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        To my children.

        When the tunnel of life seems too dark, remember God’s glorious light is waiting on the other side.
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        “By faith the harlot Rahab perished not with them that believed not, when she had received the spies with peace.”

        -HEBREWS11:31

      

      

      Dear Reader,

      In His infinite wisdom, God made sure Rahab’s story made it into His Holy Word.

      Rahab was a woman who had wasted most of her life on the pleasures of the flesh. In one moment, she seemed to turn her back on everything she had ever known to accept a God whom she had never met. As a result of this one moment of faith, Rahab is lifted high and her name added to a list of the most faithful people of God anyone could ever write. It just goes to show how tender hearted our God is toward those who follow after Him.

      To you, Dear Reader, I write this brief word of warning. The following story is fictional, but it’s based on the few details of Rahab from the Biblical account found in the book of Joshua. Since Rahab was a known prostitute living in a culture which openly used the human body in several vial ways, there may be some uncomfortable scenes to face. The real story of Rahab was far more graphic and unimaginable than anyone could pen. Please don’t let any of that stop you from taking in Rahab’s entire story. I’ve tried to be cautious in what I’ve included in this novel. My goal is for you to see how God loves to step in to direct people who are willing to put their trust in Him.

      Rahab traded her empty life of pain for a statement of faith. That choice also brought forth a promise God had made long before Rahab was even born. Rahab’s small profession of faith in God opened the floodgates of blessings for the people of Israel. God would send His son Jesus, born from a line which counted the gentile harlot Rahab as one of its direct ancestors. Jesus would come into the world to pay the price of every sin ever committed, including Rahab’s. We can be made clean and have our lives transformed if we, like Rahab, come to God with one simple confession, “He is God in heaven above, and in earth beneath.” -Joshua 2:11. 

      
        
        ~Jenifer Jennings
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        “And they served their idols: which were a snare unto them.”

        -PSALM 106:36

      

        

      
        1430 B.C., Jericho

      

      

      

      Flames of pain rushed through Rahab. Her arms and legs pleaded to be moved to relieve their stiffness.

      She tried to lift her head, but felt a sudden wave of sickness come up from her stomach. Managing to turn her head just in time, she threw up her last meal of stew. Rahab twisted away to avoid staring at the dark puddle which colored the sandy street beside her.  

      The cool night in Jericho should have provided easier breathing compared to the heat of the day. But Rahab had trouble breathing from the weight pressing down on her chest.

      She took a slow, steady breath.

      What happened?

      A loud crash startled Rahab. Forcing her eyes open as wide as she could make them, she searched for the source of the noise.

      No one was around, but she was sure she had heard something.

      Rahab noticed movement about a stone’s throw away from where she lay.

      She opened her mouth to scream, but was surprised at the sound which came gurgling up from her throat. It was low and broken, and reminded Rahab of a wounded animal suffering at the hands of an unskilled hunter. Her lips burned with fire as if she had been wandering in the desert for days without a drop of water.

      As Rahab lay there trying to find another way to get the person's attention, the flutter of activity drew closer toward her. A surge of fear rose up her back. Something was wrong and her instinct was viciously trying to warn her of danger.

      She strained to move. Agony roared forward like waves crashing on the banks of the Jordan River.

      A shape slowly came into focus through the meager slits through which Rahab now saw her world. Misshapen proportions gave indication the being was not only not human, it wasn’t natural.

      Rusty skin of peeling layers covered by small spikes of metal formed a slinky animal Rahab could not recall from her memory. It moved with hesitation toward her. All four legs were of slightly differing lengths, but it seemed to favor the back two for walking while the front two scraped the ground. Eyes of red stared at Rahab's as it edged ever closer.

      Fighting the increasing pain to hold her eyes open, Rahab searched the creature for a sliver of humanity. She came up empty handed.

      If her legs were in working order, Rahab knew she would have been running.

      The small beast came close enough to sniff Rahab's head as she closed her eyes tight and waited for the thing to rip into her already aching flesh. She could hear the deep inhales closing in around her ears. She could feel its hot exhale on her forehead.

      After one last huff, the creature let out a deafening cackle beside Rahab's left ear.

      She opened her eyes, expecting to see the ugly face of the being staring down at her. To her surprise, it ran around in a circle beside her like a wild dog chasing its tail. It was still laughing.

