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        “Also the valiant men of the armies were… Uriah the Hittite…”

        -1 CHRONICLES 11:26,41

      

      

      

      
        
        980 B.C., City of David

      

      

      

      “Another war?” Bathsheba threw the words across the room at her husband.

      “I’m a warrior,” Uriah answered. “It’s what I do.”

      She reached for him and looked up into his tanned face. “But you just returned from the last one and you were gone so long.”

      He pulled her close and brushed his fingers through her long, dark hair. “I’ve been home for months.”

      “You were gone for years,” she whispered into his tunic. Tears stung her eyes, but she fought them back.

      He wrapped his arms around her.

      “Promise me you won’t be gone that long again.”

      The request hung in the air.

      Uriah tightened his embrace. “You know I can’t make that kind of a promise.”

      Tears spilled over then. She buried her face deeper into the rough material and wailed. “I miss you so.”

      “I miss you as well.”

      “What about our future? What about our plans?” she whimpered.

      “We still have plenty of time.”

      “How am I supposed to believe that when you don’t know when you will return?”

      “And what am I supposed to do?” He held her at arm’s length. “Am I supposed to turn my back on my duties to sit around here being a mere husband?”

      She tucked her chin at the stinging words.

      “I’m sorry.” He pulled her in again. “I didn’t mean it that way.”

      “I’m your wife.”

      “And David is my king. I have to go.”

      “I wish you were as loyal to me as you were to him.”

      He looked down at her. “That’s not fair.”

      “It’s true.” She pulled away. “Sometimes it feels as if you’d rather be on the battlefield than home with me.”

      “I’m a warrior. It’s what I was trained to do.”

      “I know.” She shook her head. “But what about me?”

      “You must be here taking care of things while I’m away.”

      She sighed. “When do you leave?”

      “In a few days.”

      “So soon?”

      “The spring rains have ceased and the generals want to move out as soon as possible.”

      “But we don’t even have time to…to be together.” She twisted her fingers.

      “It’ll have to wait until I return.”

      “But we’ve been trying since we got married. Can’t you stay home for a while and go to battle another time.”

      He gave her a stern look.

      “I know.” She sighed. “You’re a warrior.”

      He reached for her hand and squeezed it. “I will return to you.”

      “Soon?”

      “As soon as I can.” He kissed the top of her head.

      She resisted the urge to argue further. If Uriah was really leaving again, she didn’t want to spend their last few days fighting.

      The simple promise of his eventual return was all she could hope for. She was the wife of a warrior. There were no guarantees.

      “Then I shall prepare your favorite foods before you go,” she offered. “Maybe it will entice you to return to me more quickly.”

      A slight smile played at the corners of his mouth. “I’d like that.”

      Bathsheba reached for her headwrap and tucked her hair under the material. She retrieved a small stack of coins from her money pouch and kissed her husband.

      “I’ll return shortly. That is if another war doesn’t break out before I get home.”

      He chuckled. “You’d make a fine warrior. You’d beat the enemy away with your guilt talk.”

      Her mouth hung open in mocking shock.

      “I only tease.”

      She snapped her mouth shut and gave him a wink.

      “Besides, you’re far too wise to fight. If you were in charge, we probably wouldn’t fight at all.”

      “At least my warriors would be home before supper.”
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        * * *

      

      The sun lit the early morning sky with such an intense brightness that Bathsheba had to cover her eyes to see against it.

      Soldiers from the City of David were heading off to war.

      Uriah leaned in close and kissed her hard. He brushed his large palm against her cheek.

      “Keep yourself from trouble.”

      She rolled her eyes. “I don’t have sight for anyone but you, my husband.”

      “That might be true, but many men have their sights on you. You are so beautiful.”

      Her heart thumped a little harder. She didn’t like her husband fawning over her, but the love that shone in his eyes always set her longing for him ablaze.

      “Return to me soon and you won’t have to worry about other men chasing after me,” she teased.

      For a moment, she could see his eyes darken.

      “I didn’t-”

      “I know.” He attempted a faint smile.

      She pressed his hand against her face one last time before releasing him.

      He waved to her and joined the other men.

      “He’s a good soldier,” a gravelly voice spoke behind her.

      She turned to face her father, Eliam. He was dressed for battle. His tunic was covered with armor that she knew he had spent much of the last week polishing until it shone. She remembered even as a little girl watching him for hours polish the metal. Her mother would always be tripping over the piece of armor until he left for war. Then she cried at night and often remarked how much she missed having Eliam and his metal and rags underfoot.

      “That he is.” She looked over her shoulder to see Uriah reporting to Joab, the captain of the army. “Look after him, Father.”

      “I’ll do my best,” he promised. “Though I’m sure he’ll spend more time looking out for this old fellow instead.” He chuckled.

