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Introduction







  
  
  The Family Nobody Would Have Chosen

  
  




Imagine, for a moment, that it’s your wedding day.

The room is full. Everyone who matters to you is there — parents, cousins, the university friends who know too much, the great-aunt who has already told the caterer exactly what she thinks of the canapés. There’s a hush. And then, as part of the ceremony — because in this imaginary wedding it’s the tradition, the way it once genuinely was — someone stands up with a scroll and begins to read out your family’s official record. Aloud. To everyone.

Not the sanitised version. Not the one your grandmother tells at Christmas, where every ancestor was either a war hero or “a real character”. The official record. The one that includes the affair. The one that includes the fraud, the relative who did something with money that the family still refers to, if at all, as “the unpleasantness”. The one that includes the foreigner nobody was supposed to marry, the scandal that got hushed up for two generations, and the branch of the family that everyone quietly agreed to stop mentioning around 1974.

Now imagine that this record wasn’t read out by accident. Imagine someone chose to open the proceedings with it. On purpose. As the headline.

That, more or less, is what Matthew does in the first seventeen verses of his Gospel.

Hold onto that image of the wedding reading, by the way. We’ll come back to it, more than once, and by the end of this book I’m hoping it will land rather differently than it does right now.




The family tree on the wall

[image: Image]

You know the framed family tree. Perhaps your family has one — hand-lettered, possibly laminated, hanging in a hallway where guests can admire it. Family trees, in my experience, are documents of extraordinary selective memory. Great-great-grandfather James is listed as “merchant”, which is doing a lot of heavy lifting for a man who, by all surviving accounts, was mostly a smuggler with a good solicitor. The tree records births, marriages and the occasional military rank. It does not record the divorces, the estrangements, the relative who emigrated to Australia “for his health” one step ahead of a warrant. Family trees are marketing.

And here’s the thing: ancient genealogies were marketing with the volume turned up. In the world Matthew wrote in, a genealogy wasn’t a hobby for retired people with a subscription to an ancestry website. It was a legal and social document of enormous weight. Your genealogy established your legitimacy. It proved your claim to land, your membership of a tribe, your right to serve in the Temple, your standing in the community, your honour, and honour, in that world, was currency more real than money. A genealogy answered the single most important question anyone could ask about you: who are your people?

Which is why everyone understood the unspoken rule. It was the same rule your grandmother follows at Christmas: you include your best people. You never, ever include your worst.

If your ancestor was a king, he goes in, preferably in bold. If your ancestor was a scandal, he becomes a “merchant”. If your ancestor was a woman, and this is the bit that will matter enormously in this book, she almost certainly doesn’t go in at all, because official genealogies traced fathers and sons, fathers and sons, a relay race of men passing the baton of the family name down the centuries. Women appear in ancient genealogies about as often as apologies appear in political memoirs: technically possible, but you’d remark on it.

Everyone knew the rule.

Matthew breaks it in his opening paragraph.










The rule-breaking begins immediately




He breaks it with Tamar, in verse three, before most readers have even settled into their seats — a woman, a scandal, and a foreign-adjacent scandal at that, dropped into the record as casually as a middle name. And then, as if to make absolutely sure we understand it wasn’t a slip of the pen, he does it again. And again. And again. And again.

Five women. Four of them attached to stories that a respectable first-century genealogist would have crossed the street to avoid. And a supporting cast of men who — well. We’ll get to the men. Some of them make the women look like the sensible branch of the family, which, spoiler, they generally were.

Throughout this book I’m going to keep pointing this out, and I want to warn you now, because it’s going to become a running joke: Matthew did not have to mention this. Nobody was holding a quill to his throat. He could have written “Judah the father of Perez” and moved briskly on, and not one reader in a thousand would have thought to ask about Perez’s mother. Instead he writes “Judah the father of Perez and Zerah, whose mother was Tamar”, and every Jewish reader in the first century would have inhaled sharply, because they knew exactly who Tamar was and exactly how that pregnancy happened, and it is not a story you tell at weddings.

He didn’t have to mention it. He mentioned it. Keep count as we go; the total is genuinely startling.




Meet the guests




Since they’re the heart of the book, let me introduce the five women now — briefly, like trailers before the main feature. Each will get her own chapter, told properly, from her side.

Tamar was a Canaanite widow, twice over, trapped by her father-in-law’s broken promises in a legal limbo that offered her no future at all, so she took the single most dangerous gamble available to a woman in her world, disguised herself, deceived the patriarch Judah himself, and forced the family that had failed her to do right by her. The Bible’s own verdict on her, delivered by the man she out-schemed, is: she was more righteous than I. Sit with that.

Rahab ran a house in the wall of Jericho and made her living in a way that polite genealogies would never have recorded — and then, in a single night, she read the future more clearly than any king in Canaan, hid two enemy spies under stalks of flax, and bet her entire family’s lives on the God of a nation that was coming to destroy her city. She won the bet. She married in. She became, of all things, somebody’s mother — and you will not believe whose.

Ruth was a Moabite, from a nation Israel’s law regarded with open suspicion, a young widow who by every sensible measure should have gone home to her own people, and who instead attached herself to a bitter, grieving mother-in-law with a loyalty so stubborn it has been read at weddings ever since by people who mostly don’t realise it was first said by one widow to another on a famine road. Her story is the gentlest in the book, and it produces a king.

Bathsheba — and here Matthew does something so pointed it still stings two thousand years later — isn’t even named. She appears in the genealogy as “the wife of Uriah,” which is to say, Matthew identifies her by the wrong that was done to her, forever memorialising the man King David had killed and quietly indicting the king in his own family record. Her story begins in powerlessness and ends, remarkably, with her as the most influential woman in the kingdom. She gets a chapter of her own in this book, because the Bible’s most famous silence deserves one.

Mary you know. Or you think you do. A teenage girl from a town so obscure that people made jokes about it, unmarried and pregnant in a culture where that combination could be a death sentence — the fifth woman, the one the other four were, in some strange way, preparing the room for. When she finally sings, in Luke’s Gospel, she sings a protest song about the mighty being pulled off their thrones, and by then you’ll understand why.

Five women. Not one of them there by convention. All of them there on purpose.

And notice, while we’re doing introductions, what these five are not. Matthew’s Bible was full of impeccable matriarchs he could have named instead — Sarah, Rebekah, Rachel, Leah, the honoured mothers of the nation, the ones any respectable genealogist would have reached for if he’d wanted to include women at all. He names none of them. He passes over the safe choices, every single one, and reaches instead for the widow who played the prostitute, the prostitute who played the traitor, the foreigner, the victim, and the girl with the scandal-shaped pregnancy. That’s not a quota. That’s an argument — and working out what the argument is will take us most of this book.