      Fear turned to anger as Rahab wanted nothing more than to kick the strange creature.

      “Stupid human,” the thing said, before it disappeared behind a nearby building.

      Rahab's bottom jaw hung open. The sound of the disgusting creature talking triggered a flash of images in her mind.

      She had seen something like it before.

      Faces rushed to her mind as Rahab recalled the events of the day.

      Earlier that morning, she had been with her family enjoying the first meal of the day in their simple home. Rahab helped her mother clean up the dishes and got her younger brother, Noda, washed and ready for a nap.

      Rahab began to sing a simple song to herself while she swept.

      “Rahab, come in here.” Her father’s deep voice bellowed from the other side of the dark blue curtain which divided the large room.

      She dropped the stick broom and rushed to him. Though Tzuri should have been gone for the day, Rahab didn’t hesitate even for a moment when she heard her father call.

      “There you are,” he said, sitting in front of their small family altar to Astarte. His massive frame hid most of the altar from Rahab’s view. Tzuri was a strong man and had seen much in his life. He worked with his hands and spoke little to anyone. Commands, along with any other interactions, were short and direct. He was a man who knew what he wanted and expected his family to fall in line behind him without question.

      Rahab could tell he had been deep in prayer to their goddess. The small oil lamp on the altar was lit. She could also see fresh flowers and food had been set around the small statue.

      Without turning around, Tzuri spoke, “Rahab, I want you to know we finalized your marriage plans. When you come of age in a few years, you will be the wife of Kalil. He comes from a good family. You will be welcomed with anticipation.”

      Rahab nodded and bowed deeply.

      Tzuri waved her off from his presence.

      She picked up her broom and returned it to its place in the kitchen. Snatching a freshly cut flower from the table, Rahab ran outside to enjoy some fresh air.

      Passing a street shrine, Rahab stopped to place the bright red pomegranate flower on the pile of offerings.

      “Soon I’ll be able to give so much more. Bless me, Astarte,” she prayed. “Help me be a faithful woman and bear many children,” she said, with a deep bow to the statue.

      Familiar laughter behind her caught Rahab’s attention. She turned around to see a group of friends playing.

      “Guess what?” Rahab said, running up to them. “I'm getting married.”

      Two boys chuckled to each other.

      “My father made my plans last year,” one of the girls teased.

      Rahab folded her arms across her chest.

      “I think is it nice, Rahab,” Gitel said.

      “Thanks.”

      “Come, we’re playing.” She pulled on Rahab's folded arms.

      One of the boys stepped up to Rahab, “Yes, you can have a turn being the dead person. Lie down on the ground and close your eyes.”

      Wanting to be included in the game, she did as he asked.

      “Grab her,” the boy screamed with glee.

      Some of the children picked up Rahab as she tried to lie still. They carried her through the streets of Jericho.

      One of the boys ran in front of them yelling, “Dead one coming through.”

      Another walked solemnly behind him, pretending to pray as he had seen the hooded men do during a real funeral procession.

      The games went on as the sun crawled across the sky until it reached the distant mountains and hid behind them.

      “I think I better go home now,” Rahab called to Gitel.

      “See you tomorrow,” the young girl said as she waved to her friend and turned the corner with her older brother.

      Rahab began to walk home. As she rounded a corner, she realized it was unfamiliar. Doubling back the way she had come, Rahab didn’t see anything she recognized. She ambled up and down a few more streets to try to find her way in Jericho.

      As darkness closed in, she could feel her heart start to beat faster as her breath quickened.

      If I can find the temple fire, maybe I can find my way home.

      All the stone buildings looked the same and each time she rounded a corner, the empty streets only taunted her with similarities. Pressing herself up against a nearby wall, Rahab looked around to find a face she could trust.

      Though she could not see anyone, Rahab heard faint voices coming up the street.

      “What now? I'm so bored,” the first voice said.

      “Let's see what else is around this city. Night has fallen and I’m sure we could find something to entertain us,” a second voice called.

      Rahab felt the hair on the back of her neck stand straight on end. Everything inside of her told her to run, but she was desperate to find help.

      She took a cautious step closer to the edge of the building and peeked around the corner. Rahab covered her mouth to stifle a scream which threatened to erupt as she pulled her body back into the shadows.

      Walking down the street were two large creatures that didn’t belong in her world.

