Rachel – Genesis 30:1-24

The longed for child.

I had to wait so long for the child I had longed and hoped for.

Leah seemed to have no problem in conceiving. 

Like clockwork she produced four fine sons in the first four years of marriage.  

I remained barren. 

She gloated over me. 

It was some compensation for her for she knew Jacob loved me rather than her. 

We had never been close but we drifted further apart. 

“Give him your maid” she had taunted. 

“That’s the only way you’ll bear him sons.”

Perhaps she was right, but was this what God intended after our love for each other?   

And so I reluctantly gave Jacob my maid Bilhah. 

The thought of her with Jacob was even worse than with Leah. 

She bore him two sons for me.  

But they never felt as thought they were mine. 

I wanted a child of my own. 

After a while Leah gave Jacob her maid Zilpah, who bore him sons. 

It did not seem so bad then, if she couldn’t bear children either. 

But then she began to conceive again – two more sons and a daughter. 

All my fears started again. 

Would Jacob still continue to love me? 

Would there come a time when he would stop summoning me to his bed-chamber? 

Would I never conceive? 

And then it happened. 

One day I began to notice the change in my body. 

I recognised it easily enough. 

I had seen it so often in the three other women. 

I was overjoyed.

But also fearful.

Would anything go wrong?  

After all I was not the young woman he had married all those years ago. 

We had been married for over ten years and had waited seven years before that. 

The nine months passed slowly. 

But eventually the longed for child arrived, a boy.

We named him Joseph. 

He was the apple of his father’s eye. 

He could do no wrong in his sight. 

After all I knew Jacob loved me more than the other women. 

I was still his favourite wife and so Joseph was his favourite son. 

In spite of my fears his love for me had never diminished. 

But what was the future for this child, growing up with ten older brothers? 

Would they include him in their games or would the fact that he was his father’s favourite make them jealous? 

Would they be kind to him? 

Only time will tell. 

But I fear for him. 

And yet I also feel that God has a purpose for him. 

The fact that he has been born after so long has made him special. 

It seems to be God’s way. 