Three threads to watch




As we walk through this family, generation by generation, three threads run through every chapter. I’ll name them now, plainly, and then mostly trust you to feel them rather than lecture you about them.

The first is grace — by which I mean, simply, watching who gets included despite themselves. This family tree is not a hall of fame. It’s closer to an amnesty. Frauds, cowards, adulterers, idolaters, at least one man who sold his own brother and at least one king whose crimes were so appalling that we’ll need to lower our voices for a chapter — they’re all in. Nobody gets airbrushed out for being terrible. The genealogy’s entry requirement appears to be, roughly, existing. If that sounds like a low bar, wait until you meet some of the people who cleared it, and then ask yourself why that might be the most hopeful thing you’ve ever read.

The second is power — what it does to the people who hold it. This family starts with shepherds and ends with a carpenter, but in the middle it holds a throne for about four hundred years, and the throne is where things go most spectacularly wrong. We’ll watch power reveal people — because that’s what it mostly does; it doesn’t so much corrupt character as expose it, and we’ll watch the very few who held power gently, and the many who didn’t, and one astonishing case where the current runs backwards and a woman the palace consumed ends up quietly running the palace.

The third is providence — the hidden hand keeping the line alive. Here’s a fact to file away: the family line this book follows nearly ends, by my count, at least half a dozen times. Famine, infertility, a brother’s murderous jealousy, a queen systematically slaughtering her own grandchildren, an empire dragging the nation into exile. Any one of these should have been the end of the story. None of them was. And — this is the part I find quietly devastating, the rescues almost never look like rescues at the time. They look like a widow’s stubbornness, an aunt’s quick thinking, a pagan king’s paperwork. Providence, in this family, wears very ordinary clothes.

Grace, power, providence. Watch for them. In each chapter I’ll turn the volume up or down on each one, because they don’t all shout at once.




Now, the list itself




Enough throat-clearing. Let’s actually read the thing — slowly, the way almost nobody ever does.




Here is Matthew 1:1–17 in full.

* * *

Matthew 1:1-17 from the New American Standard Bible:




1 The [a]record of the genealogy of [b]Jesus the [c]Messiah, the son of David, the son of Abraham:

2 Abraham fathered Isaac, Isaac fathered Jacob, and Jacob fathered [d]Judah and his brothers. 3 Judah fathered Perez and Zerah by Tamar, Perez fathered Hezron, and Hezron fathered [e]Ram. 4 Ram fathered Amminadab, Amminadab fathered Nahshon, and Nahshon fathered Salmon. 5 Salmon fathered Boaz by Rahab, Boaz fathered Obed by Ruth, and Obed fathered Jesse. 6 Jesse fathered David the king.

David fathered Solomon by [f]her who had been the wife of Uriah. 7 Solomon fathered Rehoboam, Rehoboam fathered Abijah, and Abijah fathered [g]Asa. 8 Asa fathered Jehoshaphat, Jehoshaphat fathered [h]Joram, and Joram fathered Uzziah. 9 Uzziah fathered [i]Jotham, Jotham fathered Ahaz, and Ahaz fathered Hezekiah. 10 Hezekiah fathered Manasseh, Manasseh fathered [j]Amon, and Amon fathered Josiah. 11 Josiah fathered [k]Jeconiah and his brothers, at the time of the deportation to Babylon.

12 After the deportation to Babylon: Jeconiah fathered [l]Shealtiel, and Shealtiel fathered Zerubbabel. 13 Zerubbabel fathered [m]Abihud, Abihud fathered Eliakim, and Eliakim fathered Azor. 14 Azor fathered Zadok, Zadok fathered Achim, and Achim fathered Eliud. 15 Eliud fathered Eleazar, Eleazar fathered Matthan, and Matthan fathered Jacob. 16 Jacob fathered Joseph the husband of Mary, by whom Jesus was born, who is called the [n]Messiah.

17 So all the generations from Abraham to David are fourteen generations; from David to the deportation to Babylon, fourteen generations; and from the deportation to Babylon to the [o]Messiah, fourteen generations. 

* * *

But let me walk you through this.




Matthew opens his Gospel — opens the entire New Testament, as it’s traditionally arranged — like this: “This is the genealogy of Jesus the Messiah, the son of David, the son of Abraham.” Then come the names. Abraham fathered Isaac, Isaac fathered Jacob, Jacob fathered Judah and his brothers — and already, three names in, we’ve had a man who twice passed his wife off as his sister, a man so passive he’s practically furniture, and a man who conned his blind father with a goat costume. Then Judah, “the father of Perez and Zerah, whose mother was Tamar” — first alarm bell, down through Rahab and Ruth, second and third — to Jesse, the father of King David.

Then: “David was the father of Solomon, whose mother had been Uriah’s wife.” Fourth alarm bell, and the loudest.

Then the kings, a long procession of them, good and bad and one or two you would genuinely struggle to invent — down to the catastrophe Matthew describes with the quiet phrase “the exile to Babylon”, which is a bit like describing the sinking of the Titanic as “the incident with the ice”.

Then a stretch of names nobody recognises — Abiud, Eliakim, Azor, men about whom Scripture records precisely nothing else — the silent generations, which turn out to be one of the most quietly important chapters in this whole story.

And then: “Jacob the father of Joseph, the husband of Mary, and Mary was the mother of Jesus who is called the Messiah.” Notice the gears grinding in that sentence. Forty times Matthew has written “the father of”. At the last moment, he swerves. Joseph is not “the father of Jesus”. He is “the husband of Mary”. The whole grammar of the genealogy breaks at the finish line, deliberately, and we’ll spend a chapter on why.

[image: Image]

The magic trick


Then Matthew does something delightful. He turns to the audience, like a magician, and explains his own trick: “Thus there were fourteen generations in all from Abraham to David, fourteen from David to the exile to Babylon, and fourteen from the exile to the Messiah.”

Fourteen, fourteen, fourteen. He practically taps the microphone. Did you notice? Fourteen! Three times!

Now, and I say this with love, if you go and count the names yourself, which I encourage you to do because you’re exactly the sort of reader who will, you’ll find the arithmetic requires a certain amount of squinting. That’s not a scandal; it’s a clue. Matthew seems to be doing something deliberate, and one of the keys is a Hebrew practice called gematria, which sounds forbiddingly academic and is actually just this: Hebrew letters double as numbers, so every word has a numerical value, and Hebrew writers loved playing with the overlap. Think of it as the ancient equivalent of texting in numbers — the way “gr8” means “great”, except done by scribes, with theology. The name David, in Hebrew consonants — D, V, D — adds up to fourteen. A genealogy of the son of David, arranged in three movements of fourteen, is essentially drumming David’s name in the structure itself. It’s the sort of thing that makes you want to shake Matthew’s hand.

