Rebekah – Genesis 27 

The Deceitful Wife 
I feel ashamed.

I deceived my husband. 

And he was blind and frail. 

I loved him dearly. 

But I also loved my son, Jacob. 

I only wanted the best for him. 

It seemed so unfair that as the younger son, he would only inherit a very small share in the land and animals we owned. 

From his birth, when he emerged from the womb grasping his brother’s heel, I felt God had plans for him. 

Even before that, as the twins were kicking in my womb, God had told me that the elder would serve the younger. 

I don’t know why I loved him so much. 

Although he loved the home life and was a bit of a mother’s boy, he could also be very selfish and deceitful. 

As a teenager he had persuaded his brother to sell his birthright for a bowl of the stew he was preparing. 

Was the oath Esau made then binding? 

If so I was only finishing the task by making sure that Jacob had his dying father’s blessing. 

But there was more than the usual inheritance at stake here. 

There was the promise to Isaac’s father, Abraham. 

I had visions of Jacob’s family spreading out over the whole of this region. 

That was what I wanted for my younger son. 

And so I tricked Isaac. 

I prepared a meal and dressed Jacob in Esau’s clothes and goatskins and sent Jacob in to give his father the meal which would precede his dying blessing.  

And it worked. 

But deceit has its consequences. 

Esau was angry enough to kill his brother, although he would probably wait until Isaac was dead. 

Isaac was too frail to worry about what had happened. 

But there was a way out. 

Perhaps Jacob could find a wife from among our own people. 

I was sure my brother Laban would help. 

I’d heard that he had two fine daughters.

And Laban might help Jacob to grow up out of his deceitful tendencies. 

I think he must have inherited that from our side of the family. 

Laban could be just as determined to get his own way. 

They would make a good match for each other. 

But who am I to talk after what I have just done?

I had no problem persuading Isaac. 

And so Jacob went on his way. 

I shall miss his company, particularly since Isaac has not long to live.

I don’t think I will ever see him again. 

But even though I feel so guilty about my deceit, it seems right. 

I am sure God has his plans for Jacob. 

Was I just helping God to bring about his plans? 

Does that justify my deceit? 

I’m sure God can achieve his purposes without such deceit. 

But I’m equally sure that God will forgive me. 

