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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      In writing The 5 Stones of David, I set out to honor one of the most iconic and beloved stories in sacred scripture: the rise of a shepherd boy who defeated an unbeatable giant.

      As I approached David’s story, I did so with reverence for the biblical text. I carefully followed the events as they are recorded in the scriptures and tried to stay true to them as much as possible. At the end of each chapter, I include the verses from the Bible that inspired that section. But like every great tale passed down through time, the Bible leaves spaces between the lines—gaps in the story where imagination must walk hand in hand with faith.

      This book is the result of stepping into those gaps. It is not a retelling, but a reimagining. It is what might have happened, woven with what we know did. I spent time in the silent spaces where scripture doesn’t speak. I thought about David and imagined the fears that were never written, the conversations that shaped him, and the experiences that helped prepare him for his divine destiny. I then repeated that process for King Saul, the prophet Samuel, and the other characters in the story.

      Many of the songs and prayers found in the book of Psalms were written by David—the same shepherd, warrior, and king whose story fills these pages. Though we cannot always know exactly when in his life each psalm was penned, their timeless truths reflect the very soul of his journey. At the beginning of each chapter, I’ve included a verse from one of David’s psalms that speaks to the moment—echoing the lessons learned, the battles faced, or the quiet reflections that shaped him.

      In that sense, this book belongs to a new kind of genre—perhaps best described as “faith-based historical fiction with a self-help soul.” While rooted in ancient history and sacred tradition, it also speaks to the modern reader’s heart. Beneath the shepherding and anointing oil are lessons for each of us: how to cultivate vision, summon courage, persevere through trials, prepare with purpose, and live with faith. These are not just David’s stones—they are ours too.

      As you read David’s story, it may help to ask yourself: What giant am I facing in my life right now? The lessons David learns on his journey are eternal and, just as they strengthened a young shepherd, can strengthen you as well.

      May this book inspire you not only to learn of David’s story, but to discover your own, as you face the giants in your own life today and in the future.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        “Then he took his staff in his hand, chose five smooth stones from the stream, put them in the pouch of his shepherd’s bag and, with his sling in his hand, approached the Philistine.”

        1 Samuel 17:40

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      Three thousand years ago, a small shepherd boy walked alone onto a battlefield, ready to face the most feared enemy of his time, a giant of epic size and strength. Against all odds—and in the face of certain defeat—he did not falter. Without armor, without experience, and without fear, he stepped forward and achieved the impossible, changing the course of history forever.

      
        
        How did he do it?

      

      

      
        
        This is his story…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          THE KING

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “You save the humble but bring low

        those whose eyes are haughty.”

        —Psalm 18:27

      

      

      

      The sun blazed over the battlefield, its golden rays reflecting off the king’s polished armor. The enemy’s banners lay trampled in the dust, their warriors scattered or slain. Around him, Israel’s soldiers roared in triumph—their voices a song of victory that carried on the wind.

      King Saul stood tall in his chariot, the crown glinting on his brow. He raised his sword high, the blade still marked with the blood of his enemies. “The Lord has delivered us!” he shouted, his voice carrying over the tumult. The soldiers answered with cheers, their faces alight with pride and adoration.

      This was Saul at his height—the chosen king, the anointed leader of Israel. He had united the tribes, defeated their enemies, and restored the people’s faith in their own strength and in the Lord’s promises. But as the cheers rose around him, Saul’s thoughts were not on the Lord’s deliverance, but on the glory of his crown and the magnitude of his victories.

      From the edge of the battlefield, Samuel, the prophet of Israel, stood silently watching the scene. His weathered face betrayed no outward emotion, but his eyes lingered on Saul with a thoughtful and solemn expression. The prophet’s heart was burdened, for he knew a dangerous secret: the king was losing the Lord’s blessing.

      Oblivious to that fact, King Saul stood on his chariot, soaking in the people’s praise, blind to how far he had already fallen.