I’m going to explain the whole trick properly near the end of the book — including which kings Matthew quietly dropped to make the music work, and there are a few — and I promise the explanation is more fun than it sounds. For now, just know this: the tidiness is deliberate, everyone in Matthew’s world would have recognised it as deliberate, and nobody would have called it cheating.




About those missing kings

[image: Image]




Because, yes, Matthew edits. Between two kings in the middle of his list, three generations vanish. Elsewhere he skips another. If you were raised to believe every list in the Bible works like a spreadsheet, this may alarm you. Let me lower your blood pressure now, because it comes up throughout the book.

Ancient genealogies weren’t spreadsheets. The Hebrew word we translate “father of” could equally mean “ancestor of”; “son of” could mean “descendant of”. Telescoping a family line to bring out its shape was standard, accepted, honest practice, the way a map of the London Underground is honest despite bearing no geographical resemblance to London. Nobody using the Tube map feels lied to. It’s a diagram, optimised for meaning rather than mileage. Matthew’s first readers wouldn’t have blinked. The only people scandalised by his editing are modern ones, and only because we’ve forgotten the genre.

While we’re heading off objections: Luke’s Gospel also has a genealogy of Jesus, and it looks conspicuously different — different names, different route, a different starting point. We’ll face that head-on in a chapter near the end. The one-line preview: same family, different photographer. One shot the formal portrait; the other shot the candids. Both are telling the truth. Hold that thought for nineteen chapters.




What kind of God chooses this family?




Which brings us to the question underneath everything, the question this entire book exists to sit with.

Every religion, every movement, every dynasty in history has curated its origin story. Rome traced itself to a god’s son suckled by a wolf. Emperors commissioned genealogies the way they commissioned statues: flattering, upright, marble. That’s what origin stories are for.

Then there’s this. The Christian claim is that when God finally entered history in person, he arrived through this lot — the liar, the trickster, the trafficked brother, the deceived patriarch and the daughter-in-law who deceived him, the foreign sex worker, the immigrant widow, the abused wife of a murdered soldier, the murderer-king himself, the idolaters, the child-burners, the nobodies whose names mean nothing to anyone — and that the record of all of it was not buried but published, on page one, as the opening argument.

What kind of God chooses this family? What kind of God, given editorial control over his own introduction, keeps the scandals in?

That’s the question. I’m not going to pretend to answer it in the introduction; the whole book is the answer, or an attempt at one. But I’ll tell you the direction of travel: I think Matthew’s genealogy is the most compact piece of good news in the New Testament, seventeen verses of it, hiding in the one passage every reader skips. I think it means that the entry requirements are not what we feared. And I think — this is the promise I’ll make you now, and try to keep by the final page — that if you walk through this family with me, you will come out the other side seeing your own family, with all its unpleasantness and all its 1974s, rather differently. Possibly yourself too.




A word about who’s in the second record




Every family keeps two records. There’s the official one — the framed tree, the wedding-speech version, the ancestors with the tidy occupations. And there’s the other one: the names that make the table go quiet, the branch nobody visits, the relative whose story got shortened to a euphemism somewhere around 1974.

Matthew’s genealogy is the second record. That’s the whole thing. The tidy Old Testament version would run Abraham, Isaac, Jacob, King David, more kings, Jesus — a proper honour roll, moving smartly along. Matthew, given that option, wrote a different document. He kept the second record. On the front page. As the argument.

I don’t know why you picked this book up. But I’d wager that somewhere in your own family — or your own life, or your own memory — there’s someone in your second record. If Matthew’s page-one decision is right, that person is closer to the heart of the story than the framed-tree version has ever let on. That’s the direction of travel of this book. If you find yourself, halfway through it, thinking of a name you had put down and shelved, this book won’t judge you for picking them back up.




How to read this book




The chapters are short — one story each, one sitting each, designed for a cup of tea and a comfortable chair. Read it cover to cover, or dip in and out; each chapter stands on its own, though the threads pay off best in order. Every chapter opens with a scene, tells its story warmly, watches the three threads, asks why Matthew put this name on the list, and leaves you with one honest question. Scholarly asides sit in tidy boxes at the end where they can be enjoyed or skipped. There’s humour throughout, even in the hard parts, though I’ll warn you when we reach the chapters where the jokes stop.

If you like a structure: the book divides neatly into twenty-five readings, and there’s a plan in the appendix mapping it onto the first twenty-five days of December, so you arrive at the nativity on Christmas morning having met the entire family first — which, I’d gently argue, is the only way anyone should ever arrive at a nativity.






II

PART ONE: BEFORE THE KINGS

Ordinary Beginnings, Extraordinary Women







  
  
  Chapter 1: The Father of Everyone (Who Lied About His Wife Twice)

  
  




Abraham and Isaac




An old man and a boy are climbing a mountain.

It’s the third day of walking. They’ve left the servants at the bottom with the donkey, which is the first strange thing, and the boy is carrying the firewood on his own back, which is the second. The old man carries the knife and the fire. Between the two of them they have everything you need for a sacrifice — wood, flame, blade, altar stones waiting at the top — everything except the one thing you’d actually sacrifice.

The boy has noticed. Of course he’s noticed; he’s not stupid, and he’s been on plenty of these trips before. Somewhere on the climb he says it, in the flat, careful voice children use when they suspect the answer might be terrible: Father? The fire and the wood are here, but where is the lamb?

And the old man says the only sentence he has left. God himself will provide the lamb, my son.

And they walk on. Together, the text says, twice, as if the narrator can hardly bear it either: the two of them went on together.

Hold that scene. Don’t resolve it yet. We’ll come back up this mountain before the chapter is done, and I promise we won’t hurry past what happens at the top. But to understand what those two are doing up there at all — to understand who this old man is, and why the entire family we’re about to spend a book with begins with him — we have to go back twenty-five years or so, to the day everything started with a voice and a suitcase.




A promise with no paperwork




Here is how the thing begins. Genesis, chapter twelve. A man called Abram — the extra syllable comes later, with the upgrade — is living in Harran, in what’s now south-eastern Turkey, a comfortably-off, settled, seventy-five-year-old man with flocks, servants, a household, and a wife named Sarai. He is, in every sense that mattered in his world, done. Established. The ancient Near Eastern equivalent of a man with a paid-off mortgage and strong opinions about his garden.

And God speaks to him. No burning bush, no thunder, no credentials offered whatsoever. Just: Leave. Leave your country, your people, your father’s household, and go to the land I will show you.

