders arrived from the north.

Israelite soldiers.

Word spread instantly through Bethlehem.

Saul’s army was gathering.

The Philistines were mobilizing for something far larger than raids.

War.

David stood among the villagers as the soldiers entered the settlement.

They looked exhausted.

Dust-covered.

Poorly armed.

Most carried bronze-tipped spears and cracked shields patched with leather strips. One man wore armor made from overlapping scraps of animal bone.

Nothing like the iron-clad warriors who had burned Bethlehem.

At their head rode a broad-shouldered officer with grey in his beard.

Abner.

Commander of Saul’s armies.

Even David knew the name.

Abner surveyed the ruined village grimly.

“How many?” he asked.

“Forty-three dead,” replied one elder.

“Captives?”

“Thirty.”

Abner cursed quietly.

“The Philistines strike deeper every month.”

One of the villagers spat into the dirt.

“Then where is Saul?”

Several soldiers stiffened immediately.

Abner’s expression hardened.

“The king gathers the tribes at Elah.”

“Too late for our dead.”

Abner dismounted slowly.

“You think we do not bury our own?” he growled.

Silence followed.

Nobody dared answer him.

David studied the commander carefully.

Abner looked dangerous.

Not because of armor or weapons.

Because of his eyes.

Tired eyes.

Eyes of a man who had seen too many battlefields.

Abner noticed David staring.

His gaze shifted to the sling hanging at the boy’s side.

“You killed one of them?”

David nodded.

“Lucky shot?”

“No.”

A few nearby villagers glanced nervously at David’s tone.

But Abner only grunted.

“You have brothers?”

“Three.”

“Living?”

“Yes.”

“Then bring them. Every fighting man marches.”

David’s mother stepped forward immediately.

“He is too young.”

Abner looked at David again.

“How old?”

“Fourteen.”

“Old enough to bleed.”

His words settled over the crowd like stones.

Because everyone knew they were true.



The march north began the next morning.

Hundreds joined the road from nearby villages.

Farmers.

Hunters.

Shepherds.

Old tribal fighters carrying weapons older than David himself.

This was Saul’s army.

Or what passed for one.

David marched beside Eliab through dry valleys and rocky hills beneath the burning sun.

At night they camped around small fires while stories spread through the ranks.

The Philistines were massing near the Valley of Elah.

Thousands of them.

Warriors from:

	Gath

	Ashdod

	Ekron

	Ashkelon


Some claimed chariots filled the plains “like locusts.”

Others spoke of giants.

Men nearly seven feet tall wearing iron scales.

David listened silently while sharpening sling stones beside the fire.

Eliab sat nearby cleaning his spear.

“You should not have come,” his brother muttered.

“I can fight.”

“You can throw stones.”

David said nothing.

Eliab glanced toward him.

“You’ve never seen a real battle.”

“No.”

“You think killing one raider makes you a warrior?”

David looked into the fire.

“No.”

Eliab snorted softly.

“That’s the smartest thing you’ve said all week.”

Despite everything, David smiled faintly.

It vanished quickly.

Because screams suddenly echoed through the darkness ahead.

The camp exploded into movement.

Men grabbed weapons.

Soldiers shouted.

David leapt to his feet.

Then riders burst through the camp perimeter.

Israelites.

Wounded.

Terrified.

“Philistine scouts!” one screamed.

“South ridge!”

Arrows suddenly hissed from the darkness.

One struck a man beside David directly through the throat.

Chaos erupted.

Philistine raiders stormed downhill screaming war cries.

Fast.

Disciplined.

Deadly.

David’s stomach clenched.

This was not like Bethlehem.

This was organized warfare.

A Philistine warrior smashed into the camp line with shield and sword, cutting down two Israelites almost instantly.

Another drove a spear through a fleeing shepherd.

Men panicked everywhere.

The Philistines pressed hard, using tight formations around overlapping shields.

David saw instantly why Israel feared them.

These were professionals.

Not farmers pretending to be soldiers.

Eliab shoved David backward.

“Stay behind me!”

A Philistine charged them.

Eliab blocked the sword strike barely in time.

Bronze crashed against iron.

The impact nearly tore the spear from Eliab’s hands.

The Philistine attacked again immediately.

Relentless.

David loaded his sling instinctively.

The world narrowed.

Noise faded.

The stone flew.

Crack.

The Philistine stumbled sideways.

Eliab rammed his spear into the warrior’s stomach.

Blood splashed across both brothers.

The fighting intensified.

Torches spun wildly through darkness.

Men screamed.

