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Her story takes place during the time David was
running from King Saul who was out to kill him.
The Beloved High Priest; Samuel had died, and the
Israelite nation was grieving, especially David. 
Abigail was known for her beauty and intelligence.
Her servants loved her and respected her.
She interceded on her husbands behalf

 

Abigail
Facts from the Bible

I Samuel 25



by Paulie Rogers

Abigail
A Ray of Sunshine

     Abigail’s methodical steps rang in Zahara’s ears as they
echoed down the long corridor that led to the front of the
house. There was no time to play in the garden’s today.
Master Nabal was on his way home. Nervous servants
bustled about in preparation. What would the master’s
disposition be on his arrival? No one could predict.
    Carrying a large basket full of freshly cut flowers, eight-
year-old Zahara followed her mistress into the newly built
addition that held a Grand Reception Hall. 
     Entering the hall Zahara stood transfixed by the
magnitude of the room. All around it’s circular walls were
paintings depicting Master Nabal’s great achievements and
above her on a ceiling so high it must be the sky, were
painted puffs of white clouds against a light blue.
     “Bring the flowers this way, Zahara.” Abigail said,
indicating she was to follow her to the center of a long
table that stretched almost the full length of the room.
Delicate dishes and silver goblets designated where each
guest would be sitting. 
     She held the basket as Abigail meticulously plucked one
flower after another to arrange them into ceramic vessels.
More baskets filled with the colorful aroma of roses,
snapdragons, chrysanthemums, irises, and sunflowers
were brought to sit at their feet while more silver and gold
platers were filling up the table.
     “How were your lessons this morning?” Abigail asked.
 



    Zahara wrinkled her nose, “I didn’t do very good. Raomi
made me stand in the corner again.”
     “Oh? What was the problem this time?”
     “The flour dust tickled my nose and I sneezed all over
her dough.”
     “Oh!” Abigail tried not to laugh.
     “Raomi said I’m a daster in the kitchen.”
     “A what?”
     “A daster!”
     “You mean disaster?”
     “Yea, that’s the word she used,” Zahara said, feeling
discouraged.
     “Well, maybe we should find you a different position
then.” Abigail said thoughtfully, working her skilled
fingers with the arrangement, clipping here, and clipping
there until the flowers each had their perfect place in the
bouquet. She stepped back to inspect it.
     “What do you think?”
     Zahara stood taller with pride that the mistress would
ask her opinion. “It’s beautiful.”
     Abigail nodded her agreement. “It is, isn’t it?”
     They worked until each flower vessel was a finished
vision, it was a table fit for a King!
      “Come, let’s take a break and look at this mural the
painter has made on the wall.” Abigail suggested. 
 Hand in hand, the mistress and the little servant girl,
slowly circled the room, stopping at each dreadful scene
portrayed before them. Battles for property gained,
bounty of gold acquired, slaves taken captive. Zahara
stiffened in fear of a day in her memory she couldn’t quite
remember yet knew was there.
     “This is the making of a man full of pride and evil
ambition, Zahara.” Abigail told her, holding onto the little
girls hand a little tighter. 
    



    “But why?” Zahara asked.
    “I’ve asked myself that a thousand times. Tried to stop
him even more, but a man whose heart is laid in vain,
counts only for himself.”
     They moved to the center scene. Painted larger than life
stood Nabal, proud in the foreground with his arms folded
across his chest. Behind him stood two important Israelite
men; King Saul to his right and the Prophet Samuel to his
left. Abigail reached out and touched the wall, running her
finger along the outline of Samuel’s priestly robe. Zahara
looked up into the woman’s face and saw the tear that slid
down it. She knew her heart still ached along with the
whole nation of Israel as they grieved heavily over the
prophet’s recent death.
     “God only knows what is to come of us as a people
now.” Abigail whispered.
     Shouts mixed amongst running feet resounded from
the entrance, disrupting their viewing.
     “I must see the Mistress at once!”
     “You can’t go in there!”
     Suddenly at the doors, burst in a young servant lad. He
searched the room quickly until he recognized the lady of
the house in a room of busy servants. He ran towards her
and flung himself at her feet.
     “What is this?” Abigail asked.
     “I tried to stop him mistress, but he forced his way
past.” The porter exclaimed.
     “It’s alright, Saimon let him speak.” She replied.
     The porter bowed and stepped back but didn’t leave the
room.
     Abigail leaned down to touch the boy, “Get up and
speak to me without fear, tell me what is so important that
you rush in like this.”
 



