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Rebekah 
I am Rebekah, the mother of Jacob and Esau. I play a major role in the history of your faith, but 

anymore you may not know much about me or my children. However, my story – and that of my 

husband, Isaac – is so important for you to know! So I tell you our story, not out of pride for our 

sons, but so that you might better know how it is that your God works! 

  

Let me begin by confessing that I know a mother should love her children equally. All the 

parents’ magazines say so. And I tried. I really did. I just couldn’t seem to be as genuine in my 

affection for both boys. To start with, the twins were as different as any two boys could be. Esau 

was his father’s son. He was “all boy,” as men like to say. He loved to be outside hunting and 

fishing. I hardly saw him all day. After dark, he would come home smelling of sweat and the 

out-of-doors and would gobble his food as if he hadn’t had a bite all week. Besides, his father 

had given him a nickname, Red, which I hated.  

  

My Jacob was just the opposite. Anyone could tell in a minute that Jacob was my son. He stayed 

around the house and helped me. Jacob was a quiet child who liked to dream and think. He even 

learned to cook and was quite good at it. 

  

Jake wasn’t perfect, mind you. He had a sly way about him, like those conniving characters on 

the afternoon soaps. But, to me, this just made him more likeable. Jacob always had a delightful 

twinkle in his eyes just before he was about to pull something over on someone. 

 

Isaac 
I am Isaac, Rebekah’s husband, the father of Jacob and Esau. I know what it’s like to be the 

favored child. My mother, Sarah, had been barren for many years before I was born. She was 

desperate, for she had no child to continue the kinship line. Finally, she asked her servant, Hagar, 

to be a surrogate mother for her and bear a child for Abraham. It was a disaster. My mother 

became jealous of Hagar even before the baby, Ishmael, was born. She made life miserable for 

Hagar and Ishmael.  hen, one day, the Lord announced to Sarah that she would have a son 

herself. Sarah was so surprised that she laughed out loud! That’s where I got my name. Isaac 

means “laughter.” 
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My mother was worried that Abraham would not wait for me to grow up. She was fearful he 

would choose my half-brother, Ishmael, to be the legitimate heir and would give him Rebekah as 

his wife. Sarah said to Hagar, “Promise me that you will find a wife for Ishmael from among 

your own people, and I will set you free.” That’s exactly what happened. And God promised 

Hagar that God would make of Ishmael a great nation. I learned that God does not play favorites, 

yet after I grew up and married Rebekah, we both fell into that same trap. 

 

Rebekah 
I knew there would be trouble even before the boys were born. Just like Isaac’s parents, we also 

had been married quite a while without conceiving a child. In our time, a woman without 

children might as well be dead. Finally, I became pregnant, but it didn’t take too long to figure 

out that something was different. It seemed as if the baby in my womb was kicking all the time.  

It was awful! I said to myself, “If everything is okay, why am I feeling like this?” 

  

I turned to the Lord for help, and God told me, “Look, Rebekah. It’s complicated. First, you’re 

having twins. Second, these boys are going to fight each other all their lives, just as they’re 

fighting in your womb. Third, one is going to be stronger than the other. And fourth, the older 

one will be a servant to the younger.” I had heard all about the struggles of Sarah, my mother-in-

law, and the pain of a divided heart. “If this is going happen to me, too,” I lamented, “how can I 

keep on living?” 

  

The labor was long and hard. When the boys were finally born, they were clearly not identical 

twins. The first baby to come out was all red and hairy and ugly. Isaac named him Esau or 

“Red.” The second baby came out gripping Esau’s heel. He was a darling baby, smooth, well-

formed, like a baby you see on television. It was like he refused to be left behind. I named him 

Jacob – which means “the Grabber.” I called him “Jake.” 

 

Isaac 
It seemed natural for me to favor Esau. After all, he was the oldest, if only by a few minutes. So 

he’s the one who had all the rights and privileges. He was the man of the family. He was a great 

hunter. He brought me savory things to eat! Now, Esau wasn’t the smartest man in the world.  

His attention always seemed focused on things he could see and feel. He couldn’t express 

himself very well, but I know he loved me. Esau would do anything for me.   

  

It was no surprise to me that Rebekah loved Jacob more than Esau. Jacob was quiet and 

handsome and loved to help her around the tents. You don’t have to be a genius to tell when your 

mother favors you – and Jacob ate it up. The boy was intelligent, but he was a conniving 

scoundrel. In fact, Jacob scared me. I simply couldn’t relate to him, and I didn’t trust him, either.   

 

Rebekah 
One time, when my Jacob was cooking a stew, Esau came in from the field exhausted and 

hungry. Esau said to Jacob, “Let me have some of that red stuff! I’m famished!” That’s another 

reason his nickname was Red. What we would call lentil soup, Esau crudely called “that red 

stuff.” What a red-neck! He didn’t greet Jacob. He didn’t ask politely for food. He demanded it. 
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Of course, Jake, clever boy that he was, realized immediately that he had Esau in a vulnerable 

position. He knew his brother would do just about anything for food. So he seized the moment 

and said, “First, sell me your birthright.” The birthright consisted of all the rights and privileges 

of the firstborn.  