Note the itinerary. Not “go to Canaan, take the coastal road, second wadi on the left”. The land I will show you. Destination to be confirmed. It is, practically speaking, an insane proposition, and I say that with reverence, but let’s be honest about what’s on the table. A voice tells a seventy-five-year-old to liquidate his entire settled life and start walking, direction forthcoming. If your own father-in-law announced this over Sunday lunch, you would be quietly googling specialists by pudding.

But attached to the instruction is a promise, and the promise is enormous — comically, cosmically out of proportion to the man receiving it. I will make you into a great nation. I will bless you. I will make your name great. All peoples on earth will be blessed through you. Later, God takes him outside on a clear desert night — and if you’ve ever seen a truly dark sky, you know this is not a small visual aid, and says: Count the stars, if you can. So shall your offspring be.

Descendants like stars. Nations blessed through him. One small administrative wrinkle: Abram and Sarai have no children. None. And Sarai is past the age where that changes. The promise, in other words, is not merely generous; it is, on the available evidence, biologically impossible. God opens the relationship by writing a cheque that nature cannot cash.

And Abram — this is the astonishing verse, the one the whole New Testament keeps coming back to — believed the LORD, and he credited it to him as righteousness. He packed. He went. Seventy-five years old, no map, no proof, no heir, walking towards a pronoun. The land I will show you.

[image: Image]




If the story ended there, it would be a clean tale about a man of granite faith, and this would be a much shorter and much less interesting book.

It does not end there.




The husband of the year award




Because almost immediately — the very next paragraph, in fact, which is one of the Bible’s most bracing habits — the man of granite faith arrives in Egypt, fleeing a famine, and takes stock of his situation like an actuary. Sarai, we’re told, is strikingly beautiful. Pharaoh’s court collects strikingly beautiful women. Husbands of strikingly beautiful women have been known to meet accidents. And so Abram turns to his wife and delivers one of the great low moments in the history of marriage: Say you are my sister, so that I will be treated well for your sake and my life will be spared because of you.

Let the mechanics of that sentence sink in. My life will be spared. You, meanwhile, will be taken into Pharaoh’s harem. The plan works exactly as designed, which is the worst part: Sarai is taken into the palace, and Abram, the text is unsparing here, does well out of it. Sheep, cattle, donkeys, servants, camels. The father of faith, pimping out the promise, and turning a profit.

It takes divine intervention, plagues on Pharaoh’s household, to blow the scheme open, whereupon Pharaoh, a pagan king, delivers the moral lecture: What have you done to me? Why didn’t you tell me she was your wife? There is something exquisitely uncomfortable about watching the man God chose being told off, correctly, by the man God didn’t.

Now. You might file that under “early wobble, lesson learned.” You might — except that he does it again. Genesis 20. Years later, decades into the covenant, in the territory of a king called Abimelek: She is my sister. Same scheme, same wife, same abject unravelling, same pagan king asking, in effect, what is wrong with you. Abraham’s defence on the second occasion is a masterpiece of self-justification — technically she’s my half-sister, and anyway I assumed you people were godless — which manages to insult his host, his wife, and the truth in a single breath.

Twice. He does it twice. The man carrying the promise that all nations will be blessed through his family twice hands his wife to a foreign court to save his own skin, and both times the promise has to be rescued from its own custodian by outsiders. Keep that pattern in your pocket. Not the last time in this book that God’s plan will need protecting from God’s people, and it is very much not the last time the rescuing will be done by someone outside the family.




The shortcut




The years pass, and the promise doesn’t. That’s the quiet agony of Abraham’s story that the famous scenes can obscure: the waiting. A decade goes by in the space between two chapters. Abraham is in his mid-eighties. Sarah is in her mid-seventies. The stars come out every night, uncounted, faintly mocking.

And so Sarah proposes the shortcut, and Abraham — who argues with God about the fate of entire cities, who haggles over Sodom like a man at a market stall — offers not one word of resistance here. Sarah has an Egyptian slave, Hagar. In the custom of the time, a child born to Hagar could be counted as Sarah’s. It was legal. It was conventional. Everyone did it.

And it is, when you slow down and look at it, appalling. Hagar is given no say that the text records, she is a slave, handed from mistress to master as a solution to their theological impatience. She conceives; the household curdles; Sarah, humiliated by her own plan’s success, mistreats her so harshly that Hagar, pregnant and alone, flees into the desert to die rather than stay. Abraham’s contribution to this crisis, in full: Do with her whatever you think best. The father of the faithful, washing his hands.

Two things happen next, and both matter enormously for the rest of this book.

The first: God goes after Hagar. Finds her by a spring in the wilderness, speaks to her, makes promises to her, to a runaway Egyptian slave girl, about her son. And Hagar gives God a name, the only person in the entire Old Testament to do so: El Roi. The God who sees me. File that away. In a book that is largely about who gets seen and who gets skipped, the first person to name God is a trafficked foreign slave abandoned by the founding family. That is not an accident of the text. That is the text clearing its throat.

The second: the shortcut has a cost, and the cost doesn’t stay in its own chapter. Ishmael is born, and thirteen years later Isaac is born, and the two boys cannot both be the heir, and the household tears along the seam that Abraham and Sarah themselves stitched into it. Hagar and Ishmael are eventually driven out into the desert — properly this time, with bread and a skin of water and Abraham’s grief trailing after them — and again God meets them there, and again God makes promises, because God, in this story, keeps taking responsibility for the people Abraham’s choices discard. But the wound is permanent. The shortcut didn’t just fail to produce the promise. It produced a rift the text never pretends heals.

[image: Image]




Grace will cover a great deal in this family, as we’ll see. What it doesn’t do, ever, in any of these chapters, is pretend the damage didn’t happen.




And then, the impossible




And then, when Abraham is ninety-nine and the thing has passed from improbable through impossible into faintly absurd — when the promise has become a private joke, and I mean that literally: both Abraham and Sarah laugh at God, separately, to his face, and God’s response is to name the child after the laughter — Sarah conceives.

Isaac. He laughs. Every time anyone said the boy’s name for the rest of his life, they were retelling the joke: the joke of a post-menopausal woman in a tent, hearing the promise renewed one more time, snorting into her hand behind the flap, and then, against every law of biology and every year of accumulated disappointment, holding a son. God has brought me laughter, Sarah says, and everyone who hears about this will laugh with me. It’s one of the happiest verses in Genesis, and it’s earned; she waited twenty-five years for it.

The promised son. The single point on which the entire future rests — every star in the sky, every nation to be blessed, everything this whole book will trace, from Judah to David to a stable in Bethlehem, funnels through this one laughing boy.

Which is what makes the next part almost unreadable.




The mountain




I told you the tone would change here, and it has to. There are jokes to be made about Abraham, and I’ve made several, and there are more coming about his descendants. There are no jokes on Moriah.

