David’s wives 1  1 Samuel 25:1b-42
Abigail’s story 

I had pig of a husband. 

He may have been a rich man. 

But everyone knew him to be rude, ill mannered and badly behaved. 

But women had no choice in marriage those days. 

Perhaps our families thought that my understanding nature and quiet temperament would tame him. 

But nothing would change Nabal. 

He was like his name. It means fool. 

I was surprised when I heard that David and his men were nearby. 

He was in hiding from King Saul. 

Groups of young men like that were likely to send out raiding parties to forage for food. 
They would often take animals from the flocks. 

But nothing had been taken. 
I would have soon heard Nabal’s raging if it had. 

And the sheep were very near their camp while they were being sheared. 

One day one of our servants came to me with an extraordinary tale. 

Some of these young men had approached the house. 

They were very polite, saying that not only had they taken nothing, but they had in fact protected the sheep and their shearers from other thieves. 

Nabal’s men had come to respect them but my husband had given them sort shrift when they asked for some provisions. 

They obviously thought that the celebration of sheep shearing would put my husband in a good mood. 

Little did they know him. 

Nabal had ranted and raved about them.

But I knew that David would be equally angry.  
He would take revenge on Nabal. 

I was sure that even now he would be gathering his men to come and attack. 

The servant clearly wanted me to help.  

He, like me, had heard of David’s successes in the battle field.

Everyone was saying that it would not be long before he became king. 

But what could I, a woman, do? 

But there was a way.

With the help of the servant I packed some saddle bags with bread, wine and meat, grain, raisins and figs. 

We loaded the donkeys and my servants went on ahead of me. 

I rode alone and David and his men came out to meet me. 

Yes, he was angry, particularly after the protection his men had given the shearers.  

I took the responsibility and the blame myself, hoping this would deflect his anger from Nabal. 

I told him I had not seen the young men when they came to the house and they would have received a very different response if they had come to me. 

I told him that the Lord had stopped him from taking vengeance and having the guilt of the blood of men’s death on his hands. 

I also told him that I knew that the Lord was with him and would give him success. 

Basically I flattered him and appealed to his good nature. 

And I succeeded. 

He listened to me with respect and granted my petition. 

But my troubles were not over. 

I had to return home to Nabal. 

When I returned he was holding the feast to mark the end of sheep shearing and was already very drunk. 

I decide to keep quiet until the morning. 

There was no way I could hide what I had done. 

He would miss the provisions. 

He knew I had been away from the house. 

He might even in the sober light of day, wonder why David and his men had not attacked him. 

And so in the morning I told him the truth. 

I knew he would be angry. 

He was so angry he made himself ill. 

He never recovered and died ten days later. 

I can’t say I mourned his loss. 

It had never been a happy marriage. 

But he had left me wealthy enough not to have to worry about the future. 

It came as great surprise a few days later, when some of David’s men came and said he wanted to marry me. 

And yet it seemed right. 

I knew he would make me happy.

Far happier than I had been with Nabal. 

Later he took many other wives but I was content. 

I felt that God had rewarded my behaviour. 

Calm words and conciliatory actions to try and keep the peace are far better ways than violence.  

