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Chapter One 

 

The Song of Mercy and Truth 

 
Psalm 85:10 

“Mercy and truth are met together; 

Righteousness and peace have kissed each other.” 

 

I have been writing this book for more than 10 years. 

During these years, I have never wavered from the thought 

that one day I would share this book with you. This is a 

writing of inspirational thoughts and stories first inspired 

by what I found in one not so popular character of the 

Bible, Jubal. I was, and am still inspired by what may have 

been a part of this character’s story, and what is historically 

evident in Jubal. This book explores the constructs of this 

character by looking at other events and characters in the 

Bible as well as some of my own personal experiences in 

ministry, as a certified public school teacher, a professor at 

a university, a licensed professional counselor in private 

practice, a helpline specialist, clinical case manager, 

Sunday School teacher, musician, a soon to be doctor of 

counseling education, as well as in my many familial roles. 

 

We all have roles we play in life. Each of us inspires others 

by how we display our characters on this stage of life. I 

hope that my display, in the form of this writing, will not 

only inspire you to be proud of whom you are, but give you 

the courage to share your wondrousness with others. 

 

This writing is true, but as I explored historical accounts 

and as I share current events from my own life, I did 
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change names in the current events to protect the 

confidentiality of persons mentioned. I also took some 

poetic liberties in sharing the story of Jubal and other 

biblical characters where the details do not exist.  I 

attempted to be as accurate as possible as I explored what it 

might have been like in the lives of these men and women, 

much like you and I, who lived so long ago. 

 

Jubal was of the less esteemed lineage of Adam, Cain, who 

was a murderer, outcast, vagabond, and a marked man. 

Jubal’s own father Lamech was the first polygamist, and 

was also a murderer. As Jubal sat on the hillside that day he 

must have thought about his father and the men that formed 

his family lineage back to their forefather Cain, with whom 

he, not by choice, was destined throughout his life to be 

associated. His immediate family was not one to be proud 

of. No other family wanted the bloodline of Cain to be 

mixed with their bloodline. But as Jubal sat, he 

thoughtfully began to pluck the string strung across the 

arch of his familiar bow. Twang. A sound rang out that he 

had heard on many occasions. But he was not thinking 

about the next enemy he would shoot nor was he thinking 

about the next target he would hit. He was pondering the 

feelings of emptiness he felt inside and the longing to fill a 

hunger that he could not define. He plucked at the string 

again, but this time, it was more than a familiar sound from 

a familiar weapon. For what might have been the first time, 

the reverberations from the bow brought a smile to his face. 

He took the extra cord out of his pocket that he kept for the 

breaking and strung another band across the arch a little 

further in on the curve of the bow, inches from the last 

string he had strung. He plucked the first string, and then 

the other. This was a new sound.  Twang, tweng. He did not 
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have a word for it. He strung another band and then 

another. He filled the bow and then one by one he began to 

pluck the strings. First he plucked them in order and then 

out of order and back and forth again and again. Music. He 

smiled. He felt peace and comfort come over his troubled 

heart. For a moment he forgot that he was of the linage of 

Cain and that his polygamist father had just confessed to a 

murder. For a moment he forgot about the things his family 

had acquired as they sought desperately for something that 

would bring them temporary happiness. For a moment 

there was a quiet tranquility in his heart that allowed him to 

believe that somewhere in the world real harmony could be 

found. 

 

I marveled at the thought that melodic music which brings 

such life, something that many of us find essential to our 

everyday life, could have been birthed in the hands of a 

young man born into the disgraced side of the lineage of 

Adam. Why? But then I began to think about the search for 

peace and comfort. Maybe the others, more fortunate and 

blessed, were already comforted by who they were as they 

lived with their heritage of prestige. Possibly they found 

solitude in knowing that they were not of the lineage of 

Cain. Maybe their searching stopped just short of the 

discovery of this wondrous marvel that could be found in 

the comfort of the music of the harp. 