Genesis 22 begins with a sentence the narrator hands to the reader and withholds from Abraham: Some time later, God tested Abraham. We know it’s a test. He doesn’t. Never forget, reading this chapter, that the one mercy the text extends, the certainty that this is a test, is extended only to us.

The command comes in a slow, tightening spiral, each phrase closing in: Take your son, your only son, whom you love, Isaac, and go to the region of Moriah. Sacrifice him there as a burnt offering.

The text records no reply. No haggling — and remember, this is the man who bargained God down over Sodom, fifty righteous, forty-five, forty, thirty, twenty, ten, negotiating for strangers. For strangers he found his voice. For his own son, silence. He rises early the next morning — early, the text says, and commentators have wondered for three thousand years what that earliness means; obedience so complete it doesn’t hesitate, or a man moving before dawn because he could not survive another hour of lying still — saddles the donkey, splits the wood himself, and goes.

Three days of walking. The text gives us not one word of what passed between them, or in him. Three days is long enough to turn back a hundred times. He doesn’t.

[image: Image]

Then the mountain, and the scene we opened with: the wood on the boy’s back, the fire and the knife in the old man’s hands, the question, where is the lamb?, and the answer that is either the greatest statement of faith in the Old Testament or the only sentence a shattered man could get out, or, unbearably, both: God himself will provide the lamb, my son. And the two of them went on together.

At the top: the altar, built stone by stone. The wood, arranged. Then the verse that Genesis delivers in the same flat, procedural voice it uses for everything, which is somehow worse than any amount of poetry: He bound his son Isaac and laid him on the altar, on top of the wood. Then he reached out his hand and took the knife to slay his son.

And a voice out of heaven, using his name twice, the way you shout at someone standing too near an edge: Abraham! Abraham! — Do not lay a hand on the boy. And a ram, caught by its horns in a thicket. And an old man’s hands, presumably shaking, untying the ropes.

What was Abraham thinking, all that long climb? The text does not say, and I want to be honest with you about the difference between what it says and what we’d like it to say. The New Testament’s letter to the Hebrews offers one window: that Abraham reasoned God could raise the dead, that having received Isaac from a dead womb, he could receive him back from a dead altar. Perhaps. It’s a genuine and ancient reading. But Genesis itself keeps Abraham’s interior utterly dark, and I think the darkness is deliberate. The story refuses to be made comfortable. It stands at the head of this whole family record like a gatepost, declaring the terms: this God will ask for everything, and this God will provide the lamb, and between those two truths there is a three-day walk that the text will not shorten for anyone.

Christian readers have always noticed the shape of the thing — a beloved son, wood on his back, walking up a hill outside what would one day be Jerusalem, while a father does not withhold him. Matthew noticed it too; it’s part of why his list starts here. But that’s a resonance to carry quietly, not a bow to tie. Come down the mountain slowly.




Isaac, history’s most restful patriarch




We should say a word about Isaac himself, partly because he’s next in the genealogy and partly because otherwise nobody will.

Isaac is, and I say this with real affection, the most passive major character in the book of Genesis. Things are done to Isaac. He is nearly sacrificed (someone else’s test). A wife is found for him (someone else’s errand — Abraham sends a servant, and Isaac’s contribution is to be in a field when she arrives). His wells are seized (he moves). His blessing is stolen (he’s asleep at the wheel, almost literally, as we’ll see next chapter). Genesis gives Abraham thirteen chapters and Jacob ten; Isaac gets roughly one to himself, and he spends a good portion of it re-digging his father’s old wells — which is either a poignant image of quiet stewardship or the most Isaac sentence ever written, depending on your mood. He even reruns his father’s she’s-my-sister routine, beat for beat, with the same king’s dynasty, as if family dysfunction came laminated with instructions.

And yet: the promise runs through him. Genesis says God blessed Isaac; the line held its ground in the land; the baton passed. He is the first demonstration of something this book will show many times, that the chain does not require every link to be dramatic. Some generations carry the promise by doing very little, faithfully. Isaac is their patron saint, and I mean that as a compliment, mostly.

* * *

The three threads




So, the first family portrait is on the wall. Let’s step back and look at it through our three lenses, and notice which one is turned up loud.




GRACE, loud. Here it is, the thing to see before anything else: the entire promise rests on this man. Not on a better man. On this one — the one who lied about his wife twice, profited from it twice, handed a slave to his wife’s plan and then to his wife’s cruelty, laughed in God’s face, and took a twenty-five-year masterclass in doubt. God did not wait for Abraham to become the father of faith before treating him as the father of faith. The covenant is cut, the promise is repeated, the son is given — and every one of Abraham’s failures happens inside the relationship, after the promise, without voiding it. Genesis 15 contains a strange, ancient ceremony in which God, in the form of fire, passes alone between the halves of sacrificed animals, a covenant ritual in which, crucially, only one party walks the path and takes the oath. Abraham sleeps through it. That’s the grace thread of this entire book in a single image: the promise is underwritten by the Promiser, because heaven help us all if it depended on the family.




POWER, quiet, but listen for it. It’s easy to think of Abraham as powerless, a wanderer, a tent-dweller, small against empires. But inside his own tents he was absolute, and the story quietly shows us what that absoluteness cost the people beneath him. Sarai, handed to two harems. Hagar, handed to a bed, then to abuse, then to the desert — do with her whatever you think best. Ishmael, sent out with bread and water. Nobody in this chapter wears a crown, and already power is doing what power does in this family: flowing downhill onto the people least able to refuse it. Remember Hagar by her spring. The kings are coming, in Part Two, and they will do on a national scale exactly what Abraham did in a tent. The rot doesn’t start with the throne. It starts here, at home.




PROVIDENCE, a whisper. Count the times this promise should have died in a single generation. A famine. Two harems. A barren womb, for twenty-five years. A shortcut that split the household. A knife, raised. Any of these ends the story — and notice how it keeps not ending. No thunderbolts, mostly. A plague of well-timed inconvenience in Pharaoh’s palace. A dream sent to Abimelek. A ram, in a thicket, on the right hill at the right hour. Providence in this chapter works like a stagehand — you never see it cross the stage, but every prop is somehow where it needs to be when the scene turns. Get used to that. It’s the quietest thread now, and by the end of the book it will be deafening.

* * *

What Matthew’s doing




Why does Matthew start here? Luke, remember, runs his genealogy all the way back to Adam — the widest possible lens, Jesus as heir of the whole human race. Matthew had that option and declined it. His first verse plants two flags and only two: son of David, son of Abraham. Kingship — we’ll get there, and this, this covenant, this old man under the stars.