    Jared rose to his feet. “I am Jared, an attendant to
master Nabal’s shepherds. I bring you news of a calamity
that is on its way here.”
     “Go on.” Abigail said.
     “You know the servant of God, David?”
     “Yes, of course, the anointed one who runs from King
Saul. Is he alright!”
     “It is not David who is in trouble my Lady, but Master
Nabal. David and four hundred of his men, are on their
way, as I speak, with swords ready against our master’s
whole household.
     Abigail motioned for a chair to sit on. “Why does David
do this horrible act?” 
     “David sent word to Master Nabal asking for provisions
for himself and his men, and Nabal refused.”
     Abigail sat silent for a moment thinking, “I don’t
understand, tell me everything.”
     Jared forced himself to slow down, “The whole time we
were pasturing in the hills near Maon, David and his men
kept watch over us so that we and our livestock would not
fall prey to any bandit or wild beast. Now, during shearing
time, David sent messengers to Nabal asking for help in
return for the help he had provided the master.”’
     “And Master Nabal refused.” Abigail said.
     “Not only did he refuse, but he hurled insults at them,
giving all kinds of accusations against David.” Jared knelt
before Abigail and pleaded. “Please, I beg of you, do
something to stop this man of God from doing away with
us all!”
     “Does Nabal know of this? Have you spoken to him so
that he will make peace with David?” She asked.
     Jared looked strongly into Abigail’s eyes, “You know
what the master is like, he is evil and wicked and listens to 



no one. It is only you who can help us.” 
     The porter stepped forward as Abigail starred beyond
the face of the young servant man. The whole room was
hushed, waiting for her response.
     “Think what you can do, Mistress.” Saimon urged.
     Zahara held her breath. Abigail had taught her to always
pray for help in time of need.  Almighty God of Abraham,
show her what to do. 
     Abigail stood to her feet, “Mahira, Livia, gather up some
servants and meet me at the store houses, Saimon, take
Jared and ready several donkey’s. Zahara, I need you to
run and tell Raomi, I need two hundred loaves of bread!”
     Preparations for the feast were dropped as servants and
attendants rushed to do Abigail’s bidding. But Zahara
stood in fear, unable to move. Go to Raomi?
     Abigail understood the hesitation. “Tell her I sent you
and that it’s for the king.”
     Zahara ran as fast as she could to the kitchen. David
wasn’t king yet, but she knew he was going to be, the
prophet Samuel had said so!
     Raomi grumbled as she shoved the bread into traveling
sacks. “The bread I have made for the masters feast and
the king takes it all.”
      Zahara placed each filled sack in a cart just outside the
kitchen door. She hoped she would be able to pull it across
the courtyard.
     “This is the last of it.” Raomi said, thrusting the sack
against the young girls chest. “OK, girls, back to the flour
bins, we’ve got two hundred more loaves to bake!”
     Zahara was glad she did not have to stay and help with
the second batch. She lifted on the cart’s pull handles and
struggled to make it move. Then she spotted the servant
boy, Jared running towards her.