Steel rang constantly.

David ducked beneath a sword swing and smashed another sling stone into a raider’s jaw.

The man dropped instantly.

Someone nearby shouted:

“Shield wall! SHIELD WALL!”

Abner’s voice.

Israelite soldiers rallied around the commander near the center of camp.

Unlike the panicked militia, Abner’s veterans held formation.

Spears outward.

Shields locked.

The Philistines crashed against them.

For the first time the raiders slowed.

Abner fought like a beast.

His sword split helmets.

His shield smashed teeth from faces.

“Hold the line!” he roared.

More Israelites rallied around him.

The battle turned slowly.

The Philistines realized surprise had failed.

A horn sounded from the ridge.

Retreat signal.

The raiders withdrew quickly and cleanly, dragging wounded comrades with them.

Then they vanished into darkness.

Just like that.

Leaving the camp littered with bodies.

David stood trembling.

Covered in blood.

Breathing hard.

Not all of it was his.

Eliab stared at him.

“You hit two.”

David nodded silently.

Eliab looked away for a moment.

Then finally:

“Maybe you belong here after all.”



The army reached the Valley of Elah three days later.

David stopped dead when he saw it.

Two massive armies faced each other across the valley floor.

Israelite camps lined the eastern ridge.

Philistine banners covered the western hills.

Thousands of men.

Spears glittering beneath the sun.

Smoke rising from hundreds of campfires.

And there—

At the front of the Philistine line—

Stood the iron men.

Heavy infantry in scale armor.

Tower shields.

Long spears.

Perfect formation.

Silent.

Watching.

David felt fear crawl into his stomach again.

Because for the first time he understood the truth.

Bethlehem had not been attacked by monsters.

Those had only been scouts.

This—

This was the real Philistine war machine.
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Chapter 3 — Valley of Fear
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The Valley of Elah smelled of sweat, smoke, and death waiting to happen.

David stood among thousands of Israelites on the eastern ridge as the sun rose red above the hills.

Below them stretched the battlefield.

Wide.
Dry.
Silent.
Two armies watched each other across the valley floor like wolves circling before a kill.

To the west stood the Philistines.

Their camp looked organized with terrifying precision.

Shield walls.
Supply wagons.
Horse lines.
Blacksmith fires burning day and night.
Iron everywhere.

Even from a distance David could hear the hammering of their forges.

The Israelites had no forges.

No armorers.

No discipline like that.

Saul’s army looked like what it truly was:
tribes gathered in desperation.
Farmers with spears.

Hunters with bows.

Old warriors wearing cracked bronze.

The Philistines looked like conquerors.



David spent the morning carrying water between defensive lines while Saul’s officers barked orders across the camp.

Arguments broke out constantly.

Men from Ephraim refused commands from Judah.

Benjamin warriors nearly fought Danite tribesmen over food rations.

Nothing felt united.

Only fear united them.

David passed wounded soldiers from the earlier night attack.

One man had lost both eyes to a Philistine axe.

Another lay shaking with fever where a spear wound had rotted black around the edges.

Everywhere he heard the same whispers.

Iron men.

Giants.

Chariots.

Death.

Near midday, horns suddenly echoed from the Philistine ridge.

The entire Israelite camp stiffened.

Soldiers rushed toward the valley edge.

David followed.

The Philistine army was moving.

Not attacking.

Parting.

Ranks of armored infantry slowly separated down the center.

A single figure emerged.

At first David thought it was a horse.

Then he realized it was a man.

A giant.

The warrior descended the western slope with slow deliberate steps.

Every movement carried enormous weight.

Bronze scale armor covered his chest like the hide of some monstrous beast. A spear thicker than most men’s wrists rested across his shoulder.

His helmet gleamed beneath the sun.

A shield bearer walked ahead of him carrying a tower shield nearly as tall as David himself.

Murmurs spread through the Israelite ranks instantly.

“Goliath...”

“The giant...”

“God save us...”

David stared.

The stories had not exaggerated him.

The warrior looked less human than carved from stone.

Goliath stopped in the center of the valley.

Then he roared.

The sound rolled across the battlefield like thunder.

“ISRAEL!”

Even the hills seemed to shake.

Goliath planted his spear into the earth.

“I am Goliath of Gath!”

His voice carried easily across the valley.

“Champion of the Philistines!”

The giant swept his gaze across Saul’s army with open contempt.

“Why should thousands die today?”

He spread his arms.

“Send me one man.”

Silence.

Goliath laughed.

“One man to fight me!”

He pounded his fist against his armored chest.