 

Saul held the javelin in the palace, unable to put it down. 

All he could think about was the need to kill the enemy. 

Saul became so obsessed with killing the enemy that his 

vision became clouded as to who the enemy really was. He 

called for David, a soldier, but a soldier that knew when to 

lay aside the weapons of death and pick up the harp that 
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brought life and peace and joy. David knew there was a 

time to kill, but there was also a time to rejoice. He knew 

that the weapons of warfare were reserved for the enemy, 

but that the drawing of the people to the king came when 

the sound of the harp went forth. The ability of David to 

play the harp drew the hearts of the people to him, allowing 

him to serve in a place of prestige and honor in the palace 

of the king.  

 

From the roughest, most needy and unusual places comes 

the sound of cries that long for the harpist to come and play 

a song of hope. Those that are perceived to be hopeless, 

failures, wretched, the misunderstood, the poor, and the 

naked are longing for the sound of a harp. Too often they 

raise their heads up just long enough to hear the whiz of a 

javelin flying close to the tops of their heads and they 

retreat, too scared to come up for air. Meanwhile, we who 

are privileged enough to have both the javelin that would 

kill the enemy and the harp that entreats the broken and 

calms the wearied one, we at times are so busy fighting the 

enemy that we forget that the harp is hanging on the 

willow, and the searchers for peace are still searching. The 

searchers are not drawn by the whiz of the javelin, but by 

the pluck of the strings of the harp. 

 

The King of Kings has called us not only to be soldiers of 

warfare, fighting the enemy, but players of the harp to draw 

those on the outside into the presence of the King. In 

ancient history the kings always had a harpist in their 

courts, and the harpist was usually a skilled poet as well. 

The harpist would sing or chant the poetry he had written 

as he played the harp. He could sing or chant verses that 

would lift up the king or that could possibly put him down. 



The Harp of Jubal  
 

9 
 

He had a place of political power because of the admiration 

and connection of the common people on the outside. With 

this influence he could sway them in regards to their 

feelings towards the king in power. We, as harpists in the 

court of the King of Kings, can influence the minds of  

people on the outside according to how we use the 

instruments the King has entrusted us with. We can sing 

songs of joy and adoration, drawing the people to the King, 

or we can sing songs of despondency that are filled with 

criticism and negativism, sending people away from the 

presence of the King.  

 

Jubal took what he had in his hands and made an 

instrument of joy because something inside him compelled 

him to make music. Many of us have been so privileged for 

so long that we no longer search for that place of comfort 

or peace. It is hard for us to understand the searching of 

people beyond our comfort zone, and even harder to relate 

to their broken hearts, spirits and minds. We have so much 

good in our lives that we can go days, even weeks, without 

allowing the sound of the harp to escape from our heart. 

We look and sometimes sneer at those that tend to go a 

little overboard in their spiritual quest. It seems they cannot 

be stopped from singing and worshiping aloud, and the 

offensiveness is brought to us because it is obvious that 

they are not of the lineage of Seth, the good son, but rather 

of the lineage of Cain, the wandering murderer. Why do 

they sing and worship the way they do? Why do they dance 

and shout? Maybe, when they become more spiritually 

mature, they will be dignified as we are. But be it 

understood that they dance and sing and shout because they 

have finally found a way to turn the weapons that would 

have killed them into an instrument of praise. They know 
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that their human lineage is not a lineage they can be proud 

of. They know they are ostracized and outcasts of society, 

but they are happy because they have finally heard the 

pluck of the harp rising above the noise of the hissing 

javelin. 

 

People are still searching for the sound of the harp. If you 

are a player of the harp in the court of the King, they are 

listening. Are we playing? Do they hear the worship and 

praise? Do they see the joy that illuminates faces as the 

blessed revel in the presence of the King of Kings? Or do 

they see a longing in critical eyes to throw the javelin? Has 

serenity that only comes when we are engulfed in the music 

of praise and adoration of the King been lost? This is what 

people are looking for. The dying and hurting do not care 

how many bears or lions we have slain. They want to know 

that we have found a place of joy and peace, and that they 

are welcomed into the King’s sanctuary of solace. 

