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1

R ahab stood in the garden of her home, listening 
to the bulbul birds chattering to one another. The 

weariness that had plagued her for weeks was lifting as her body 
slowly recovered from the strange fever that swept through their 
town. Her mother told her that a traveler who had lodged with a 
family in Upper Beth-horon became feverish and died suddenly. 
Afterward, the fever spread from that family until many in the 
town were ill and many died. Finally, with the spring rains, the 
fever seemed to abate, but sorrow was left in its wake.

Now, as Rahab stood quietly in the stillness of the early 
morning, she thanked Jehovah for sparing her. A gentle breeze 
brushed her cheek and she sensed His presence. While the fever 
racked her body, she had gone in and out of delirium, barely 
conscious of the cool cloths her mother had placed on her fore-
head or patted on her arms and chest. She heard her mother’s 
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voice, murmuring over and over, “Spare her, Lord, she is our 
youngest. Spare her.” 

During her illness, she sensed her mother’s presence, but 
one night, in her darkest hour, she felt the presence of her God 
as well. In her spirit, she heard the words, “You shall live.” 

Remembering that night, Rahab breathed deeply of the 
fresh air and looked at the world around her with new eyes. 
In the distance, the morning mist was clearing; over the wall, 
she could see their sister town of Lower Beth-horon. A caravan 
route divided the towns of Upper and Lower Beth-horon, and 
as she watched, a caravan lumbered slowly along in the distance, 
the camels appearing to be the size of mice. She wondered where 
this one was going. Having lived in Upper Beth-horon all of her 
sixteen years, she knew she would probably marry and remain 
here. She sighed deeply. There was another world out there…
but she knew she would never see it.

Maybe her restlessness came from being so ill and confined 
to her room for many weeks as she struggled against the illness 
that sapped her strength and seemed to set her body on fire. 
When at last it had run its course, she was left feeling weak 
and listless. Her mother had to feed her until she regained the 
strength to feed herself. 

“You are better today?” Her mother, Zahava, had stepped 
into the garden. Rahab had not heard her footsteps.

“Yes, I feel much stronger, Imah.” A tear slipped down her 
cheek. “I feel so sad about Tova. I will miss her.” Tova, her nurse, 
had succumbed to the fever. She had been with their family ever 
since Rahab could remember and took care of all the children 
when they were little. No one knew her age—not even Tova 
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herself—but from her wrinkled hands and lines on her face, 
they knew she was older than they could imagine. 

Zahava put an arm around her daughter’s shoulders. “I 
thought for a time we would lose you too, child. You were very 
ill, but you fought it.” She shook her head. “Dear Tova just 
hadn’t the strength to resist.”

“Were there many others?”
As her mother told her about some of the families who had 

lost loved ones, including several children, and Rahab wondered 
aloud why she survived when others did not. 

“One night, Imah, a voice whispered to me that I would 
live,” she related pensively.

Zahava lifted her chin with one finger. “Our God knows 
His way, my daughter. Jehovah has spared you, but it is not for 
us to ask the reasons.”

From the wall, they watched the distant travelers for a 
moment and then Zahava led Rahab to a stone bench, where 
they sat, each lost in thought. Finally, Rahab asked the question 
that had been on her mind. “Did Jonah come with his father?” 
Jonah belonged to one of the few Hebrew families that had 
not left Beth-horon. Before her illness, she’d overheard that he 
and his father were going to call on her father with a marriage 
proposal.

Zahava was silent a moment, gauging Rahab’s response. 
“I’m sorry, child. You were so ill. Jonah’s father was worried 
about a sickly wife if you survived. He has betrothed his son to 
Keren, the wine merchant’s daughter.”

A sense of relief washed over her, but Rahab cast her gaze to 
the ground to hide her reaction from her mother. She didn’t like 
Jonah and dreaded the thought of marrying him.



8  Diana Wallis Taylor

Her mother patted her on the knee, her voice more hopeful 
than convincing. “There will be other young men, daughter. You 
are the most beautiful young woman in Beth-horon and when it 
becomes known that you are well, though you are now older, I’m 
sure there will be no end of suitors.”

But will there be one I like? Rahab wondered. And who will I 
have to choose from?

“Imah, it is said that many of the other Israelite families are 
moving out of Canaan.”

Zahava took her hand. “That is true. There are fewer and 
fewer Jewish families, not only here in Upper Beth-horon, but 
the lower city, and Beth-Sherah.”

“Then who will be left for me to marry?”
Her mother sighed. “There will be someone. As our young-

est child, your father and I were reluctant to let you go. Now, 
you are well and eligible, but yes, the young men are few.”

It was a disappointing prospect. Rahab’s shoulders sank. “I 
shall end up an unmarried woman and never be able to give you 
grandchildren.”