      The first stood as tall as the double building he walked past. Horns poked out of every open place on his body. His skin was as red as a flame and his large eyes were set deep in his head. They were the darkest black Rahab had ever seen. Large pointed teeth stuck out of the creature's mouth in all directions. One of his arms was longer than the other, but the shorter arm was stouter. He walked with a slow gait and moved his head from side to side like an animal hunting its prey.

      The second creature, equal in size, was covered with thin blades like those of a sickle. His skin was white with black splotches and large bumps. He had only one eye. Where the other should have been, a large curled claw stuck out of his head with the tip broken off.

      “What are those things?” Rahab whispered to herself. “Goddess Astarte, hear your servant's plea. Give my feet wings to flee. Protect me, I pray.” Rahab opened her eyes to find herself still pressed against the side of the building.

      Astarte didn’t hear her faint cries for help and Rahab could hear the hideous creatures coming closer.

      “Where are all the men?” One of the beasts whined.

      “I'm sure some will be along. This town is full of them,” the other laughed.

      The sound mixed with its echo off the stone walls. It was so loud that Rahab had to cover her ears until his laughter died down. 

      As her heart pounded faster, Rahab noticed two men rounding the corner of a nearby building. They were headed straight for the giant beasts.

      Be careful. Why don't you see those awful creatures? Rahab screamed in her mind at the two men while she pressed herself harder against the wall. She was terrified that the creatures would see her.

      The two men passed her without a backward glance.

      Rahab peered around the corner and watched the men walk right through the creatures' massive legs.

      They can’t see them?

      The eyes of each beast followed the men over their shoulders. They shared an evil glance with each other.

      “They will do,” the red one said.

      Nodding his head, the white one extended his claw-like fingers and reached down to dig into the ground. He arched his back high into the air and let an ear-piercing howl escape from his drooling mouth.

      Rahab pressed her hands over her ears, but they were already ringing from the noise.

      The red creature pounded his chest before taking off at a full sprint.

      Each creature reached his target at the exact same moment. They grabbed the heads of the two men to keep them from screaming. They were successful in not allowing a single sound to escape from the men’s mouths.

      Unfolding the muscles and flesh of the two, the creatures carefully ripped the bodies in half while they shrank in size to crawl inside the humans. Each disappeared completely into their covers and shook out their newly acquired limbs.

      Upon gaining control, one turned to the other and began to laugh. “That is so much fun!”

      “I'll say,” the other agreed, shaking his head to clear out the fog.

      The men cackled while they poked and punched at each other.

      In the moments of mesmerizing fear, Rahab had left the safety of the building. She found herself standing in the middle of the street staring wide-eyed at the two possessed men.

      The taller man’s laughter stopped as he caught sight of Rahab. “Well, well, well. Time to have some fun.”

      The other man turned to see the girl frozen in horror. “Do you think she saw us?” he asked under his breath.

      “Let’s find out.” Clearing his throat to allow his voice to drip like honey, the first man called out, “Hello there, my darling.”

      Rahab’s muscles tightened.

      “Looks like she did,” he whispered to his partner.

      The shorter man inhaled. “Do you smell that?”

      The other nodded, but kept his eyes on Rahab.

      “The fear is rolling off her in delicious waves.”

      “Don't be afraid, young one. We mean you no harm,” the first one lied.

      The two came close to Rahab and slithered around her like snakes surrounding a meal.

      “What are you called?” The second man asked.

      Closing her eyes, Rahab hoped at any moment she would wake up from this nightmare and be safe in her home.

      Help me, please! Astarte, where are you?

      Warm tears streamed down her cheeks. She felt her knees begin to shake.

      Save me, goddess Astarte.

      When she opened her eyes, the two men were looking down at her with empty stares.

      “Boo!” The first man yelled. His nose almost touched hers.

      The second man reached out his hand to push her head covering until it fell to the ground. He wrapped some of Rahab's loose hair around his fingers and smelled. “Ah, a virgin. I do so love virgins.”

      A chill ran down Rahab’s back at his cold touch.

      “Not just a virgin. A young one on the edge of becoming a woman. Fresh and ripe for the picking. Such a delicious treat.”

      “We must hurry. We don't have much longer in these bodies,” the other said. His body twitched.

      “Are you thinking what I'm thinking?” the man asked, as he wrapped Rahab's hair tighter around his fingers until his hand made a fist. He pulled her frightened body close to his.