      A sudden gust of wind stirred the field, lifting dust and the remnants of torn banners into the air. It condensed into a narrow, concentrated whirlwind near Saul’s chariot, causing the horses to neigh and rear slightly. Saul turned, frowning as he tightened his grip on the reins. “Steady!” he yelled to the animals with a sharp voice.

      Samuel watched the column of dust intently. The movement was unnaturally contained, as though formed by unseen hands into a swirling pillar. The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end, and his heart quickened. It was not the first time he had witnessed such a sign—an omen of warning, a divine message to those who were willing to listen.

      The whirlwind hovered ominously in front of Saul for an instant and then dissolved. The king dismissed it with a scoff. “It’s just the wind,” he said aloud, waving a hand dismissively at the settling dust. His tone carried a hint of irritation, betraying his annoyance that nature itself had dared to disrupt his moment of triumph.

      The prophet’s lips pressed into a tight line, his eyes troubled. In his heart, he felt the Lord’s sorrow, knowing the gust had not been mere coincidence but a rebuke—a warning to the king’s increasing pride and disobedience.

      Saul dismounted from his chariot, striding toward Samuel with a triumphant smile. “Look, Samuel!” the king said, gesturing to the battlefield. “The Lord has delivered the Amalekites into my hands, just as He promised. The people rejoice, and Israel is victorious once again.”

      Samuel’s eyes shifted to the soldiers, who were herding captured livestock—sheep, oxen, and camels—into makeshift pens. The prophet’s face hardened. “You were commanded to destroy everything, Saul, every man, every beast. The Lord said that nothing was to remain.”

      The king’s smile faltered, but only for a heartbeat. He waved a hand dismissively. “This is what the Lord’s people want. Am I not called to serve them? Don’t worry Samuel, the best of the livestock will be sacrificed to the Lord as a tribute. Is that not fitting for the God who granted us this victory?”

      Samuel turned his eyes from the livestock to address Saul directly, his voice calm but firm. “Obedience is better than sacrifice, Saul. You know this. The Lord was specific that you destroy all the spoils of war. It is not wise to put your own ambitions over the will of the Lord. How many times have I been sent to remind you of this?”

      Before Saul could answer, their attention was drawn towards a nearby commotion. Two soldiers were struggling with a man in chains who fought them violently.

      Samuel’s eyes widened at the sight before turning his attention back to the Saul. “And why is the king of the Amalekites, still alive?” he said with an increasingly firm tone.

      Saul’s expression changed into a self-assured smirk. “Ah, yes—King Agag. A fine trophy of war, is he not? His capture will send a message to our enemies. The people needed to see their king victorious, not just in battle, but in power.”

      Samuel was almost stunned into silence by Saul’s brazen defiance of the Lord’s commands, but he felt something in his heart prompting him to speak. The prophet took a step forward, his voice full of an unseen authority. “Saul, your continued disobedience will be your downfall. I fear you have been rejected by the Lord and your days as king will soon come to an end.”

      If the king heard Samuel’s words, he did not seem affected by them. He was already turning away, calling out orders to his men, his voice filled with the confidence of a man who was convinced he had done what was right.

      Samuel remained still, his thoughts swirling like the dust storm he had just seen. He whispered a prayer under his breath, his heart heavy with foreboding.
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        * * *

      

      That night, as the camp celebrated, the prophet Samuel sat alone by the dying embers of the fire. The sounds of laughter and song rang hollow in his ears. He had seen the cracks in Saul’s faith, the subtle unraveling of a man who had once trusted the Lord but now only sought glory for himself. And though the wind had stilled, its warning continued to swirl in Samuel’s thoughts.

      As he sat in silence, the prophet suddenly heard a soft and familiar voice in his mind: “It is enough. I have rejected Saul as king and chosen another—a man after my own heart. Prepare yourself to anoint a new king of Israel.”