      She gave him a tight hug. “Be safe out there and help them all return home.”

      “No guarantees in war, Daughter.”

      She bit her lip. I know.
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        “And it came to pass in an eveningtide, that David arose from off his bed, and walked upon the roof of the king's house: and from the roof he saw a woman washing herself; and the woman was very beautiful to look upon.”

        -2 SAMUEL 11:2

      

      

      

      Uriah had set out with the other soldiers leaving Bathsheba to tend to their simple and empty home. For the first few days, she was able to busy her hands enough to keep her thoughts from straying. It didn’t take long for the act of only taking care of herself left her with too much time on her hands.

      She often caught herself wondering where Uriah was though she knew exactly what he was doing and it made her shutter. She didn’t like war. War meant death. War also meant soldiers away from their homes.

      Her father, Eliam, fought with David as one of his mighty men. Her husband, Uriah, had joined them when he became a warrior.

      Eliam always spoke of how proud he was that his daughter had the good sense to marry a warrior like him. A brave man can fight for what is his.

      Pacing the empty house made her think of her mother. She remembered when her father left for war how much it drove her mother near madness. She would call his name and then remember he had gone to war. The thought would send her rushing off to her room in tears.

      When Bathsheba was young, the two would play games and sew new dresses when Eliam was away. As she got older, she took on many of the household chores. Her mother grew more distant and sorrowful each spring. When the land dried, the soldiers were called away to another battle.

      Her mother’s heart had finally broken when Eliam was helping David hide from King Saul. By the time David was finally made king, Eliam had returned home to mourn his wife. When his time of mourning was complete, he returned to help David secure Jerusalem and rename it after himself.

      Eliam urged Uriah to build a house in the newly conquered city. Bathsheba loved the idea of a fresh start in a new town. She enjoyed helping add a few special touches to the home and surveying the market.

      With each passing year, the walls grew in around her as they had done with her mother. At least her mother had her to keep company to use up the long hours. Bathsheba had no one. She had no child to tend to and no family to help care for or visit. All her extended family were too far away. Her husband and father were now off to fight in another of King David’s wars.

      A bird’s call from outside the window caught her attention. She looked up into the dying sunlight.

      “Oh my,” she whispered to herself. “I’ve wasted the entire day.”

      She wiped her hands on a cloth and then a thought struck her. “Day.” She turned the days in her mind. It had been a week since her husband had left for battle. Her uncleanness had come the night he left and now it was gone again. “I need to get to the market before sundown.”

      She scooped up her headpiece to cover her hair. She grabbed a few coins and headed out the door.

      She tried not to rush through the busy streets, but the low hanging shadows told her she didn’t have much time. When the vendors came into view, she sighed with relief.

      She found the nearest bird seller and purchased two beautiful doves. They cooed to her from their simple cage as she pressed into the flow of people heading toward the palace.

      King David’s palace sat on the hill in the City of David. Though she had never seen another palace, this one was larger than any of the homes surrounding it. King David had removed the ark from its place in Gibeon but left the Tabernacle in the care of Obed-edom. It was here behind the palace that a make-shift area had been set up. The ark dwelt in a tent and the priest offered sacrifices continually in the area surrounding it.

      “It is my eighth day,” she confessed to the priest. “I have my sin offering and burnt offering here to make atonement before the Lord for my uncleanness.”

      The man dressed in white took the cage and offered the sacrifices.

      “You are now clean before the Lord,” he pronounced.

      She bowed and stepped out of the way for the next person to have their turn.

      “The ark deserves a rightful dwelling place,” Uriah’s words echoed in her memories as she took a final glance at the simple tent. “If the king should dwell in a palace, why is it right for the ark of the Lord to dwell in a tent?”

      She smiled at the reminder of his zeal for the Lord. His faithful character and hope in the Lord drew her to him and kept her heart knit together with his.

      Uriah had reminded her on a number of occasions that King David was making plans for a glorious temple to house the ark and all the furnishings of the Lord. He told her it would be his dying wish to see such a thing happen in his lifetime.

      Her heart ached for him. Her steps slowed as she envisioned his bright face and massive frame. She missed his warmth at night and the gentle sounds of his breath near her. She hugged herself as she feared losing her composure in public.

      Growing shadows urged her home. “I must bathe before the end of the day. If not, I’ll spend another day unclean.”

      The air around her was warm as she drew fresh water. She poured the water into a basin and set some clean towels beside her. The inviting breeze called to her and she decided to move her ritual outside to her rooftop in order to speed up the process and be done before the sunset.

      Everyone would be inside already enjoying their last meal for the night before going to sleep. She had no one to prepare a meal for and wasn’t feeling at all hungry.

