Esther 2 Esther becomes Queen (Esther chapter 2) 
You may wonder who I am. 

I find my history rather puzzling myself.   

I am a Jew, an orphan, 
my parents dead. 

I was brought up and adopted by my cousin Mordecai. 

But we did not live in our own land. 

Many years ago our people came into exile in this far off land. 

Most had returned years ago 
but a good number remained. 

We kept ourselves apart 
and were despised by many. 

But Mordecai had a good job. 

One which gave him access to the area surrounding the king’s court. 

He had always been kind to me and very protective. 

One day we heard shocking news. 

The king had commanded his Queen Vashti to appear before him 
in front of a huge gathering. 

He wanted them to admire her beauty. 

But she refused to go. 

I don’t blame her. 

I think I would have done the same, in her position. 

The King was, as to be expected, very angry. 

And she was banished. 

And then we heard rumours 
that he was on the look out for a new Queen.  

None of the many women already in his harem would do. 

He sent out a search for young women. 

I was amazed that I was one of those selected. 

Didn’t they know I was a Jew? 

Surely that would have excluded me. 
Mordecai told me not to mention it, so I kept quiet. 

For some reason, Hegai, the eunuch in charge gave me special favours. 

Seven of the other young women were allocated to be my maids. 

Why did I need seven maids?
Why did I need any at all for that matter? 

I was pampered, given choice food and ointments for my skin. 

It was a year before any of us came into the king’s presence. 

Apparently it needed that long for us to be made beautiful enough. 

In turn each of the young women was called in.

After they had been in to the king we never saw them again. 

They went into a different harem to wait. 

To wait, to see if they had pleased the king enough 
for him to ask for them again. 

How could he remember who they all were? 

Each was invited to select what she wanted to take with her. 

Beautiful shawls, flowers to adorn the hair, perfumes, jewellery. 

A token to give to the king in the hope she would not be forgotten. 

Some of the girls were so fussy about what they chose. 

I had no desire for any of them.   

The king could take me as he found me. 

I had always been taught to dress modestly, 

that who I was inside mattered more than appearances. 

That was part of our faith. 

So I just told Hegai to give me what he thought right. 

And so I went in to the king. 

I don’t know why he singled me out 
but he seemed to find me pleasing to him. 

After several nights spent with him

He decided to make me his Queen. 

He put a crown on my head and gave a banquet. 

I didn’t want to be Queen. 
But what choice did I have? 

Was there some purpose behind all this? 

Did God have plans I don’t know about? 