      Samuel was accustomed to receiving guidance from the Lord, but hearing these words caused his heart to sink. Though he had expected this moment was coming, hearing the Lord confirm it caused a deep sorrow to come over him. He stared into the fire, its flickering light reflected in his eyes. “So, the Lord has decided to move on from Saul,” he said as his mind started to process the full impact of what that meant.

      The demands of the prophet’s divine calling were taxing: so many nights spent alone, praying for a nation lost in its own pride, followed by the burden of delivering truths that nobody wanted to hear. How could he tell the people that the king they had longed for, their champion in battle, the man chosen by the Lord, was now rejected? At the very height of his power and popularity with the people, Saul had lost the blessing of the One who had called him.

      A loud crackle from the fire pulled the prophet from his thoughts. He looked up to see the fire shifting unnaturally, its flames twisting into recognizable shapes. Samuel looked more closely, trying to make sense of the forming patterns. In the dancing flames, he could see something: the image of a lone tree on a hillside, a boy resting beneath its branches. The scene remained for a moment, and then the embers shimmered again, changing from one image to another: first into the form of a harp, then a winding road, and then into the towering silhouette of a giant. As the flames began to return to normal, Samuel could see the faint image of a crown falling to the floor. The full meaning of the images was elusive, but the final message was undeniable—Saul had fallen, the time had come to call a new king.

      In the distance, Samuel could hear the king’s laughter echoing through the camp, loud and unrestrained, the sound of a man unaware that the Lord’s favor had begun to slip away and whose days on the throne would soon come to an end. Samuel’s heart sank, knowing that in the morning he would have to deliver the Lord’s rebuke to the king.

      Samuel whispered into the night, his voice carrying both prophecy and regret: “Oh Saul. You were destined for greatness, but your pride has caused you to fall. The crown may rest on your head today, but it is not yours to keep. The Lord has chosen another, and the course of history will change.”
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        * * *

      

      Scriptures influencing this chapter:

      
        
        ·  1 Samuel 15:1-3 – The Lord’s instructions for Saul

        ·  1 Samuel 15:13-22 – Saul defeats the Amalekites

        ·  1 Samuel 15:10-11 – The Lord’s rejection of Saul

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          THE SHEPHERD

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters.”

        —Psalm 23:2

      

      

      

      Far away, the same wind that had once stirred the battlefield of Saul’s victory now rustled the grass on a hill outside the village of Bethlehem. Beneath the shade of a solitary olive tree, a young boy lifted his head, sensing a shift in the air. He put down the harp he had been carelessly strumming and rose to his feet, his curiosity piqued.

      “Wind blowing from the east?” he thought. “That’s odd for this time of year.”

      The hillside was quiet except for the soft bleats of his sheep, grazing in their familiar patterns. David counted them, his gaze sweeping over the flock. All were accounted for, yet his unease lingered. Something about that wind left him unsettled. His mother’s voice came to him faintly—a memory from years past: “Winds from the east bring…” But the rest of the words trailed off in his mind, just beyond his reach.

      “Perhaps it’s time to head back home,” he muttered to himself, though the thought brought little comfort.

      Home. The word hung heavy in his chest as his mind replayed a scene from earlier that day.

      The morning had begun like any other—except that today David would demand to work with his older brothers. He trudged up the slope, his small hands clutching a sickle that seemed too large for him. His heart thudded with nervous excitement. Today, he decided, would be the day he proved himself.

      David was young, but he no longer saw himself as a little boy. To his seven older brothers, however, he was nothing more than a nuisance. The oldest were strong and broad-shouldered, their arms weathered from years of hard labor. They worked the fields and tended the family’s business in town, roles that David longed to share. Instead, he was given the sheep—the loneliest and least glamorous task in the family.

      As he crested the hill, he saw his brothers gathered by the work tent, their deep voices carrying on the wind. Eliab, the eldest, was sharpening a plow blade. Abinadab and Shammah were hauling sacks of grain, their muscles flexing under the weight. The sight filled David with both admiration and yearning. He wanted to stand among them, to be counted as an equal.