      With everything she needed set out on the flat roof, she slipped her dress over her head and used the clean cloths to bathe her skin. The water was refreshing not only to her body but to her mind. It didn’t take away the pain of longing, but it did help ease her senses. The cool water bathed her scorched skin from the heat of the day.

      When her ritual was finished, she dressed in a clean garment and returned all the unclean items to the house to be washed.

      It was difficult to endure her week of uncleanness as it was a constant reminder of the lack of blessing of children from the Lord. But to endure it knowing her husband was miles away and not able to enjoy her new state together made it difficult. She always felt peace after she had cleansed herself. It was a refreshing of hope in her heart that this might be the last time she would have to cleanse herself until after childbirth. Sadly, she would not get the chance to make use of her freshness.

      Her heart hurt. She wanted Uriah to hold her, but he was a very long way off and she had no idea when he would return.

      She rinsed out the cloths and her unclean dress before setting them out to dry and emptying the basin. She wiped her hands and looked around at her work. Everything was clean once again, including herself.

      It always amazed her that even when one had to be separated as unclean before the Lord, He always provided a way to be clean again. The state of uncleanness wouldn’t last forever as long as one returned to Him on His terms He had laid out in His Books of the Law.

      The sun was entirely set when Bathsheba thought about sleep. She wasn’t tired and had no reason to rest for any significant task waiting for her when the sun rose again.

      She sighed to herself. She could spend some time sewing, but she’d have to use up some of her oil supply to accomplish that without the sunlight. There wasn’t anything that needed mending as it was.

      She paced around her empty room searching for something to exhaust her energy. Upon finding nothing, she decided to try sleep.

      As she reached for her mat, a knock came at the door.

      She hesitated. No one should be out at this time of the night. She wasn’t expecting company. Surely, she misheard a neighbor’s door.

      A second knock came louder. There was no denying that someone was pounding on her own door.

      Maybe someone was in need of help.

      She rushed toward the wooden door and eased it open.

      It took a few moments for her eyes to adjust to the darkness, but when they did, she saw a group of guards circled around her. Royal guards no less.

      “Are you Bathsheba, daughter of Eliam and wife of Uriah?”

      “I am.”

      “You are called before King David.”

      What would the king want with me?

      She steadied her rapid heart. “Just a moment.” She stepped to the side to grab her headpiece. Tying it quickly around her head, she exited her home and yielded herself to their lead.

      The streets leading from her simple home to the palace were quiet. The footsteps of the guards echoed off the stone walls. Her heart raced a little faster.

      Undoubtedly if this regarded her husband, word would have already been revealed to her. Why would they extract her from her home to an audience with the king himself? Surely, she had done nothing to provoke the king’s anger or even draw his attention. He wasn’t even supposed to be in the city. It was wartime. A time when kings lead their troops into securing borders.

      By the time they reached the palace, Bathsheba’s mind had run through every possible explanation and came up empty-handed. The cold night air on her freshly washed skin sent a shiver down her back. The fear of heading into the unknown added to its course.

      Without a word, the men led her deep into the walls of the palace and in front of the throne.

      There sat David. His bushy red hair stuck out from under his simple crown. His royal robes hung perfectly from his massive shoulders. His mild olive complexion was tanned from years in the sun. She could scarcely return her attention to the ground as she bowed low. He was indeed handsome to look upon.

      “My King,” her voice trembled.

      “Leave us,” his voice boomed to the guard.

      Sandaled steps echoed away until Bathsheba heard no movement at all.

      She dared a peek around to find no one else left. She glanced up through her thick hair to find David watching her.

      “Are you Bathsheba?”

      “I am.”

      He rose. The folds of his robe fluttered with his movements as he paced in front of the throne. “Your husband, Uriah, fights for me.”

      “He does, my king.” So, this has to be about my husband.

      “And your father, Eliam, as well.”

      “The king speaks truth.”

      “Both honorable warriors.”

      She nodded. Her heart fluttered. The news of some unexpected event concerning her husband or father was surely about to fall from his lips to her ears. Tears burned at the corners of her eyes. Uriah’s face flashed in her thoughts. The last moments that they held each other freshly surfaced. She could almost feel his tight embrace and whispers of promises to return so they could start their own family.

      “Come with me,” he ordered.

      She straightened and followed him out of the chamber.

      He hastened down the hall. She kept a few paces back. The empty halls mirrored the empty streets outside. Not a person stood witness to the unfolding events.

      Finally, he turned into an open door. She stepped to the threshold and halted. Upon examining the room, she realized it was the King’s personal bedchamber. A large bed took up most of the center of the room. Flowing curtains hung from posts. Clean linens covered a plump bed mat. The bed looked inviting. Warm and comfortable.

      She took a step back. I shouldn’t be here.

      He held out his hand to her.

      She shook her head. Her eyes widened on the bed.