      “Yes. Let's.”

      Each grabbed one of Rahab's arms as they dragged her behind the building where she had been hiding. They began to rip at her clothes.

      “Astarte!” Rahab shrieked as she pulled against their strength.

      One of the men put his large hand over Rahab’s mouth to muffle her screams. “Shh. Be a good girl and keep quiet.”
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        “I am weary with my groaning; all the night make I my bed to swim; I water my couch with my tears.”

        -PSALM 6:6

      

      

      

      Tears stung Rahab’s eyes as she relived the horrifying event in her mind. The pain in her body screamed in agreement with her thoughts. Violent sobs shook her delicate frame as she struggled to wipe the faces of the two men from her memory.

      They would not leave.

      Rahab released herself to the darkness that hung over her waiting to welcome her with open arms.
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        * * *

      

      When Rahab stirred again, the darkness had given way to a bright white light mixed with hints of brown and blue. The pounding in her head had grown louder as the pulsing ache in her body grew stronger.

      Voices called in the distance. Rahab couldn’t make out what they were saying. The chill of fear ran up her back again as the commotion drew closer to her.

      Words flew around her, but Rahab could not make them fit into a sentence she understood.

      “...Girl...”

      “...Dead...”

      “...Blood...”

      Rahab remembered the bright red flower she had placed at the feet of the street statue of her goddess.

      Astarte? Why didn’t you help me?

      Tears rolled down her cheek.

      Several voices spoke at once above her.

      “...Help...”

      “...Hurt...”

      “...Help...”

      “...Blood...”

      “...Help...”

      “...Dead...”

      Rahab wanted to scream. She wanted to say anything to let the people whose faces crowded over her know she was alive. Every time she tried, her throat only gave up a soft rumble of misplaced noise.

      Something warm covered her naked body.

      A wave of shame crashed over her as her whole body burned red with embarrassment.

      Before she knew it, strikes of pain flashed through her as she felt something hard and lumpy slip under her back. She could see the sky come close to her face and the buildings around her started to move.

      As she passed a giant statue of Astarte, Rahab tried to reach for it.

      Oh Goddess, hear your servant’s plea...

      But Astarte hadn’t helped her. The goddess statue stood proud and still in the streets of Jericho with heaps of offerings at its feet.

      Biting her lower lip to keep her stomach from turning over again, Rahab sunk back into the darkness.
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        * * *

      

      Rahab had spent weeks recovering on her straw mat. Almost every bone in her body had been broken, including several ribs which hindered her breathing. Her once flawless medium-olive complexion was now covered with bruises of varying colors. Slashes of torn flesh were just beginning to mend. It took over a week before she could open her swollen eyes without pain.

      As she lay on her mat one day, separated from the rest of the family, she overheard her parents talking.

      “I know what she said,” Rahab heard the deep voice of her father in the other room. “She must have done something to bring on that kind of act.”

      “But she’s just a young girl. What could she possibly have done to invite such wrath from the gods?” Her mother’s voice was soft, but broken.

      “I don’t know, Liat. You did say she spent all day away from home. Maybe her and those friends of hers got into some trouble. Or maybe the gods were just punishing her laziness. She should have been here helping you with chores.”

      Rahab watched her parent’s shadows move between the oil lamp and the sheer curtain.

      “She’s a good girl, Tzuri. Rahab wouldn’t have gotten into trouble. What if she’s telling the truth?”

      “Truth?” Her father raised his voice. “Wild tales of night creatures as tall as buildings that no one else could see. Controlling men? You believe all those stories of hers? Nothing but lies to cover up whatever she did.”

      “I don’t think she’s lying. Why would she make up those kinds of stories?”

      “Maybe she didn’t like the arrangements I made for her marriage. Tried to get herself in trouble so we would call it off.”

      Liat huffed. “You know that girl practically worships you. She would have done anything to obey you. She trusts your judgment.”

      “Well, I don’t know what to make of all this. She’s got to be lying or losing her mind. I don’t know which is worse.”

      “Have you heard from Kalil’s family?”

      “I’m meeting with them tomorrow,” Tzuri sighed. “I fear the worst.”

      “As do I.”

      “Maybe I can make some kind of arrangement.”

      Rahab rolled to her side as she pulled her knees to her chest and covered her ears.