      Squaring his shoulders, he approached, the sickle clutched tightly in his hands.

      “I want to work with you today,” he announced, his voice sounding stronger than he felt.

      The brothers turned, their faces a mixture of surprise and amusement.

      “You want to work with us?” Eliab said, raising an eyebrow. “And what do you think you’ll do, David? Carry water buckets? Chase mice out of the grain?”

      The others laughed—loud and unkind. David’s cheeks burned, but he refused to back down.

      “I can do anything you can do,” he said, lifting the sickle for emphasis.

      “That thing’s bigger than you are,” Shammah snorted. “You’d hurt yourself before you managed a single row.”

      David’s grip on the sickle tightened.

      “I’m not a child anymore. I can learn.”

      Eliab set down the plow blade and walked over, towering above David. Placing a heavy hand on his younger brother’s shoulder, he spoke condescendingly, “Listen, little brother. It’s not about learning—it’s about strength. You’re not ready for this kind of work. Stick to the sheep; they’re more your size.”

      “But I don’t want to watch sheep forever!” David blurted out, his voice rising. “I want to do something important, something that matters.”

      The laughter came again, louder this time. Abinadab wiped his brow with a calloused hand before responding, “Something that matters? You’re a shepherd, David. The only thing that matters in your life is keeping the sheep safe. You always have these ridiculously big ideas in your head. They are going to get you in trouble.”

      Eliab shook his head, his expression growing serious. “Know your place, David. There is honor in tending sheep. Don’t waste your time dreaming of things you’ll never do.”

      David’s stomach churned as the words sank in. He looked down at the sickle in his hands, suddenly feeling foolish for bringing it. Their ridicule made him feel smaller than ever.

      Without another word, he turned and walked back down the hill, his head low, tears forming in his eyes. The sound of their laughter followed him, each chuckle like a knife twisting in his chest.

      David had fled to these hills, his pride battered. Yet, among his sheep, he found some measure of peace. His flock gave him something no one else did—silence without judgment. They listened, never laughing at the dreams his brothers so easily dismissed. But today, even the company of his sheep couldn’t erase the ache in his heart.

      “They don’t understand,” he muttered as he thought about his brothers. “To them I’ll always be just a foolish child who will never amount to anything.”

      The sheep wandered closer, their soft bleats filling the silence. David sighed and reached for his sling, slipping a jagged stone into the leather pouch. He swung it idly, sending the stone flying toward a distant tree. It fell short, disappearing in the tall grass.

      “I’m not small,” he whispered desperately as tears pricked his eyes again. “I just… haven’t had a chance to prove myself yet.”

      He thought of his brothers again—so strong, so sure of their place in the world. He thought of his father, Jesse, who always gave him the smallest tasks. But most importantly, he remembered the stories his mother had told him from a young age about how the Lord had chosen Abraham, Joseph, Moses, and Joshua—not for their strength, but for their faith.

      “You don’t need to be big to do something big,” David said, though he only partially believed his own words as they trailed off into the morning air.

      Still, discontent stirred within him as he looked at his sheep.

      “Is this really all I’m ever meant to be?” he whispered; his words carried away by the same wind that had unsettled him moments before.

      As if summoned by his question, a figure appeared on the path below. An old man—stooped yet steady—led a cow laden with packs. His robes were simple, his beard streaked with silver, and around his neck hung a hollow ram’s horn, capped at one end. There was nothing extraordinary about him, yet his presence was like the eastern wind—unexpected and unsettling.

      The old man paused and, looking up at the hillside, raised a hand to beckon David closer. With a mixture of curiosity and caution, David propped his harp against the tree and approached.

      “Who are you, young man?” the traveler asked, his piercing gaze fixed on David.

      David hesitated. “I am nobody,” he replied timidly, lowering his eyes. “Just a shepherd.”

      “Nobody?” the man echoed, his gaze shifting to the sheep grazing behind David. “Then why has the Maker entrusted you with this flock? Surely a ‘nobody’ would not be given such a great responsibility.”