     “Here, I’ve come to help.” He said.
     They crossed the large courtyard in no time at all.
Zahara running behind while Jared pulled the cart along at
a fast pace. 
     “I need you to hold a bin lid,” Mahira called out to
Zahara as soon as they arrived.
     Zahara quickly entered the storehouse that held the
grain. She had been to the storehouses many times for
Raomi and knew them well. She lifted one of the heavy
wood lids so Mahira could scoop up wheat into another
sack. As they stepped back outside into the bright sunlight,
Abigail was noting the supplies gathered.
     “That’s two skins of wine, five dressed sheep, five units
of roasted grain, a hundred cakes of raisins and two
hundred cakes of pressed figs. Where’s the bread?”
     “Right here.” Jared said, tying the last sack to a donkey’s
back.
     The servants stood waiting. Abigail looked to the sun
for the time of day. They must hurry.
     “Jared, I want you to lead my servants with these
donkeys loaded with goods, to David. I will follow as soon
as I can.” Abigail said.
     Jared nodded, grabbed the donkey’s halter and waved
the others forward. 
     Zahara stood beside Lady Abigail as they watched the
rather large procession leave.
     “Come on little one, I must get ready to meet David and
plead for our lives.”
    Zahara was not allowed to go with her beloved Miss
Abigail to see David and as the hours passed by without
her return, her worry grew. Master Nabal had arrived
home with his large number of guests. The shearing
festival had begun in the Grand Reception Hall. 



     As lively music played in the background, Nabal and his
guests lay at the long table eating, drinking, and laughing
late into the night. At long last, her mistress arrived and
pulled her from her duties in the kitchen.
     “It is time a little girl was in bed.” Abigail said, more to
Raomi than to Zahara.
     “Did David listen to you?” Zahara asked, as Abigail
pulled her night gown down over her head.
     “He did!”
     Zahara threw her arms around Abigail’s neck. “I knew
he would.”
     “Go to sleep now, my precious girl, and I’ll tell you all
about it tomorrow.”
 
     The next day Zahara opened her eyes to a high sun.
Panic set in as she rushed to get dressed and comb her
hair. Lady Abigail will be waiting! 
     As she ran through the kitchen, Raomi grabbed her arm
and held her tight. “Stop right here Zahara, there’s no
need to run. The mistress is busy with master Nabal. He
fell gravely ill this morning when Abigail told him how
close David had come up against him.” 
     Over the next several days Zahara worked diligently in
the kitchen without seeing Abigail who remained at her
husband’s side. Each passing day his condition worsened
until his heart finally gave out and he died. Servants
whispered amongst themselves that God had struck him
down for his evilness. 
     Finally, Zahara was called to attend her lady. Careful
not to spill a drop of the of milk she carried, she walked
quickly to Abigail's rooms. Pushing open the door, she
found the mistress sitting in her chair by the window.



     Taking the cup from Zahara, Abigail motioned for her to
sit down on a small stool in front of her. “Do you like being
my servant girl?” Abigail asked.
     “Yes, very much so.” Zahara answered without
hesitation.
     “And why is that?”
     “Because, I love you.”
     Abigail pulled the little girl into her arms. “And I love
you, just as though you were my very own!”
     Zahara’s heart swelled up to overflow in happiness.
     Abigail set the little girl back, and looked into her eyes,
“There’s something I want you to understand little one, so
listen to me carefully.” 
     Zahara nodded, she had her full attention.
     “No matter what position you have in life, always serve
with a dignity of humility and God will bless you in ways
you can not imagine!”
     A knock at the door and Miahra peeked in, “The young
man you sent for has arrived.”
     Abigail motioned for her to let him enter. 
     The door swung fully open and in stepped the young
man-servant Jared, who had brought the news about
David’s attack. “You called for me mistress?”
     “Yes, please come in. I have something I want to give
you for your faithful service in saving Nabal’s house.”
     Jared stepped forward and Abigail continued, “I have
received word from David this morning, asking me to join
him as his wife. I will be leaving as soon as I can get
ready.” 
     “This is good news.” Jared said, smiling at her.
     “Jared, Nabal took from your late father this land in
where he built this great house. I want to return it back to
you and your sister. This house, and fields, along with all 



 livestock, is now to be rightfully yours.  
     Stunned, Jared tried to speak. All that had been taken
from his family in evil, she was now giving back ten-fold in
love. Jared knelt before Abigail and cried, “My Lady, may
God bless you abundantly for your goodness.”
     Abigail then turned to the little girl, “Zahara, go to your
brother now and be the mistress of this great house with
the heart to rule as a humble servant of the Lord.”
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The Sunflower is such a fitting flower for Abigail because of it's unique
way of keeping its face to the sun. And within it's center are hundreds
more little flowers that produce seeds for food, capable of feeding
many. Abigail was in a bad situation, married to Nabal. But she kept

her face toward God and He strengthened her and blessed her.