Zahava cupped Rahab’s chin with one hand and brushed a 
lock of hair from her daughter’s forehead with the other. “We 
must trust Jehovah, child, and His plan for you.”

“Yes, Imah.”
Zahava rose, a twinkle in her eyes. “I have news to cheer 

you. We will be having a guest for dinner.” 
Rahab rolled her eyes. “Not the Egyptian governor again! 

He is like a peacock, so filled with his own importance.”
Her mother raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t know you were so 

opinionated! You had best watch your manners, Rahab. As the 
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paka, our governor, he represents Pharaoh, to whom we are all 
required to pay tribute. It is best not to offend him.” 

With a knowing look at Rahab, her mother returned to the 
house to oversee preparations for the evening meal.

Rahab rose and went to the wall again. The caravan was 
now a speck in the distance.

She contemplated her mother’s words. In spite of their her-
itage, her family was required to pay tribute to Pharaoh, just as 
the Canaanites did. She did not like the aging paka, with all 
of his pomp and posturing, but for the sake of her family, she 
would be respectful. 

She thought about her mother’s comment on her heritage 
and recalled one of the many times her father, Akim, had gath-
ered his children around him and shared the story of how they 
came to live in Upper Beth-horon in the land of Canaan. On 
that particular occasion, he shared with her the origin of her 
name.

Rahab never tired of hearing the story. It was one of intrigue, 
adventure, and hope.…

|
“Our ancestor, Joseph, was one of the younger sons of Jacob,” 

her father had related. “He saved Egypt from a great famine 
and was named prime minister of Egypt. Joseph was then given 
Asenath, the beautiful daughter of Poti-Pherah, high priest of 
On, as his wife.”

Isaac, always the studious one, had asked, “Was she an 
Israelite, Abba?” 

“No, my son. She was from a high-ranking family in Egypt. 
Pharaoh meant to honor Joseph and perhaps tie him more to the 
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Egyptian culture. Joseph had no choice. He married Asenath 
and they had two sons, Manasseh and Ephraim. Joseph, how-
ever, brought them up to know Jehovah. Then, when Joseph’s 
father Jacob was dying, to Joseph’s surprise, he adopted Joseph’s 
sons, giving them the same status as his own sons. But more 
importantly, he gave the patriarchal blessing to the younger 
son, Ephraim, our ancestor. He would carry the princely line. 
Ephraim grew up and married. He had three sons and six 
grandsons.” 

“But they died, didn’t they, Abba?” Eliana had asked.
Akim had raised his eyebrows. “Now who is telling the 

story?” The children had all giggled and urged their Abba to 
continue.

“One day, these sons and grandsons of Ephraim thought 
that they could just ride into Canaan and do what they pleased. 
They saw a herd of cattle and decided to take some for them-
selves. Perhaps they wanted them for a sacrifice. We will never 
know. The men of Gath discovered what they had done and 
killed all of them because they entered Canaan brashly and stole 
the cattle. Ephraim mourned many days over the loss of his seed 
and the princely line.”

“But there was another son, Abba,” had prompted Rahab’s 
brother Baram. 

“Yes. Ephraim’s wife gave birth to another son, who was 
given the unhappy name, Beriah, meaning, ‘Because of the sad-
ness in his house.’ Beriah grew up and married, and his wife 
gave birth to a daughter, Sherah. She became a great leader 
who eventually moved to Canaan and settled here with all her 
household.”
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“She didn’t become a slave, Abba,” six-year-old Rahab had 
chimed in, remembering that part of the story.

“No, child. Her family avoided the fate of those left behind 
in Egypt, who suffered greatly after our ancestor Joseph died.”

And Abba had smiled down at Rahab. “That is why we 
named you Rahab. It means ‘remembering Egypt.’” 

Rahab had smiled up at her father and felt so important for 
having a name that reminded her family of their history and 
how they had escaped the fate of the people in Egypt.

Her father always concluded his tale the same way: “Each 
generation has the honor of passing on the story of our heritage. 
While we live in Canaan, we will still remember Egypt.”

|
Pondering that moment ten years ago, Rahab frowned. It 

might be important to know their heritage, but what did it matter 
here in Upper Beth-horon? Would her father be able to find a good 
husband for her when so few Jewish men were available here? 

Her people had not intermarried with the Canaanites 
because they worshipped pagan gods. So, she reasoned, her hus-
band would have come from another place. But where?

Her three brothers and two sisters had married when many 
Hebrew families still lived in Upper and Lower Beth-horon. 
With twelve children between them, there were now over 
twenty members of her family nearby. Had her brothers’ wives or 
her sisters’ husbands any young men left in their families whom she 
could marry? Rahab did not know.…

The sun was arcing down toward sunset when she reluc-
tantly left the garden to dress for the evening meal. Thinking of 
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the aging paka, she shook her head, and had to remind herself 
of her mother’s plea to be respectful. 