      I’m not lying. I’m not...

      She shook with frustration and anger. Hot tears stung her eyes, but she held them back.
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        * * *

      

      After a long recovery, Rahab tried to sweep the dusty floor of her house as she fought to keep her eyes open. It had been weeks since she had slept through an entire night and the lack of restful sleep was catching up to Rahab. Her body slumped on the stick broom.

      Noda’s screams woke her.

      “Shh...” Rahab picked up the child and rocked him. “There now. No more fussing.”

      Noda calmed in her arms.

      She put him back down while she continued to clean.

      Rahab came close to her family’s altar. She picked up the small statue of Astarte. Rubbing her fingers over the carved places, Rahab gripped it tight in her hands. She closed her eyes and imagined smashing the idol to the ground.

      Letting out her held breath, she placed the statue carefully back on the altar.

      Returning to her sweeping, she glanced back at Astarte’s stone expression.

      You’re not worth the punishment I’d get.

      She looked over into a bowl of water. The places under her eyes were the darkest purple Rahab had ever seen. She rubbed her eyes and looked again. The reflection did not change. She kicked the bowl over.

      “Rahab!” her mother scowled.

      “Sorry,’ she said, turning the bowl over. “I’ll clean it up and fetch some more.”

      Rahab took a large clay jar to the local well.

      “Rahab,” Gitel’s voice called to her.

      Rahab waved.

      “I haven’t seen you in months.”

      Rahab nodded. She dipped her jug into the water.

      “I miss you.”

      Rahab froze. “I’m sure your new husband will fill your days soon enough.” She looked up to see Gitel gripping her empty jug. Tears began to form in her soft eyes.

      “I’m sorry for what happened. I should have stayed with you.”

      “I need to get home,” Rahab said as she turned away.

      Tears burned in Rahab’s eyes, but she wouldn’t give them the satisfaction of release.

      That night, Rahab laid her aching body on her straw mat.

      Her family’s gentle breathing echoed off the stone walls of their small home.

      Rahab closed her eyes.

      The empty, black eyes of the two men and the flashes of broken flesh and screams erupted into violent dreams.

      Rahab woke to her own screaming.

      Her parents’ heads perked up and gazed over at her.

      “Not again,” Tzuri said, as he rolled over.

      “Try not to wake the baby, Rahab,” Liat said with a yawn. She shook her head and moved closer to Tzuri.

      “Yes, Mother.” Rahab looked over at the sleeping Noda. She bit her lip and laid back down.

      Within moments, Rahab heard her parent’s steady breathing again. She stared at the ceiling and fought to calm her restless mind. Her tired body ached for relief that would only come with sleep.

      Voices passed the open window.

      Rahab watched the curtain blow with a mild breeze. Her whole body began to shake as beads of sweat pooled on her forehead. She kept her eyes wide open while she held her breath.

      Exhaustion crept over Rahab’s bony frame. She fought as hard as she could, but sleep threatened to overtake her again. With sleep, would come the faces. The faces would bring the screams as she relived, over and over again, the night she screamed for help that never came.
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        “Yea, they sacrificed their sons and their daughters unto devils,”

        -PSALM 106:37

      

      

      

      While seasons changed to welcome new buds and plants, Rahab's thoughts wandered to the upcoming ritual sacrifice. The hooded men had always held such an interest in her young mind and she looked forward to the day with anticipation.

      As the family went about their activities, Rahab overheard her mother and father speaking.

      “Even is too old,” her father's harsh voice insisted.

      “I know. Why do they want one of our children anyway?” Rahab heard her mother's voice crack.

      “It is a privilege to be chosen. The gods will be angry with us for turning down such an opportunity.”

      Rahab heard a loud pound.

      Silence filled the next few moments.

      Rahab went to move away, guessing her father had finished the discussion. She heard her mother's voice again.

      “Why not Rahab?” Liat's voice was so faint Rahab thought she had misunderstood.

      Rahab heard a deep sigh, but couldn’t tell from which parent it came.

      “We chose her when she was born, remember?” Her mother's voice was light. “You said ‘she would make an excellent sacrifice child if they ever asked.’ Those were your words.”

      “I know what I said.”

      “So, why not Rahab instead of Noda?” her mother's voice demanded.

      Noda? The hooded men were asking for Noda? Yes, why not me? Rahab stomped her foot.
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