And after you have
suffered a little

while, the God of
all grace, who has
called you to his
eternal glory in

Christ, will himself
restore, confirm,
strengthen, and
establish you.

1Peter 5:10 ESV



We all face difficult people in our lives at times. Abigail

certainly did., but she knew this kind of God-heart-love

Jesus is teaching. Which part(s) of "loving my enemy", can

I ask God to help me with?

Read Jesus' sermon on the mount in Matthew 5
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O F  C H R I S T  T H R O U G H  T H E  S I T U A T I O N

' But I say to you, Love your enemies and pray for those who
persecute you, so that you may be sons (daughters) of your

Father who is in heaven. For he makes his sun rise on the evil
and on the good, and sends rain on the just and on the unjust. 

Matthew 5: 43-45 ESV

Read about Abigail when she goes to David
in 1 Samuel 25: 20-35

Abigail could have easily let David do away
with her evil husband, Nabal. I think it might
have been tempting, she could have been
free of him! But she had a household of
people she loved and It was up to her to

make sure they were saved.
She also was faithful in showing David his sin

if he went through with it.
There is always a bigger picture to "loving

our enemies" than we can ever realize.

' The servants asked Jesus, "Do you want us to go and pull them (weeds) up?" 
No," He answered, "becasuse while you are pulling the weeds, you may uproot

the wheat with them." Matthew 13: 28-29



By Keeping my face towards God, how might He be able to

produce "seeds" to those around me?

Even in the face of my enemies...
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T H E  H E A R T S  D E S I R E

Have you ever had a friend or parent, or a church member
come to you and tell you what you are doing, or about to do,
is spiritually dangerous? Did you take their interference well?

I think most of us don't. But it's important to step back and
take in what they might be telling us and search out our

hearts through God's word to know the truth of our motive.

' David said to Abigail, "Praise be to the Lord, the God of
Israel, who has sent you today to meet me. May you be

blessed for your good judgment and for keeping me from bloodshed
this day and from avenging myself with my own hands.

1 Samuel 25:32-33

Listen to advice and accept discipline, and at the end you will be
counted among the wise. Many are the plans in a person's heart,

but it is the Lord's purpose that prevails.
Proverbs 19:20-21



What are some good ways, and not so good ways, to

approach others to help them see their harmful actions?
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O F  W H O  W E  A R E  I N  C H R I S T

Now Samuel died, and all Israel assembled and mourned for
him; and they buried him at his home in Ramah.

1 Samuel 25:1

It's important to note David's grief at the beginning of 
Abigail's story because, how many times do we act out

towards someone when we've got something else going on
with us? Emotions can trigger us to do or say things to others

we often will regret later. 

I believe Abigail recognized this in David's response to
Nabal's refusal to help him and his men. It's so important to

not let our issues affect how we respond to others.

A soft anser turns away wrath, but a harsh word stirs up anger.
Proverbs 15:1



Do I allow my emotions to get the better of me?
If so, write out your weak points and ask God to redirect,
and change a negative into a positive experience. 
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Repay no one evil for evil, but give thought to do what is
honorable in the sight of all. If possible, so far as it depends on
you, live peaceable with all. Beloved, never avenge yourselves, but
leave it to the wrath of God, for it is written, "Vengeance is mine,
I will repay, says the Lord." To the contrary, "if your enemy
is hungry, feed him; if he is thirsty, give him something to drink;

for by so doing you will heap burning coals on his head." Do not
be overcome by evil, but overcome evil with Good.

Romans 12: 17-21

Putting others before
ourselves is not easy. But

when we do, God can use us
and bless us in ways we can
not imagine. I encourage you
to read Jesus' sermon on the
Mount found in Matthew 5
and focus on the blessings

we receieve by living HIS way
of love.



How has God blessed me when I've put another before

myself?
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