      He reached for her and grabbed her wrist, pulling her into the room and shutting the door behind her. His hand moved from her wrist up her arm and to her neck.

      She tilted her chin away.

      His fingers traced designs down her neck and onto her shoulders. His lips soon followed.

      The tears that burned her eyes raced down her cheeks. Heat rose from her throat and tried to suffocate her. She closed her eyes.

      David’s thumbs wiped away the dampness on her face as he crooned in her ear with soft words that dripped like honey.

      She trembled all over.

      He pressed his frame against hers. She tried to resist by planting her feet firm, but feared he would slay her where she stood.

      With a sudden movement, she was in his arms and being taken to the bed. He laid her gently upon it and continued to explore her body with his hands. She dared a slight peek at him. His eyes danced like wildfire. His mouth was turned up in a hungry grin. She knew what he wanted. Her entire body seized. She felt like a stone lying upon the soft linens.

      She wasn’t supposed to be there. He wasn’t supposed to be there. Why was he doing this to her?

      She prayed for a guard to break down the door and stop the madness, but no one came.

      As he moved to peel back the layers of her clothes, she clenched her eyes tight and didn’t open them again until he finished with her.

      He collapsed beside her in a heap. She opened her wet eyes to see the blur of man beside her. She pulled her garments over her naked body and hugged them close. She wrapped her knees up to her chest and rocked herself gently. She feared awakening the monster that lay beside her. Her body shook and she couldn’t calm it. Her teeth chattered and she clenched her jaw together to keep quiet. Fresh salty tears streamed down her cheeks. She clenched her lips as not to utter a sob.

      Uriah.

      Her first thought was of her husband. What would he do when he found out what happened? Would he send her away with a bill of divorce? What man would want a woman who had lain with another? As honorable a man as her warrior was, he would want to keep his own honor intact over hers. She had done nothing to provoke the king’s lust and yet here she sat.

      Visions of Uriah’s children danced in her mind. Little ones with his almond eyes and dark hair chasing each other merrily in the streets as they played. He wouldn’t want to be with her now. He would send her away and she would bear the shame for the rest of her life. She would die childless and a woman of adultery.
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        “And David sent messengers, and took her; and she came in unto him, and he lay with her; for she was purified from her uncleanness: and she returned unto her house.”

        -2 SAMUEL 11:4

      

      

      

      Bathsheba sat still on the bed still clutching her clothes against her naked body. She had sat up all night too terrified to move.

      As day broke through the large window, David stirred beside her. He groaned and rolled over.

      She dared not look at him. Instead, she kept her eyes focused on the wall.

      “Bathsheba?” his voice was rough.

      She nodded ever so slightly.

      “It wasn’t a dream?”

      She shook her head and looked down at herself.

      He rose from the bed and shuffled around the room. He found his tunic and robes he had cast aside and returned them to his body. Then he left.

      Fresh tears streamed down Bathsheba’s face. She shrugged into her dress and wiped her face on her sleeve.

      The door creaked open and a large woman stepped in.

      Bathsheba studied her. She was well dressed and obviously well fed. Her skin was so clean it almost glowed.

      “The king says you are dismissed.” She held her chin high.

      Bathsheba nodded. She climbed down from the bed and searched until she found her headscarf lying in a pile across the room. She picked it up, wrapped it hurriedly over her head, and slinked past the woman. She stepped into the hallway and looked down one way then the other. She had never been this deep in the palace before and feared getting lost in the maze of corridors.

      A huff came from behind her. “This way.”

      Bathsheba followed the quick pace of the woman through several hallways until they reached a gate that led outside. She stepped into the open street and heard the gate shut behind her.

      When she turned around, the courtyard was empty.

      She turned back to the street and headed toward the direction of her own home.

      She rubbed her throbbing head. Her eyes were dry from the sleepless night.

      Merchants were setting up in the marketplace. The smell of freshly baked bread caused her stomach to protest. She reached for her money pouch, but realized it was still at home. She had been snatched in the evening with only her dress.

      Her steps quickened as she recognized faces that gathered in the streets. She must get home before anyone saw her coming from the palace.

      She leaned on the door to her home and shut it firmly behind her. She slid down the wood and landed on the floor with a thud. She buried her face in her drawn-up knees and screamed. She held her legs and rocked back and forth.

      Uriah. Oh, Uriah. What will become of me?

      She cried until she had no more tears left and then she cried some more.

      When her hunger was too much to bear, she stood and retrieved a bite of food from yesterday. The leftover bread and fruit had no taste. She returned them to their covered place and paced around her home.

      She was alive. She should be grateful for that. If she had refused the king, she would surely have been killed on the spot. But now what was to become of her? She almost wished he had killed her instead of ravaging her. Living with the sin weighing on her heart and soul seemed a fate far worse than death.
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