  

Esau said, “I’m just about to die of hunger. Of what use is a birthright to me?” So Esau 

exchanged his birthright for bread and a bowl of “red stuff.” He devoured the food like a wild 

animal and rushed out without saying a word to his brother. Esau disdained his right as the 

firstborn. Esau was destined for red stuff and not much more. I remembered the words of God, 

“The elder shall serve the younger,” but I didn’t say a word to anyone. Isaac never even knew 

that his oldest son sold his birthright.  

 

Isaac 
How was I to know that my oldest son had sold his birthright? It’s not like Rebekah would tell 

me! Unbeknownst to me, Jacob could legally claim to be my heir. There was just one problem. I 

had to officially bestow my blessing on Jacob for the inheritance to be his. 

  

Some time passed. I was getting old and blind and realized that I’d better transfer the patriarchal 

blessing to Esau before I died and it was too late. One day I told Esau, “Go out with your bow 

and arrow and hunt me some game. Then make me a savory stew so that I can bless you before I 

die.” As I found out later, Rebekah overheard the conversation. 

 

Rebekah 
I knew Jacob had to act immediately. For if Jake didn’t somehow get the blessing, then God’s 

prediction that the elder would serve the younger wouldn’t come true. 

  

“Quick,” I said, “do exactly as I say. Go and get two young goats so I can make a stew. Then you 

need to take the stew into your father so he’ll bless you instead of Esau.”  

 

“Wait a minute,” Jake said. “How can I possibly pass for Esau? His skin is hairy and red. My 

skin is smooth and white. When dad touches me, he’ll know I’m an imposter. Then maybe he’ll 

curse me instead of bless me!”   

  

“I’ll take his curse upon myself if I have to,” I replied. I had to do whatever I could to ensure that 

Jacob received the blessing. 

  

Reassured that he wouldn’t be blamed, Jake rushed out to get the goats, which I then made into a 

stew. I got Esau’s best clothes and put them on Jacob. Then I took the skin of the goats and put it 

on Jake’s hands and the back of his neck so he would seem hairy, like Esau. 

 

Isaac 
When my son brought in my food, he said, “My father,” and I replied, “I am here.” I was 

immediately on guard. I had a feeling something wasn’t quite right and asked, “Who are you?”  

He said, “I am Esau, your firstborn. I did what you said. I caught some game. Now, here, sit up 

and eat so you can bless me.”    
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“Wait a minute,” I said.  “Let me feel you, so I know it’s really Esau.” I didn’t trust my eyes and 

ears, but I’d know Esau’s hairy hands anywhere. Hmmm. The voice was Jacob’s, but the hands 

were Esau’s. “Are you really Esau?” I asked. “I am,” he said. “All right! Bring me the food.”   

  

I have to admit, it was a great stew. After I had my fill, I said, “Come here and kiss me.” I 

smelled Esau’s garments and blessed him, saying, “Ah, the smell of my son is like the smell of a 

field which the Lord has blessed. Let people serve you and nations bow down to you. Be lord 

over your brothers, and may your mother’s sons bow down to you. Cursed be everyone who 

curses you, and blessed be everyone who blesses you.”    

  

Scarcely had he left when Esau came in, bringing his savory food. My heart sank. I immediately 

knew what had happened. That scoundrel Jacob tricked me into giving him the blessing. Esau 

asked for his blessing, and when I told him what had happened, Esau cried out in anguish, 

“Father, do you only have one blessing? Bless me, too!” I felt as if my heart was being ripped 

out of my chest. But it was too late. Once spoken, the blessing could not be taken away. It was as 

binding as any of your modern legal contracts. 

  

Esau said, “It’s not fair. Twice Jacob has tricked me. He took away my birthright and now my 

blessing.” “I’m sorry,” I said. “I have already made Jacob your master.”   

 

Rebekah 
So Esau hated Jacob and vowed to kill him after his father died. I urged Jacob to flee five 

hundred miles away to Haran and live with my brother, Laban. That way he would at least be 

safe until Esau cooled down. Mind you, I never intended to deceive my husband (well, maybe I 

did!). I know that women in my time were supposed to keep quiet and let men make all the 

decisions. But Isaac was old and blind and couldn’t see things clearly. In my mind, Jacob was 

plainly the one who should inherit the promise first given to Abraham and Sarah. I believed 

Jacob had been chosen for a greater task, that God had set him apart for something special. After 

all, the Lord did say to me, “The elder shall serve the younger.” I was simply attempting to 

continue the line of God’s chosen people in the proper direction. 

 

Isaac 
Sibling rivalries are as old as history itself. Anyone who has a brother or a sister remembers 

arguments, fights, teasing and taunting. As parents, we hope this behavior ends when children 

grow up and leave the house. But it doesn’t always. At times, siblings go through an entire 

lifetime without reconciling, causing endless pain, hurt and estrangement for extended family 

members as well. 

