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Rahab
facts from the Bible

Rahab was a woman who lived in Jericho during the
time it was destroyed by the Israelites.
She was a known prostitute.
She assisted the Israelite spies to escape capture.
She believed in their God and was spared during
Israel's attack on Jericho.
She became the grandmother of Boaz who married
Ruth, thus is recorded in the lineage of Jesus.

  

Joshua 2 & 6

Matthew 1

James 2:25

Hebrews 11:31



Rahab
By Shelly Henderson of Israel

    I slipped down the steps in the cool grey of morning. The

chill wrapped it’s fingers through my hair as I walked toward

the well, jug balanced on my hip. Most women wouldn’t be

drawing water for another hour so I hoped to complete my

task undisturbed. The well stood in the darkened corridor and

I breathed a sigh of relief. I could approach free of

judgement and hopefully reach my home before the gossips

emerged. I quickly set about drawing water and had almost

finished filling my jug when I heard the first gasp and the

whisper of “It’s her, the Innkeeper…”                                   

    They spat the word as if it would contaminate them, defile

them, as if they were these holy creatures. I felt my cheeks

grown warm as I picked up my jug and hurried to leave the

gathering crowd. I could feel their judgement seeping

through my skin. 

     INNKEEPER. PROSTITUTE. TEMPTRESS. 

     I held my head up and tried to walk out as dignified as

possible, yet I could feel the tears welling in my eyes. It didn’t

matter what I did, I would always be marked. Marked by

these rumors, this occupation. My mind was racing as I felt

the wet slap of spit on my face. I quickly wiped by cheek but

the message was received.

      I ran home. I was not welcome here. My hands shook as I

slipped into the bricked doorways. Trembling, I sat the jar

down and jumped as I heard a door close in the front of the

house.



    “Mother?” The word echoed through the house and I wiped

at the tears to try and clear my face. The voice belonged to

Faris. He was not my son as I had no children of my own, but I

had taken him in years before and he had since become my

family. Although he believed in the past years he had helped

me more than I had ever helped him.

    He gasped as he turned the corner into the kitchen.

“Mother!” He slipped to my side and gently wiped the tears

from my face, “I told you I’d go into town for you. Who was it?

Who said these things?” 

    He muttered on as he tried to clear the tear streaks from

my cheeks, already well aware of their cause. I reached up

and stilled his hands. 

    “Faris. It’s okay. They simply don’t understand.” 

I looked into his face and saw my pain reflected there. This

place had not been kind to either of us.

    “You’re right.” He scooped up a basket and turned for the

door, “They don’t understand that all we can do is survive in

this world.” He paused for a moment, “we’ll be lucky if we

survive the next few weeks.” He slipped out the door with his

comment lingering in the air. 

    He was right. I knew he was. The approaching army meant

death to us all.

The Israelites had sent fear raging through the streets for

weeks. They conquered everything in their path. Perhaps it

served us right. Although we were a land of numerous deities,

we were a godless people. 

    “If you’re up there, show me a way.”

I don’t know why I said it. I had been thinking about their god

for a while now. Ours seemed to care nothing for humanity,

but maybe theirs’ still did. 

                                         ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~



    Night was drawing closer as I reached for my broom, but a

sharp knock on the door drew me from my task. Pulling the

handle I was greeted by two strangers. Strangers in speech

and strangers in dress. These were Israelites.

    I quickly ushered them into the Inn and out of sight from

the street. No one deserved to be murdered in cold blood for

being in the wrong place at the wrong time. Once they were

through the door I hesitated; what was I to do with them

now? 

     “You are not safe in this city,” I spoke quickly and turned

to go to the roof. “Hide beneath the flax, I’ll come for you

when it’s safe.” I’m not sure where the idea came from, but it

was the only place something could remain hidden in this

house. 

    They spoke no words but I knew their purpose and I knew

this was my chance. My chance at a new life, maybe my only

chance to save my house and that of my father. A sharp

knock and call broke into my thoughts as I arranged the flax

to hide them.

    “Rahab, open in the name of the King.” 

    I collected my robes and my thoughts as I hurried down the

stairs to pull the latch, Don’t be suspicious echoed in my head

as the door creaked open.

    “And what, pray tell, can I do for my king?” My voice

sounded foreign, as if I no longer belonged to myself. Fear

stole into my being but my voice, unlike my hands, held

steady.

    “The two spies, where are they?” 