“If he kills me, we serve Israel!”

His grin widened slowly.

“But if I kill him...”

He pointed his spear toward the Israelite ridge.

“...you kneel before us forever.”

No one moved.

David glanced around.

Men avoided even looking toward the valley floor.

Some stared at the ground.

Others quietly backed away from the ridge.

Goliath laughed again.

The sound echoed brutally.

“Where is your king?”

Still no answer.

Then Saul finally appeared atop the ridge surrounded by guards.

David studied him carefully for the first time.

The king of Israel looked exhausted.

Tall.

Powerful once perhaps.

But tired.

Haunted.

Saul stared at Goliath with an expression David could not read.

Fear perhaps.

Or memory.

Goliath lifted his spear toward Saul directly.

“I know you, King Saul!”

The Philistine ranks laughed behind him.

“I heard you were taller than other Hebrews!”

More laughter.

“But now you hide behind boys and shepherds!”

Humiliation spread visibly through the Israelite ranks.

David saw rage flare across Saul’s face.

For one moment he thought the king might actually descend into the valley himself.

Instead Saul turned away.

Goliath spat into the dust.

“Cowards.”

Then the giant withdrew slowly back toward the Philistine lines.

The moment he disappeared, noise exploded across the Israelite camp.

Arguments.

Shouting.

Panic.

David overheard officers demanding volunteers.

None came forward.

Not one.



That night fear spread like plague.

Campfires burned low.

Men whispered prayers.

Others sharpened weapons with shaking hands.

David sat beside Eliab near the edge of camp.

His brother drank heavily from a wineskin.

“Has anyone fought him before?” David asked.

Eliab laughed bitterly.

“You think that thing is a man?”

“He bleeds.”

“So does a lion.”

David looked toward the distant Philistine fires.

“He can be killed.”

Eliab stared at him carefully.

“You actually believe that.”

“Yes.”

“Then you’re a fool.”

Nearby soldiers overheard.

One older warrior leaned closer.

“You know what he did at Aphek?” the man whispered.

David shook his head.

The veteran swallowed hard.

“He split a man from shoulder to stomach with one blow.”

Another soldier spoke quietly.

“I saw him crush a skull with his bare hand.”

A third muttered:

“His spear goes through shields.”

Silence followed.

Fear thickened around the fire.

David listened.

But part of him drifted elsewhere.

Back to Bethlehem.

Back to his father’s corpse.

Back to the Philistine commander smiling through flames.

He remembered the dead children.

The captives dragged away in chains.

And now this giant stood below them mocking all Israel.

David’s jaw tightened.

“He’s only a man,” he said quietly.

The veterans stared at him like he was insane.

Eliab shook his head.

“You really are still a shepherd.”



The next morning Goliath returned.

And the next.

And the next.

Forty days.

Every dawn the giant emerged into the valley.

Every day he mocked Israel.

Every day nobody answered.

Morale collapsed steadily.

Men deserted nightly.

Some tribes threatened to abandon Saul entirely.

Philistine confidence grew stronger with each sunrise.

David watched it all while carrying supplies through camp.

And slowly something inside him changed.

Not courage.

Something colder.

Anger.

Because every day Goliath stood alive felt like another village burning somewhere behind them.

Another Bethlehem.

Another family buried.

On the fortieth morning David climbed the ridge carrying bread and dried grain for his brothers.

The valley below shimmered beneath brutal sunlight.

Horns sounded again.

Philistine ranks parted.

Goliath emerged once more.

The giant’s armor flashed like fire.

He stopped in the center of the valley and raised his spear toward Israel.

“Well?” he thundered.

“Has fear eaten every Hebrew heart?”

The Philistine army roared with laughter.

David looked around him.

Thousands of Israelite warriors.

And all of them silent.

Goliath grinned.

Then his eyes slowly swept across the ridge.

And stopped.

Directly on David.

Even at that distance the young shepherd felt it.

Recognition.

The giant pointed his spear.

“You.”

David froze.

Goliath’s grin widened beneath his helmet.

“The shepherd from Bethlehem.”

Nearby soldiers turned toward David immediately.

Confused murmurs spread.

The giant laughed deeply.

“I remember you.”

A cold wind seemed to pass through David’s body.

Goliath lowered the spear slightly.

“Come down here, boy.”

The Philistine army erupted with cruel amusement.

Goliath spread his arms wide.

“Or are all Israelites cowards?”
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Chapter 4 — The Giant
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The laughter of the Philistines rolled across the valley like thunder.

Thousands of voices.