Because to Matthew’s first readers, Jewish readers, “son of Abraham” wasn’t ancestry trivia; it was the whole national story in three words. Abraham was where the promise entered the world — and not just the promise of a nation, but that strange, dangling clause that Israel carried for two thousand years like a cheque nobody knew how to cash: all peoples on earth will be blessed through you. All peoples. The foreigners, the outsiders, the Egypts and Jerichos and Moabs of the world — somehow, through this one family, blessing was supposed to reach them. Matthew opens his Gospel by picking that cheque up off the table. His genealogy will smuggle in a Canaanite, a Jerichoite, a Moabite before we even reach the kings; his Gospel will end with a command to go to all nations. Starting with Abraham is Matthew’s way of saying: this was always the plan, from the first sentence, the guest list was always going to get out of hand.

And there’s a quieter point underneath, the one this whole chapter has been circling: an eternal promise got tied, by God’s own free choice, to one ordinary, flawed, lying, laughing family. Not to an institution. Not to an idea. To a household, with all the mess that households guarantee. Whatever else the genealogy of Jesus is, it is the receipt for that decision, and Matthew prints it in full.

* * *

Reflection




One honest question, then, to carry out of this chapter, and remember, in this book you only ever get one.

Abraham’s defining act wasn’t the mountain. It was the suitcase: leaving everything on the strength of a promise with no proof, no map, and no timetable, and then living inside the gap between promise and fulfilment for twenty-five years, badly, humanly, but without ever quite letting go.

Where in your life, right now, are you being asked to trust a promise you cannot verify? Not in general, specifically. What’s the thing you’ve been promised, or believe you’ve been promised, that has no proof attached, only a voice and a direction? And what does your version of the she’s-my-sister scheme look like: the clever, self-protective shortcut you reach for when the waiting gets long?

You don’t have to answer today. Abraham took twenty-five years. But name the promise. That’s the first step of the walk.

* * *

FOR THE CURIOUS: When was all this, anyway?




Honest answer: nobody can give you a year, and you should politely distrust anyone who does. The patriarchal stories carry the furniture of the second millennium BC — the price paid for a slave, the shape of the covenants, the customs around inheritance and surrogacy (Hagar’s situation matches arrangements known from ancient Mesopotamian family law) — and on that basis many scholars have placed Abraham somewhere around 2000–1700 BC, the Middle Bronze Age. Others note that the stories reached their written form much later and read the details differently, and the honest scholarly position is a broad shrug with footnotes. For our purposes the uncertainty doesn’t change much: whichever century he walked out of Harran, the point of the story was never the date stamp. Genealogies like Matthew’s weren’t interested in chronology the way a passport office is; they were interested in connection — whose promise you stood in line to. On that question, the records are unanimous.

* * *




Come down the mountain, then, with the old man and the boy, the boy who will grow up quiet, marry a decisive woman, father twins, and go conspicuously grey while doing remarkably little.

It’s the twins you need to worry about. One of them is hairy, hungry, and heartbreakingly easy to fool. The other one is about to commit identity fraud against his own blind father, with his mother directing the operation, using a goat.

The promise is about to pass through the hands of a con artist. Nobody said the guest list was going to get more respectable.








  
  
  Chapter 2: The Brother Who Stole a Blessing (and Got Away With It, Mostly)

  
  




Jacob and Esau


A blind old man is running his hands over his son’s arms, and the arms are wrong.

He knows they’re wrong. Some part of him knows. The voice coming out of the darkness in front of him is the voice of his younger son, Jacob — he says so, out loud: the voice is Jacob’s voice — but the arms under his fingers are covered in hair, coarse, animal hair, the way only his elder son Esau’s arms are hairy. So the old man, Isaac, does what any of us would do when the evidence contradicts itself: he checks again. He smells the clothes. He asks, point blank, Are you really my son Esau? And the darkness says: I am.

What Isaac’s hands are actually feeling, we the readers know, is goatskin. His wife has strapped goatskin to their younger son’s arms and the smooth of his neck, dressed him in his brother’s best clothes for the smell of them, put a plate of curried goat in his hands seasoned to taste exactly like the wild game the old man loves, and sent him in to impersonate his own brother to his own blind, dying father.

I want to be respectful about the Scriptures, I truly do, but we have to be able to say it: this is absurd. This is a heist movie. A man is deceiving his blind father with a goat costume, and it is working, and the narrator of Genesis relates the thing in a tone of complete calm, as though goat-based identity fraud were simply one of the things that happens in the best families. Which, in this family, it is. That’s rather the point of the chapter, and the deadpan is doing theology: the text refuses to gasp, because the text has met these people.

But we’ve started in the middle. To appreciate the con properly, you need to know that these two brothers have been fighting since before they had faces.


The wrestling starts early


Isaac, quiet, passive Isaac from last chapter, marries Rebekah, a woman with roughly enough decisiveness for both of them, which the story will demonstrate at length. Like his mother before her, Rebekah cannot conceive; Isaac prays; and she becomes pregnant with twins who proceed to fight so violently in the womb that she goes to enquire of God whether life is even worth living, which as birth plans go is not the serene option. The answer she receives is an oracle, and everything that follows hangs from it: Two nations are in your womb… and the elder will serve the younger.

The elder will serve the younger. In a world where the firstborn got everything — the double inheritance, the family headship, the blessing — God announces, before either boy has drawn breath, that this family will run backwards. Keep that oracle in mind, because one of this chapter’s uncomfortable questions is whether anything Jacob does was ever necessary, or whether an entire career of scheming went into stealing something that had already been promised to him free.

The twins arrive in a manner that sets the tone for the next forty years: the first comes out red and hairy all over — they name him Esau, which the text connects to his hairiness, and honestly, imagine being named Hairy at birth and having it stick — and the second comes out gripping his brother’s heel, trying, apparently, to drag him back and overtake him at the finish line. So they call him Jacob: heel-grabber. It’s a name with an edge in Hebrew — the heel-grabber, the supplanter, the one who trips you from behind. Imagine naming a child Ankle-Tapper and then acting surprised at how he turns out.

They grow into a diagram of everything that splits families. Esau: outdoorsman, hunter, hairy, immediate, a man of appetites, the kind of person who has never once in his life left food on a plate or a thought unspoken. Jacob: smooth-skinned, indoorsy, quiet, watchful, a dweller in tents, the kind of person who notices things, and files them.

Then Genesis hands us one of the most quietly devastating verses about family life in all of ancient literature: Isaac, who had a taste for wild game, loved Esau, but Rebekah loved Jacob. There it is. Favouritism, stated flat, no euphemism, each parent claiming a boy like luggage. Isaac loves Esau — and notice the reason the text gives, because it is withering — because he liked the taste of his cooking. Rebekah loves Jacob, full stop, no reason given, which is somehow more ominous. Two parents, two favourites, one inheritance. You could hand this verse to a family therapist and they could sketch the next thirty years on a napkin.