As the soldiers barked their inquiry, my mind raced. Perhaps I

could be elevated in status if I turned them over? Get out of

this line of work, judge the OTHER women who came to the

water fountain. Maybe my life could be different here? 

    But the Israelites were coming either way, and surely we

were all dead already, rich or not. 



    “Are they here?” The soldiers sharp tone drew me back and

I felt my soul and hands settle. 

    “They were here, my lords. If you hurry to the gates, you

may still catch them!” I directed the soldiers up the streets in

the fading light and closed the door. My heart pounded in my

ears as I struggled to clear my mind. Had I just killed me and

my family? The thought ran rampant in my head. I had to be

sure these spies survived, their commander was coming to

conquer the city and they were my only hope of survival now. 

    I hid them that night. As I moved flax to make room for

their bedrolls on the roof, I heard footsteps on the roof and

the sound of someone coming to rest against the roof wall

behind me. I continued working, hoping the stranger would

leave me in peace. A soft voice broke the silence. 

    “Why would you hide us?” It wasn’t accusatory or

suspicious but a genuine question. “You don’t know us, you

don’t owe us anything so…” his voice trailed off. 

    “So why would I save you?” I finished his question as I

slowly looked out toward the Jordan River. The land was so

still tonight, even the breeze seemed strangely absent. “I’m

saving you because I hope that your God can save me.” I

breathed the answer into the quiet night air. “I’m helping you

because your God seems to see life as worthy of being saved

and my gods…” I froze as I contemplated the blasphemy I was

about to speak. “My gods don’t care if we live or die, but your

God…” I turned to face the Israelite and my voice trembled as

I realized what this all meant, “your God saves people, He

clears the way before your feet. He splits rivers and moves

mountains. Your God… He’s alive.” As I said the last words my

gaze met the Israelites’. “I want to die knowing I served a

living God, even if it was just for one day.”

    He stood in silence for a moment, “Rahab, you won’t die by

our hand. Our God will be your God, for He is the God of the

living.” The Israelite stepped closer, “I’m Salmon of the tribe 



of Benjamin, and you have my word that when this city falls,

you shall not fall alongside it. I will come for you and all those

in this house. As these walls are our refuge tonight, so they

shall be a refuge for you in the coming destruction.” He

glanced around the rooftop and his eyes fell to a length of

scarlet cord. “Drape that out your window when you hear us

approach and the Lord will remember you.” He picked up the

cord and laid it in my hands. 

    I sent them to the hills the next day, warning them to lay

low for three days until the pursuing party would return to the

city. They clambered out my window but not without

reminding me of their promise first. They would remember me,

and by their God, I would be sparred. They ran to the hills as

Faris and I looked on. He questioned me about the event

later that day. 

    “Mother, why would you help spies?” We were preparing

the evening meal and his question, while not unexpected, still

took me by surprise. 

    “You said it yourself, Faris. We’ll be lucky if we survive the

next couple of weeks. Our gods have forsaken us, if they ever

existed.” The candlelight flickered in his eyes as he studied

my face. “But their god… He’s moving mountains and opening

seas, Faris. He’s….” I held my breath as I looked at my

trembling hands. 

    “He’s alive.” Faris breathed the words as if they could save

us all. I looked at him as we realized, they would save us. 

    Their God would save us.

                                        ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 

    I hung the scarlet cord out my window on the day the earth

began to shake. Their company was silent as it moved across

the plains, marching ever closer. We watched them march for

was seemed like hours, the earth trembling from the sheer

number of feet. I sent Faris for my father and his house; he 



ushered them through my doors with a myriad of questions

and angry looks. No one understood why they were spending

their last days here in the house of the family prostitute. For

days we stayed at the Inn and felt the earth shake in silent

anticipation. There wasn’t a sound to be heard from the

Israelites; my people began throwing things from the city

walls and ridiculing the persistent soldiers. They marched on

for six days without a thing happening. My family grumbled

and they complained and I question my faith in these people,

in this god. 

    But still we stayed. The Israelites marched and marched for

what seemed an eternity on the seventh day, when suddenly

they sent up a roar that seemed to rent heaven itself in two.

That was when we heard the walls crack and felt the earth

shake and the parapets fell. My family clung to me, and I

clung to my faith. We heard screaming in the streets and

Faris looked at me, his fear painted on his face. I could see

the question in his eyes, would they remember us? 

    As panic started seeping into my soul, the door burst open

and there was Salmon. He was clad in his armor and if he

hadn’t spoken I might not have recognized him. 

