David’s Wives 3   2 Samuel 11:1-27, 12:15-24 

Bathsheba’s story 

Please try to understand. I loved my first husband.  

He was a soldier and often away at war. 

But when you get a summons from the king, you have no choice. 

Apparently he had seen me bathing whilst walking on the roof of his house. 

I had no idea I could be seen. 

And so I was surprised when he sent for me. 

But I went. 

A few weeks later, Uriah was still away at war and I realised I was pregnant. 

What could I do? 

Uriah would know the  child was not his.  

Dare I tell the king? 

I agonised over what to do.

In the end I sent him a message, after all it was his child. 

I was not sure how he would react, I received no reply. 

But a few days later I heard that Uriah had returned from the battle field. 

I felt so guilty. 

Did he know? 

Had David ordered him home so that he could sleep with me and the child might just be thought of as his. 

If that was his plan it failed. 

I waited but Uriah never came to me. 

Apparently he refused to sleep with me while his men were still away from home. 

A couple of days later he went back to join his men. 

Soon after I heard that he had died in battle. 

I felt guilty.

It was all my fault. 

There were rumours circulating that David had ordered that Uriah should be put in the front line of battle so that he could be killed. 

I mourned for my husband. 

I had loved him dearly. 

But there I was, expecting a child with no husband to support me. 

What sort of future was there for me? 

The gossips would have made much of it. 

The week’s mourning was over, but I remained in grief. 

And then the summons came. 

I went up to the palace in fear and trembling. 

What had the king in mind? 

He insisted that he loved me and that I must marry him. 

Could I ever come to love the man who had killed my husband? 

The child was born, a son. 

Perhaps an heir to the throne? 

But he was sickly. 

He soon fell ill and I feared for his life. 

I needed comfort but David would not come to me. 

He fasted and wept and would not see anyone. 

Perhaps like me, he thought that God was punishing us.  

The child died and I thought David might turn from me. 

Far from it. 

After the child died he came to me and we comforted each other. 

It was not long before another child was conceived. 

Somehow it seems that the past is over. 

That God has forgiven us. 

I am sure God has plans my child. 

And I came to love David as much as I had loved Uriah. 