History’s worst trade


The first swindle barely counts as a swindle, because the victim practically gift-wraps himself.

Esau comes in from the open country one day, famished — and Esau does not do hunger by halves; the text has him declaring he is about to die, which he is not — and finds Jacob at the fire, cooking a pot of red lentil stew. What follows is, pound for pound, arguably the worst trade in recorded history, and I include in that assessment the man who sold Manhattan and everyone who has ever swapped stickers with an older sibling.

Esau: Quick, let me have some of that red stuff. I’m starving. Jacob, not missing a beat, as though he has been waiting by this pot his entire life, which in a sense he has: First sell me your birthright.

The birthright. The firstborn’s portion — the double share of everything Isaac owns, the headship of the family, and in this family, the position in the line of a promise made under the stars to a man who left everything on a word. Esau’s response deserves to be read slowly: Look, I am about to die. What good is the birthright to me? And he swears the oath, and eats the stew — the text rattles off the verbs with magnificent contempt: he ate and drank, and then got up and left, and Genesis closes the scene with its verdict, one of the coldest sentences in the book: So Esau despised his birthright.

Bowl of soup. Entire covenantal inheritance. Bowl of soup. The narrator doesn’t even bother being shocked, and neither will I; we’re saving our shock, because the soup was the legal instrument. The birthright was the property. The blessing — the deathbed blessing, the spoken, irrevocable word of the father — that was the crown jewel, and it couldn’t be bought over lunch. It had to be taken.


The con job


Which brings us back to the goat.

Isaac is old now, blind, and convinced he’s dying (he is not, incidentally — the man survives this scene by decades, wringing maximum drama from his deathbed like many a patriarch since). He calls in Esau: take your bow, hunt me some game, cook me that food I love — there it is again, the food; Isaac’s love language remains fatally consistent, and I will give you my blessing before I die.

Rebekah is listening at the tent flap. Of course she is. And here the story stops being about two brothers and becomes what it always secretly was: a proxy war between the parents, fought through the children. It is Rebekah, not Jacob, who conceives the entire operation, on the spot, complete: the two goats from the flock, the recipe replicated, Esau’s garments fetched, the skins for the arms and neck. When Jacob raises an objection, note carefully what the objection is. Not: this is wrong. Not: this is my blind father. But: What if he touches me? I would appear to be tricking him — appear! — and would bring a curse on myself rather than a blessing. His concern is operational. He’s not troubled by the fraud; he’s troubled by the exposure risk. His mother’s answer is the stuff of legend: Let the curse fall on me. Just do what I say.

So in he goes, and we’re back where the chapter opened: the wrong arms, the wrong voice, the trembling old hands, the direct question, Are you really my son Esau?, and the flat lie, I am, and then, awfully, a second lie invoking God himself, when Isaac asks how the hunt went so quickly: The LORD your God gave me success. Dragging God in as an accomplice. Even by this family’s standards, that one lands with a thud.

And Isaac blesses him. The full blessing, the irrevocable one: the fatness of the earth, the abundance of grain and wine, nations bowing, lord over your brothers — the oracle from the womb, fulfilled by fraud. Jacob is barely out of the tent — the text makes the timing almost farcical, one brother exiting as the other enters — when Esau arrives with his game, cooked with love, and says the sentence that detonates the household: Father, sit up and eat, so that you may give me your blessing.

The scene that follows is where the deadpan cracks, and the story lets you hear the actual cost of all this cleverness. Isaac begins to tremble — violently, the text says. And Esau, big, hairy, appetite-driven Esau, the despiser of birthrights, lets out a cry the narrator describes as loud and exceedingly bitter, and says something that has broken readers’ hearts for three thousand years: Bless me — me too, my father!… Do you have only one blessing, my father? And he weeps. The hunter weeps aloud, begging for scraps of a blessing, and there are none, because in that world a blessing once spoken was as unrecallable as an arrow once loosed.

Whatever you think of Esau — and the New Testament, note, is not sentimental about him — you do not forget that cry. The chapter’s comedy has been building to this precisely so that it can stop being funny on cue. Con jobs have soundtracks, and this is what they sound like from the other room.

Esau resolves, out loud, to kill his brother the moment the mourning for their father is done. Rebekah, whose intelligence network remains flawless, hears of it and moves Jacob out of the country within days — to her brother Laban, far to the north — with a line to Isaac about local marriage prospects as cover. Her parting comfort to Jacob is that it will only be a little while until Esau’s fury cools.

It will be twenty years. She will, as far as the text records, never see her favourite son again. Let the curse fall on me, she said. In the quiet, bookkeeping way this story settles accounts, it rather did.


The ladder


So Jacob runs. And here the story does something that should, by every rule of moral storytelling, be illegal.

Picture him: alone for possibly the first time in his life, on the road north, carrying nothing but what he can walk with. The mama’s boy without the mama. Night falls somewhere in the hill country, in a nowhere place, and he sleeps on the ground with a stone for a pillow, which tells you everything about how thoroughly the golden child’s life has collapsed.

And he dreams. A stairway, the famous ladder, set on the earth, its top reaching heaven, the angels of God ascending and descending on it. And above it, the LORD, who proceeds to transfer the entire Abrahamic promise — the land, the descendants like the dust of the earth, the blessing of all peoples — to this man. To the fraud, mid-getaway, with his father’s stolen blessing still ringing in the tent behind him and his brother’s death threat ahead. No rebuke. No conditions attached. Then a sentence that is either the most comforting or the most scandalous in Genesis, depending on how recently you’ve been wronged by someone like Jacob: I am with you and will watch over you wherever you go… I will not leave you until I have done what I have promised you.

Grace arriving before it’s earned — before it’s even asked for. Jacob didn’t pray for this. He was asleep. His response on waking is perfectly, hilariously in character: awe first — surely the LORD is in this place, and I was not aware of it, and then, within about four verses, he’s negotiating. If God will be with me, if he’ll feed and clothe me and bring me home safe, then the LORD will be my God, and I’ll tithe. Terms and conditions. The man hears an unconditional promise from the mouth of God and replies with a contract proposal. You can take the boy out of the tent, but.

He names the place Bethel, house of God, and walks on, into the one thing his story still owes him.


The trickster gets tricked


Because here is where Genesis reveals its sense of humour, and it turns out to be the patient kind.

Jacob arrives in the north and falls, instantly, cinematically, for his cousin Rachel, and agrees to work seven years for her father Laban for her hand. Seven years that seemed like only a few days to him because of his love for her, says the text, in its one truly soft-focus moment. The wedding comes. The feast is held. The bride is veiled and brought to him in the darkness of the tent.

