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I Samuel 18:17-29 

2 Samuel 3:12-16 

2 Samuel 6:12-23 

Michal’s story 

When David first came to my father’s court I knew I loved him. 

He was in favour then.  

I was jealous when my older sister was promised to him in marriage. 

But as my father became increasingly jealous of David’s success he withdrew the promise and gave her to someone else. 

But my father was king and ready to use his family as political pawns. 

He knew I still loved David and thought he could please me and use the situation to his advantage. 

He was already plotting to kill David but I did not know that.  

The bride price was high. The death of a hundred Philistines. 

But David took up the challenge and won. 

And so I married him. 

But my father was still plotting to take David’s life and on one occasion I saved his life. I had to deceive my own father, to let David escape from the house. 

I was devastated when one day my father came and took me away and made me marry Paltiel. 

A political pawn in his life again. 

Paltiel was devoted to me but I could not forget David. 

After my father died and David became king, he sent for me to come back as his wife. 

What could I do but obey? 

And although I had become quite fond of Paltiel I never loved him as much as I did David. 

I went with David’s servant but Paltiel followed us weeping and wailing. 

Eventually Abner insisted that he must return and forget me. 

I shall never forget his forlorn look as he turned and went home. 

But I was back with my beloved David.

I had to put up with a lot mind you. 

David had taken other wives who bore him many sons and daughters. 

As a king’s daughter I should have been given precedence over the others. 

But we were all fighting for supremacy and seeking David’s attention. 

Each one hoping that her son would be named as David’s successor. 

I remained barren. 

A lot hard to bear with so many children around. 

But then an event happened which changed my attitude to David completely. 

It should have been such a happy occasion. 

The ark of the covenant was being brought up to Jerusalem. 

It was a time for celebration.   

A great procession with music and dancing. 

The women in the court had to stay at home and watch. 

But we would share the banquet later. 

I was expecting to see David at the head of the procession in all his finery. 

But I was shocked and ashamed as I saw the procession approach. 

He was not wearing his royal robes at all. 

All he was wearing was the short linen ephod worn by the priests. 

And rather than leading the procession with the dignity of a king he was leaping and dancing like the common people. 

At that moment I despised him. 

Perhaps my father was right after all and this upstart shepherd boy had no right to be king. 

When David came into the palace I lost my temper with him. 

“How could you embarrass yourself in this way? 

All the serving maids have seen you behave in that disgusting manner. 

You’ve made a fool of yourself.” 

He was furious with me.

“I was dancing to honour the Lord”, he replied, “and I will continue to honour him in the way I choose”.  

I knew I had overstepped the mark. 

He rarely called me to his bedchamber after that. 

And all my hopes of bearing him a child and carrying on my father’s dynasty were gone. 