    “Is this your family, Rahab?” He spoke swiftly, keeping his

eyes on the streets. I nodded my response and a smile slid

across his face. 

    “Then let’s go home, for our God has made us victorious.” 

                                     ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

    We marveled at the broken down walls and the shattered

streets. My mother clung to my arm as we followed Salmon to

the camp of the Israelites. Would we be treated as prisoners,

war prizes, or slaves? What would this promise mean in

reality? The questions flooded my mind as we entered the 



camp. I braced myself to be spit on once again, but instead I

felt a gentle hand on my arm. I turned to see a group of

Israelite women, clad in colorful clothes with their hands

extended. 

    A woman with grey hair and bright eyes reached for my

hand, “Welcome, Rahab. Salmon told us you were coming

home. Come see the place we have prepared for you.” 

    I felt the tears come to my eyes as I looked at Salmon

through the crowd. 

    “I told you,” he spoke above the din of women’s voices, “we

were going home.”
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Plant

the fragile beauty of the situation
Petals

Jesus said, "I have said these things to you, that in me you may
have peace. In the world you will have tribulation. But take

heart; I have overcome the world." John 16:33

"Be not silent, O God of my praise! For wicked and deceitful
mouths are opened against me, speaking against me with lying

tongues. They encircle me with words of hate, and attack me without
cause. In return for my love they accuse me, but I give myself to

prayer..." Psalm 109:2

The fragile beauty of Rahab, or anyone living a life of sin (in

her case as a prostitute) is that it is not always of our own

making. Our circumstances can often be forced upon us with

no way out. God longs to rescue us, wherever we are in this

life. And, the most beautiful thing about God in our situation,

is that He see's right into our longing heart and responds.



Journal:

The feeling's of God's arms around me when

I face criticism, judgment, or slander 



PlantLove
of Christ through the situation

The orchid is one of the oldest breeding flowers in the world,

with more than 25,000 documented species throughout the

world. That is more than the varieties of birds recorded!

Rahab had the honor of becoming a bloodline to the messiah,

(Matthew 1:5). What an incredible legacy of mercy and

unconditional love.  

"But God shows his love for us in that while we were still sinners,
Christ died for us." Romans 5:8

"So we have come to know and
to believe the love that God has
for us. God is love, and whoever
abides in love abides in God, and

God abides in him."
1John 4:16



Journal: 

How God has blessed me in face of adversity



Plant

the hearts desire
Awaken

"And in the same way was not also Rahab the
prostitute justified by works when she received the
messengers and sent them out by another way?" 

James 2:25

Are you responsive to God's work?

"I the Lord search the heart and test the
mind, to give every man according to his

ways, according to the fruit of his deeds." 
Jeremiah 17:10

I love how God just takes us right where we are
and uses us for His purpose. He knows our hearts
intensions. He knows our response to His inner
voice. He knows whether or not we are receptive
to His will. 



Journal: My response to God's calling



Plant

of who we are in Christ
Nature

The topic of works, or good-deeds can be intimidating for

many. It certainly has given me pause to resist it's

implications. Mostly because of personal experience with

those who put their salvation in rules of "good behavior" that

have breed harsh judgment and hurt on others. 

But God's works are not enforced to restrict or put guilt on a

struggler. Works are to be a response from an individuals

heart out of love of the one who LOVED us first. Who's laws

of nature are there to protect and serve with compassion

and mercy.

"Create in me a clean heart, O God, and renew a right spirit within me."
Psalm 51:10

"Every way of a man is right in his own eyes,
but the Lord weighs the heart."

Proverbs 21:2



Journal: The good-works of the heart
hint: look up the fruit of the Spirit, Ephesians 4: 1-32 



Plant

within

Transplant

Having faith means to believe in something or someone with

convicted assurance it is real. Faith is confidence in what we

hope for and the belief that the Lord is working, even though we

can not see it. 

By faith Rahab the prostitute did not perish with those who were
disobedient, because she had given a friendly welcome to the spies.

Hebrews 11:31

So the young men who had been spies went in
and brought out Rahab and her father and

mother and brothers and all who belonged to her.
And they brought all her relatives and put them
outside the camp of Israel." Joshua 6:23

Situations in our lives can

seem overwhelming, scary,

or intimidating. But we can

be rest-assured, in FAITH,

that God has a way out and

will take care of us and our

household.



Journal:

My need of patience to wait upon the Lord