And in the morning, Genesis delivers this with the timing of a master, behold, it was Leah. The elder sister. Laban has switched his daughters under the cover of night and a veil, and Jacob has married the wrong woman.

Savour, if you will, Jacob’s outraged protest, Why have you deceived me?, which is surely among the least self-aware questions ever posed. Then savour Laban’s answer, which is aimed, with sniper precision, at the one spot where Jacob has no armour: It is not our custom here to give the younger before the firstborn. The younger before the firstborn. Laban may or may not know the details of what happened back in Isaac’s tent, but the narrator knows, and the narrator makes sure the sentence lands square on Jacob’s history. The man who used darkness and disguise to pose as the firstborn has just been beaten by darkness and disguise deployed to protect a firstborn. The deceiver, deceived, by the same trick, on the same axis. It costs him another seven years’ labour to marry Rachel as well, and the two-sister household that results is exactly the festival of rivalry, favouritism and competitive childbearing you would predict, seeing as this family apparently learns nothing except how to raise the stakes.

He stays twenty years, and they cheat each other with mounting creativity — Laban revises Jacob’s wages, the text says, ten times; Jacob retaliates with a selective-breeding scheme involving striped rods that reads














* * *








* * *






* * *






* * *




* * *



















OEBPS/c4c9ccaed4817d8054d89e1d6cfc8002fca9f1a0_smallRaw.jpg
A fam Iy history full of scandal,
and a God who keep
ing up anyw.

EN:

Grace,J ower, and Providence
n the Genealogy of]esus

c s o

el 1 f =
wah ,

LANCE PEPPLER





OEBPS/images/bdce4343e74d93ee375bb392156bab24_smallRaw.png
INHERITANCE
(Covenant Promise)

INHERITANCE
(Covenant

Promlse
PRIMACY/HEIR

ABRAHAM

Patriarch
Bearded man
Staff

Union/Concubinage
i VuInerabiIity/Echusion

EXILEXILE ~ “~ ’
(under pressure) A !

SARAH

Womarch —
DISPLACEMENT
Headscarf (demotion/exile) Marginalized

DISINHERITANCE/EXILE

ISAAC

Son of Promise
Heir

VULNERABILITY
& EXCLUSION
Sent away into
the wilderness

ISHMAEL

Firstborn Son
Dis Hagad

N e e e e e e e e e e == = -

Marriage LIMITED POWER/\ s 4





OEBPS/images/848fc716a4b1edf33e17573b33b25ce6_smallRaw.png
" 6o0s promise: - F

: “OFFSPRING LIKE THE STARS” ’

BIOLOGICAL REALITY:
NO CHILDREN _

~Abmm & Sarm





OEBPS/images/1409ae807844a5b08cba0b86bf4436f5_smallRaw.png
MORIAH

’ ; THE PATH \ °
QQ NARROWS AN

N <

<D -
2 THE FIRE
&
THE KNIFE

SERVANTS & DONKEY .

LEFT BEHIND
............. <«— JOURNEY
i BEGINS
" (SEPARATION)

\ :f

< SERVANTS & DONKEY
; LEFT BEHIND





OEBPS/images/73f358e6187e16aacd581791226c08f3_smallRaw.png
_\\\ (s

EST. 1940 - | HARPER,NUILIE P
Patriarch Wife
Thomas Caldwell Eleanor Reed

1880-1955 1885-1962
L Eleanor Reed — |
18851962
Children
Il
[ I

| ]
Arthur ~ Margaret ~ William  Gradntah
1910-1995 1914-2001 1918-1978  1918-1978
Grandchildrns
Thomas H- meiband

Enulavard ~ William  Geadamord
Jishals  Bstor  Dnauiieds

Wie ocrimngied organistoled short, Eherefally or apponiaited.

SECOND RECORD -

" THE *TRUE* UNTOLD LINE |

SCANDAL, SECRETS & EXILE .~
Bigamisf
\Esi'ranged

B\

‘1\\5“ 4 1910-1955
2\

WS Arthur

%” 1910-1995
' f}mﬁzool

‘ Son
1918-1978

Disinherited/Exile b
Died Alone

|llegitimate Line - Shhh!
S~ exiep" 8

NEVER MENTIONED AGAIN

Unnamed Child - Died at Birth X

%,
£





OEBPS/images/9621cdd4fc9029884820dca1e6adc8e9_smallRaw.png
THE GENEALOGY OF JESUS (MATTHEW 1): A VISUAL REPRESENTATION OF TELESCOPING

ABRAHAM
Isaac — Jacob — Judah —> Perez — Hezron —> Ram —> Amminadab - Nahshon—> Salmon — Boaz —> Obed — Jesse

Solomon > Rehoboam - Abijah > Asa+ Jehoshaphat+ Joram + Uzziah - Jotham > Ahaz + Hezekiah+ Manasseh+ Amon
(Uzziah) (Chronicles)

Joash - Amaziah-»>

JEHOIACHIN
Captivity in Babylon

Shealtiel > Zerubbabel & Abiud - Eliakim - Azor - Zadok - Achim

Zacliok - Achim — Eliud Eleazar Matthan
Jacob

JOSEPH
Husband of Ma

JESUS
Called Messiah





OEBPS/images/af03c41282954a8ebab1dbde30805d35_smallRaw.png
THE GENEALOGY OF JESUS: THREE 14-GENERATION MOVEMENTS
MATTHEW 1:1-17 (LITERARY STRUCTURING)

COLUMN T: COLUMN 2: COLUMN 3:
ABRAHAM TO DAVID DAVID TO THE BABYLONIAN EXILE THE EXILE TO JESUS THE MESSIAH
1. Abraham 1. Solomon 1. Shealtiel
2. Isaac 2. Rehoboam 2. Zerubbabel
3. Jacob 3. Abijah 3. Abiud
4. Judah 4. Asa 4. Eliakim
5. Perez 5. Jehoshaphat 5. Azor
6. Hezron 6. Joram 6. Zadok
7. Ram > 7. Uzziah > 7. AKim
8. Amminadab 8. Jotham 8. Eliud
9. Nahshon 9. Ahaz 9. Eleazar

10.Salmon 10.Hezekiah 10.Matthan

11. Boaz 11. Manasseh 11. Jacob

12. Obed 12. Amon 12. Joseph

13. Jesse 13. Josiah 13. Mary

14.David 14. Jehoiachin 14. JESUS (CHRIST)

NOTE: Matthew’s 14-14-14 structure is LITERARY SHAPING, not arithmetic error. The count serves PATTERN OVER SIMPLE COUNT.
The symmetry emphasizes key historical turning points and Messiah'’s identity.