      David’s cheeks flushed. “Great responsibility? This is the least important job in my family. My brothers say this is all I’m good for.”

      “And yet,” the man said steadily, “without you, these sheep would scatter. They would fall to hunger, to the elements, to wild beasts. To them, you are everything—the difference between life and death. Does that sound meaningless to you?”

      David opened his mouth to argue but paused. Somehow, he had never considered it from the perspective of the sheep.

      The old man continued, “If you believe you are meant for something greater, then learn to master what is already in your hands. A shepherd does not merely watch his flock—he leads, he protects, he sacrifices. And sometimes, that is what prepares him for a calling far beyond the hills he has known.”

      David laughed. “Prepare me? For what? Herding camels?”

      The man smiled faintly. “I have known shepherds who were called to leave their own flock to guide another. Even the great Abraham began as a shepherd. Perhaps there is something great waiting for you.”

      Without another word, the old traveler turned and began walking down the road to Bethlehem, leaving the shepherd to contemplate his words. David watched him for a moment, then called out, “Be careful; there is a strange wind blowing from the east. There might be a storm coming.”

      The old man paused for a moment, then turned his head and called back, “I think you are right, there is a storm coming. As they say, ‘Winds from over the eastern wall bring the traveler fortune or fall.’”

      David watched him walk slowly down the road, amused by their brief conversation. As he turned back to his sheep, their bleats somehow sounded a little richer, their presence more significant. He wondered: Was the old man right? Could these rolling hills and long days be shaping him for something he could not yet see?

      “Nah,” he snorted. “Shepherds don’t get to dream.”
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        * * *

      

      Scriptures influencing this chapter:

      
        
        ·  1 Samuel 16:1-3 – The Lord’s sends Samuel to Bethlehem

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          THE PROPHET

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “The steps of a good man are ordered

        by the Lord: and he delighteth in his way.”

        —Psalm 37:23

      

      

      

      Late afternoon light spilled over the dusty streets of Bethlehem as a messenger arrived, his voice full of urgency. He passed through the gates near Rachel’s tomb, pausing only to catch his breath before crying out, “Samuel is coming! Samuel the prophet is on his way!”

      The news rippled through the village like a stone dropped in still water. Excitement mixed with unease as neighbors gathered in doorways, whispering to one another. The name Samuel carried weight, evoking both reverence and fear. This was not a man of small renown. Tales of his fiery judgments and miraculous deeds were legendary. To some, he was “Samuel the Deliverer” to others, “Samuel the Destroyer.”

      Eliab, the eldest son of Jesse, was in the marketplace when the news reached him. He quickly concluded his business and sought his brothers. He found Abinadab and Shammah at the well, talking with some young women who lingered over their water jars.

      “Abinadab, Shammah,” Eliab called urgently, “we must go. Now!”

      Abinadab turned lazily, a faint smirk on his lips. “What’s the hurry, brother? Surely nothing is more pressing than aiding these fine young ladies.” He offered a wink, eliciting soft giggles.

      Eliab’s tone grew sharper. “Samuel the Prophet approaches Bethlehem. He will be at the gates soon.”

      The smiles vanished. The brothers exchanged quick glances, their casual demeanor replaced by curiosity and concern.

      “Samuel?” Shammah asked, his brow furrowing. “Why would he come here?”

      “No one knows,” Eliab replied. “But Father must be told. We need to hurry.”

      The brothers bid their farewells and followed Eliab toward home. Along the way, they were slowed by the growing crowd converging near the city gates. The atmosphere was thick with questions and speculation. Was Samuel bringing judgment? A blessing? News from the battlefront?

      The three brothers were trying to push through the crowd when Samuel’s silhouette appeared on the horizon, etched against the dusty sky. The murmurs ceased as every head turned to watch his approach. He came alone, leading a large cow by a simple rope. His robes were plain, his stride unhurried. There were no banners, no fanfare; yet his presence was commanding.
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