  

Sometimes children bring this on themselves. One child is mean, bitter, vindictive or jealous.  

Other times, “parents show favoritism to the child they deem to be exceptional, while neglecting 

their other children who are merely ‘above average.’ And children react. Who hasn’t yelled out 

in anger, ‘Mom loves me more than she loves you!’ or ‘You never get in trouble, because Daddy 

loves you the best.’”
1
 We hurl around these petty insults casually. But if they are said enough 

times, we begin to believe them. And if parents aren’t aware of their own unconscious or even 

deliberate behavior, if they play favorites, their children will suffer. 
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Rebekah 
Isaac and I were guilty of that kind of favoritism. From the beginning, Esau was tough, rough-

hewn, and gruff. That’s why Isaac liked him so much. Jacob, on the other hand, was smooth and 

well-polished, more like me. The funny thing is, despite Jacob’s multiple acts of deception, you 

still see him as a positive figure. Just as I favored Jacob, so I suspect most of you also identify 

more with Jacob than Esau. And perhaps, you, too, are guilty of treating the Esaus in your lives 

with less respect than those who are Jacobs.  

  

You might say that I’m a bit of a “Tiger Mom”! After all, “Parents want their children to develop 

into established, successful professionals. They push and challenge their children. But what 

about your children who don’t set their goals so high? Or your children whose skills are better 

suited for the industrial arts rather than the liberal arts? Are you guilty of ignoring their different 

talents?”
2
 

 

Isaac 
Please don’t make the same mistake with your children as Rebekah and I did! You must let each 

child find their niche in this world. You must celebrate the unique accomplishments of each 

child. It doesn’t do anyone justice to compare one child to another.  

  

At some point in their lives, all children will make us proud. A Yiddish proverb teaches, “Every 

child carries its own blessing into the world.” Philosopher Martin Buber elaborates, “Every 

person born into this world represents something new, something that has never existed before, 

something original and unique.” 

  

There were two things I was too dense to understand, living in the patriarchal world that I did.  

First, I had always been taught that the first son was the chosen son, that he should receive a 

double share of inheritance, and that he should receive the blessing passed on from the ancestors.  

Yet, clearly our God was telling us something when God declared that the older son would serve 

the younger. Time and again in your holy book, it is the younger child who becomes the leader.  

Indeed, the prophet Isaiah spoke of the Messiah, saying that “a little child shall lead them.” 

  

Second, I should have seen there is always blessing enough to share! We should have loved both 

of our children instead of wrangling over which one got blessed. It only pitted us against one 

another and hammered a wedge through our family. But who am I to tell you this? You who are 

followers of Christ know that everyone is a child of God. You know that each child is specially 

loved by God and can receive the blessing of the Holy Spirit. How blessed you are to know what 

the Messiah had to teach you about God and God’s love. Indeed, you are all blessed to be a 

blessing!  

 

Rebekah 
Our sons, Jacob and Esau, struggled bitterly in the womb and fought for much of their lives.  

But, after many years and more trials and tribulations, the two came together on the banks of the 

Jabbok River. Jacob was terrified to come back home because he thought Esau was still out to 

kill him. I think it was then that my Jacob truly became a mature adult. Yes, it was God’s desire 

that these two brothers be reconciled one with the other. But, first, Jacob had to confront the 

devious way he connived to get his father’s blessing. At the Jabbok River ford, Jacob wrestled 
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with God and with his guilt and fear. Only then, when Jacob was willing to accept the 

consequences of his youthful scheming, did he receive God’s true blessing!   

 

Isaac 
When they finally met, it was Esau who ran to meet Jacob, embraced him, fell on his neck, 

kissed him and wept. And Jacob said to his brother, “To see your face is like seeing the face of 

God!” Truthfully, it was – for in Esau he saw God’s forgiveness and grace. I think it was at that 

moment that our two sons truly found the special blessing of God!  

 

When we began, Rebekah told you our story is important because it helps you understand how 

God works. I hope you see that in spite of our parental scheming, still God worked out God’s 

purposes! God is not thwarted!   

  

And I hope you see that God can work through anyone, even through a scoundrel like Jacob!  

Even through imperfect parents like Rebekah and me! And God is no respecter of our human 

customs. If God thinks best to work through a younger son rather than the older, well, God 

knows best!  

 

Rebekah 
All of us carry the blessing of a God who has created us as unique, one-of-a kind individuals, 

each of whom is called to make a difference in this world. We also carry the blessings and love 

of our parents, who have encouraged us throughout our life journeys.   

  

My prayer and that of Isaac is that as we continue to grow, as siblings, parents, and children, we, 

too, will keep an open eye to the amazing ways God is able to work! For when we do, even we 

will be able to find reconciliation on the banks of the river, reunite in love and respect, and 

together enjoy the fruit of God’s blessing. 

 

Thanks be to God for the wonders of God’s love!  

 

 
                                                 
1
.  Rabbi Charles Briskin, Congregation Beth Am, Los Altos Hills, CA, November 17, 2001. 

2
.  Ibid. 