 

One of the catalysts for this book was a monologue that a 

minister delivered at a national conference I attended. The 

title of the monologue was “Things.”  The monologue 

pointed out the material things that people harbor in their 

lives that become the preoccupation for life and deter them 

from the work they could be doing for the King of Kings. It 

moved people to give a record offering that evening to 

support needy areas of ministry. It moved my heart to the 

point of annoyance as I contemplated what treasures others 

might see that I harbored in my life, feeling ashamed and 

embarrassed that I, too, harbored “things” that hindered me 

from playing the “harp” effectively. 
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Treasures harbored in the heart can be more than tangible 

things. Feelings and attitudes can clutter the life as well as 

entertainments, addictions, money or investments. 

Sometimes these kinds of “treasures” can be more harmful 

because of their secrecy. Where are you spending your 

time? What occupies your heart and thoughts? Sometimes 

it is easier to look at the mote in someone else’s eye, and 

forget the “splinter” in our own. 

 

Many times we are not satisfied in setting guidelines or 

working on our own lives. We look and judge others, 

becoming agitated when they have not “progressed” as we 

have. We display righteousness on the outside but there is 

mercy lacking on the inside. We tend to hold tightly to the 

javelin that condemns and cuts what we view to be the 

enemy, while resisting the playing of the harp that is patient 

and kind, sweetly drawing the hurting hearts to come into 

the court of the King. 

 

Jesus tried to explain this to the Pharisees. They understood 

the Word as it was commanded to them. But they did not 

understand the new commandment of love. Jesus explained 

that their outward holiness was a farce if their hearts were 

not filled with a holy compassion, mercy, grace, and love. 

It seems that the attitudes of the heart would be the easiest 

for the Spirit to align. Unfortunately, it is just the part of 

our spiritual man that is easier to hide. We cannot see the 

heart of man so we judge by what we see displayed on the 

outside. But God sees our heart. He knows if our actions 

and our spirit are playing chords of harmony, or if they are 

striking chords of confusion. He knows if we are throwing 

the javelin or playing the harp. 
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1 Samuel 16:7 “But the LORD said unto Samuel, 

Look not on his countenance, or on the height of his 

stature; because I have refused him: for the LORD 

seeth not as man seeth; for man looketh on the 

outward appearance, but the LORD looketh on the 

heart.” 

 

It is easy to keep secrets of the heart, therefore we put off 

making changes as we hope that no one is aware of the 

“Things” we are hiding. It would be good if we could 

confess what is in our soul, but we are afraid to confess our 

faults because of the fear of rejection or dismissal. We are 

afraid of the javelin, and rightly so. Many of us have felt its 

sting. Pride attaches itself to us like a leach and we deny 

the universal knowledge that we all have faults and 

weaknesses. If we would only be honest with our humanity, 

allowing ourselves to put down the javelin and pick up the 

harp, we could help each other become overcomers. When 

we reject or when we do not acknowledge our own failures 

we will find it hard to show mercy to others who have 

failed.  

 

The refusal of forgiveness is not the way of God. God is in 

the business of picking up the pieces of the fallen and 

restoring them. When we reject the fallen, or what we 

perceive to be the imperfect, we force people, who do not 

want to be rejected by the religious crowd, to wear tags that 

are not genuine. They become hypocritical, professing 

goodness on the outside while dying from wounds on the 

inside. Without help many fall further and further, until 

their hearts are filled with bitterness and hate. People do 

not come to this place overnight. It takes time. If we can 

help the wounded such as the Good Samaritan with 
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patience, love and kindness instead of throwing the javelin 

of criticism at what we perceive to be weakness, there 

could be healing instead of death. But, we must all 

acknowledge that: 

 

Romans 3:23  “…All have sinned, and come short 

of the glory of God;” 

 

Mark 10:18 “And Jesus said unto him, Why callest 

thou me good? There is none good but one, that is, 

God.” 