Mocking.
Cruel.
Certain of victory.
David stood frozen on the ridge while every eye in the Israelite camp turned toward him.

Some soldiers laughed nervously.

Others looked horrified.

Eliab shoved through the crowd carrying his spear.

“What are you doing here?” his brother hissed. “Get back to the supply lines.”

David did not answer.

Below them Goliath paced slowly across the valley floor like a predator scenting blood.

“Come, shepherd!” the giant roared.

His voice echoed against the cliffs.

“Bring your sling!”

The Philistine army laughed again.

David’s jaw tightened.

Eliab grabbed his arm hard.

“You think this is a game?”

David stared down at the giant.

“I’ve seen him before.”

“So what?”

“He was at Bethlehem.”

That stopped Eliab cold.

For a moment neither brother spoke.

Then Eliab looked back toward Goliath.

“You’re certain?”

David nodded once.

The older warrior’s face darkened.

“He killed Father?”

“I don’t know.”

“But he was there.”

Goliath slammed his spear against his shield again.

“WHERE IS YOUR COURAGE, ISRAEL?”

No answer came.

Saul’s officers looked away in humiliation.

David felt something twist inside him.

Not fear now.

Disgust.

The giant stood below them insulting every tribe in Israel while thousands hid behind rocks and shields.

David stepped forward.

Eliab caught him immediately.

“No.”

David pulled free.

“No?”

“You’ll die before you touch him.”

“Maybe.”

“That’s not bravery. That’s stupidity.”

David looked at his brother calmly.

“Then why has nobody else gone?”

Eliab had no answer.

Because everyone knew the truth.

Nobody believed Goliath could be beaten.



Word spread through the camp within minutes.

The shepherd boy from Bethlehem wanted to face the giant.

Soldiers gathered everywhere as David crossed toward Saul’s command tent.

Some laughed openly.

Others stared at him with pity.

A few whispered prayers.

Inside the command enclosure stood King Saul surrounded by officers and tribal elders.

Arguments filled the tent.

“We retreat east.”

“If we retreat, they take the roads.”

“Then we attack.”

“Attack what? Iron walls?”

Abner noticed David first.

His tired eyes narrowed.

“What is this?”

One guard answered:

“The shepherd boy says he’ll fight.”

Laughter erupted immediately among several officers.

Saul did not laugh.

The king studied David silently.

“You are Jesse’s son.”

David nodded.

Saul remembered Bethlehem.

David saw it in his face.

The burned villages.
The dead.
“You wish to fight Goliath?”

“Yes.”

One elder barked angrily:

“This is madness!”

Another sneered:

“He’s a child.”

David ignored them all.

Saul rose slowly from his chair.

The king towered over most men in the tent, but exhaustion clung to him like chains.

“You know what stands below this ridge?”

“A man.”

“A killer.”

“All Philistines are killers.”

Abner folded his arms.

“You’ve seen battle once. Goliath has fought wars since before you were born.”

David met his gaze steadily.

“And yet he still bleeds.”

Silence settled over the tent.

Saul walked closer.

“You think God protects you?”

David considered the question carefully.

Then answered honestly.

“No.”

Several officers exchanged confused looks.

Saul narrowed his eyes.

“Then why go?”

David’s voice hardened.

“Because if nobody fights him, Israel is already dead.”

The words struck the tent like hammer blows.

Even Abner went silent.

David pointed toward the valley.

“He stands there every day because he knows we fear him.”

Saul stared at the young shepherd for a very long time.

Then quietly:

“What weapon do you choose?”

David lifted his sling.

Several men groaned aloud.

One officer muttered:

“This is insanity.”

Saul almost smiled for the first time in weeks.

“A sling against iron armor?”

“I don’t intend to hit the armor.”

Abner’s eyes sharpened slightly at that.

The commander finally saw it.

The boy was not fearless.

Far worse.

He was calm.



The camp exploded into chaos after Saul accepted the challenge.

Word spread through both armies almost instantly.

The Israelites gathered along the ridge in disbelief.

Across the valley, Philistine soldiers laughed and shouted insults when they saw David emerge.

Goliath himself stared in open amusement.

The giant removed his helmet slowly.

“You send a child?”

David walked downhill alone.

No armor.

No shield.

Only:

	sling

	shepherd’s pouch

	knife


The valley suddenly felt enormous.

Every step echoed inside David’s chest.

He heard thousands watching him.

Waiting.

Praying.

Mocking.

The wind blew dust across the battlefield.

Goliath planted his spear and laughed deeply.

“I thought Saul might come
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