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David, Goliath, and Jesus of Nazareth

“The Philistines gathered their armies for battle. And there came out from the camp of the
Philistines a champion named Goliath of Gath, whose height was six cubits and a span.”

So begins one of the most iconic stories, not just in all of Scripture, but in all the world. All you
have to say is “It’s a David and Goliath story,” or “It’s David meets Goliath,” and everyone
knows exactly what you mean.

Yet the details of this narrative upon hearing them again are as captivating and riveting as ever.
Here we find a giant of a man armed for battle. His armor would crush the likes of you and me
but he wears it as lightly as a summer rain jacket: helmet of bronze, coat of mail, greaves of
bronze on his legs, and javelin slung between his shoulders. Goliath defies the ranks of Israel. He
mocks the God of heaven and earth and our text says that the king of Israel, the mighty warrior
Saul, and all his people, were dismayed and greatly afraid.

The boy David is where he was not long ago with the prophet Samuel came looking for the one
whom God would make king. He is but tending the sheep when his father tells him to bring
nourishment to his brothers who are with King Saul at the battle line, trying to figure out how to
overcome this giant and the army that stands behind him.

As David is playing sandwich delivery boy, he hears Goliath’s challenge and says to Saul, “Let
no one’s heart fail become of him; I will go and fight with this Philistine.” Saul pats David on the
head and says, “You’re a sweet kid,” but David insists. “I have been keeping sheep since my
youth and have killed many lions and bears that threatened the flock.” Saul takes some
convincing but eventually he relents and let’s the boy go out to face the giant. He gives him his
very own armor and sword which David cannot move in. So, David takes with him five smooth
stones from the creek bed and walks out between the armies to fight the champion.

And then the story gets juicy. I’m telling you, Game of Thrones, or whatever HBO series with
fascinating plots and gory violence that is out now, has nothing on this story. We just had our
Vacation Bible School here which we call our Creation Care Camp. At Vacation Bible School,
it’s common for children to have memory verses -- to memorize certain verses -- so they know
them always. I’d like to know which one of these verses you would like to commit to memory, or
for your children or grandchilden to learn. How about this one:

When Goliath sees the shepherd boy coming out as the Israelite champion,
Goliath says: “Am I a dog, that you come to me with sticks?” and he curses
David, before saying, “Come to me, and I will give your flesh to the birds of the
air and to the wild animals of the field.”

Would you like to memorize that one? Or what about what David says in response?
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“You come to me with sword and spear and javelin; but I come to you in the name
of the Lord of hosts, the God of the armies of Israel, whom you have defied. This
very day the Lord will deliver you into my hand, and I will strike you down and
cut off your head; and I will give the dead bodies of the Philistine army this very
day to the birds of the air and to the wild animals of the earth….”

Perhaps that would be good for children to learn!

Well, you know what happens next. Goliath advances on David who runs quickly to meet the
soldier. Taking one of his carefully chosen stones, David slings it toward him, and knocks the
giant out, who falls face down on the ground. Our reading ends there, but as your priest, rather
than shelter you from the words of Scripture, I feel compelled to tell you that the next line in the
story says that David runs up to Goliath, takes out his sword, and cuts off Goliath’s head.

[Sigh]

The Word of the Lord, right? Now remember, this is one of our favorite stories. This is one of the
first Bible stories you ever learned as a child. You have seen it in picture books, sang songs about
it. If you were like me running around barefoot as a kid, you made a sling at some point and tried
to see how accurate you could get, putting the fear of God in every squirrel within three blocks
of home. We love this story of the little guy taking down the bully, the underdog coming up
victorious. David and Goliath is a story of courage. It’s a story of valor and honor, strength and
wisdom, and a story faith. We love this kind of thing.

It reminds me of a movie that my wife and I watched the other night. Rosanna and I used to find
regular time for Netflix or for some movies, but at this stage in our lives -- with cleaning up
dinner, putting kids to bed, wood to stack and laundry to fold, we usually retire at about 9pm. If
we try to watch something, for the first time in my life, I just nod off before it finishes. But the
other day we watched The Old Guard, a new film starring Charlize Theron.