 

The example that Jesus gave was “Forgive.” Forgive? Yes! 

 

Matthew 18:21 “Then came Peter to him, and said, 

Lord, how oft shall my brother sin against me, and I 

forgive him? Till seven times? Jesus saith unto him, 

I say not unto thee, until seven times: but, until 

seventy times seven.” 

 

I know that God can use broken and crushed people for His 

work. He is not looking for human perfection. He is 

searching for the Jubal(s) who are out on the hillside, 

desperate to hear the music of the harp. He came for the 

poor, the hungry and the needy. Only He is perfect, and 

only He in us is perfect. Our humanity will always be full 

of faults, but He can use the imperfections of humanity to 

reflect His perfection. Seeing His perfection shining 

through our imperfection gives Him all of the glory and so 

much more in that he took nothing and made something out 

of it. He truly becomes our creator, again. 
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We are in a position to help those around us whether they 

are family, friends or strangers to reach their heavenly 

destination, their utopia, or actualization. But, salvation 

begins with being honest with ourselves, with God, and 

with others. We must be patient and resist judgment, 

allowing God to work in the lives of those that come to 

Him. As the light of God shines through the brokenness 

worth is found. We say that we want to be His disciples. 

We want to reach the lost. But this takes genuine love and 

mercy. God could have chosen any criteria to mark a true 

disciple. He chose love. 

 

John 13:34-35 “A new commandment I give unto 

you, that ye love one another; as I have loved you, 

that ye also love one another. By this shall all men 

know that ye are my disciples, if ye have love one 

to another.” 

 

I found this story and thought it could show the point of 

undiscovered worth: 

 

A couple had purchased a painting of the Titanic from a 

small shop in England, paying about $45 for it. They kept 

this painting in their closet for years because they decided it 

was not a good painting of the Titanic. The painting had 

originally been purchased by the shop’s owner, who had 

purchased it from one of the sons of a Titanic crew 

member. One day the couple decided to take it to auction 

and sell it. They were hoping to get a little money from the 

sale of the painting, at least what they had paid for it. When 

the painting was finally sold, it sold for $74,750. The 

couple was amazed that someone would spend so much for 

a picture of the Titanic. They had not even hung this picture 
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in their home because of its lack of quality. But as they 

soon discovered, they had only looked at the imperfect 

picture on the front. They did not look any further to find 

the worth. You see, it was not the outer picture that had the 

worth. On the back, out of sight, there was a menu from the 

Titanic which was one of only two original menus known 

to exist. The other was in a museum in England. The worth 

was there. It took someone who was not focused on the 

obvious to see the worth of that which was not obvious. 

 

Treasures are sometimes found in the most unusual places. 

A harp is made by a most unlikely man. I hope as you read 

this book that you will find treasures inside your life and 

that you will see the treasures inside the lives of others. 

Sometimes I believe we are more careful with consumable 

things that will one day pass away than we are with human 

life and their eternal souls. I fear we would be more 

heartbroken if an expensive item that we owned was 

destroyed than if a human life was destroyed by our 

attitudes of criticism and rejection. 

 

God-given treasures may come in unusual packages. Some 

of these treasures may be hard to recognize because of the 

cobwebs of broken, bruised, and wounded conditions. But, 

through Scripture, I hope you will see that every soul, 

regardless of the condition, is too valuable to write off as 

worthless. Everyone, no matter in what condition they may 

be, is worth the effort to save. I know that some of you may 

have some doubts about this. But please, indulge me for a 

little while, and read this book. I believe God gave this to 

me to make me a better person. I am sharing it with you 

because it has had a great impact on my life. I pray that it 

will do the same for you.  