The Old Guard is a major motion picture. It’s an action-packed, fight scene after fight scene,
current-day fantasy film, with sweeping views of desert landscapes and European towns and
cities. It does not take too long before you find out that the heroes of the story -- these incredible
modern-day warriors who wield machine guns and swords with equal lethality -- are not just
special forces or secret agents. They are warriors of a different kind. They are actually immortal.

When Theron and her small team of super soldiers get injured, they do have wounds. When they
get killed, they do die. But no matter how many times Theron and her small team of friends get
shot, no matter how high of a building they fall from, no matter what they get stabbed with, their
bodies just rejuvenate quickly. The bullets get forced back out of the skin. The wounds in their
bodies close up. The breath returns to their lungs. They cannot be killed.

As the story builds, it becomes clear that these super soldiers have been fighting for a long time.
They make jokes about other battles fought in wars of old -- the Civil War, the Crusades, the
campaigns of Alexander the Great. They are heroes in every way that our culture celebrates
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heroes. They are willing to rescue kidnapped girls in Africa, to stop terrorists’ threats, to fight on
the right side of history, always against great odds. But there is deep cynicism about them, also.
The Old Guard have killed so many and seen so many die. They have lost belief in their ability to
protect a race bent on violence and yet they have no imagination to live differently, so they keep
on fighting, keep on shooting, keep on killing whoever stands in their way.

That is what I found revealing about the film. If you have lived for 4000 years and become the
greatest warriors the world has ever seen, do you think at some point you might question if
violence is the answer? After watching empires rise and fall, kings wage war again and again in
God’s name, countries develop video games to launch missiles at foreign targets -- after having
to clean the blood off your sword thousands of times -- at some point I just wonder if these
ancient, wise, immortals might find a way to actually change the world or at least a way to live in
it without so much blood on their hands.

But then again, we are the ones who relish the David and Goliath narrative. We know this story
through and through. The courage, valor, bravery, strength, and faith of the boy-king. We love
the bloodiness of it. We love the violence that gives us heroes and saviors, sacrificed at the altar
of nationalism, the violence that tells us who to hate.

I don’t know what the weather was like the day that David fought Goliath, but there was
certainly a storm blowing in, a storm of violence, and the men -- it is usually men who are most
drawn to the warrior archetype -- were breathing in the winds of war and soaked in a deluge of
bloodshed. It might sound very different from the storm of our Gospel passage but it’s really not
so different. If you have ever been caught in a raging Southern thunderstorm, then you know that
the most fitting adjective to describe it is “violent.” When the rain is flying sideways stinging
your skin and the daylight turns to darkness except for the bomb-blast of lightning that is right on
top of you -- it’s violent, all right. At least the disciples -- perhaps only because he was right in
front of them -- had the good sense to ask Jesus for help when the wind was at war with the sea
and they were caught in the middle of it. Jesus rebuked the wind and said to the sea, “Peace! Be
still!”

This Gospel story is not just about a time when Jesus saved his disciples from being lost in
Galilean squall. It’s about the storms he calms again and again in our lives and in our world
when he rebukes the violence and survivalism that seems to rule over us. When Jesus says,
“Peace! Be still!” he is not just talking to the wind and the waves, he is talking to you and me,
and the violent storms that exist in our hearts and our minds and our homes. Peace. Be still.

Don’t you see it? Before Jesus brought God’s peace into the world, these David and Goliath
stories were the best we could do. They were the example of humanity at its finest, our greatest
potential, living out our meaning and purpose. But now, in Jesus of Nazareth, born in Bethlehem
-- in David’s greater Son -- we find the violence and the storms being rebuked whether they exist
within us or around us. Because God knows that if you are at war -- whether it’s with others or
with yourself -- there will be casualties. There will be collateral damage.

You can take up a sling and a stone to fight against giants. Like The Old Guard film, we can keep
trying to use violence to stop the violence again and again. Many will call you brave and
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courageous and honorable and they will be right. You can take up a sword in your hand. Or, we
might see the violent storm around us and within us that will beat us down and be our end, and
we might turn to this Jesus, who has and who will rebuke the storm, who can calm the violence
of our hearts, who give us peace -- true peace -- so we can finally be still.
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