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Facts from the Bible

Woman
She is known as the Virtuous Woman

Proverbs 31 was written not for a woman, but rather
for a son by his mother as advice in looking for a wife
of "Noble Character."

This Virtuous Woman is an Allegorical Character, not a 

She is not a weak, passive or the family maid. She is
strong, independent and caring.

She is a role model of Godliness

       real person.

  

 

The Proverbs 31 

Study by Paulie Rogers



by Josie Henderson
QueenJaffa's

She blooms when no one watches but the

stars above, and by morning who can

forget her presence?

     The day dawned free and clear. The winds were steady
and tussled Bina’s hair as the last moonbeams peeked
through the open shutters of the window in their room.
They caressed Bina’s face, as she awoke. She rose quietly to
wash her face at the basin across from their bed. Lemuel
was not yet up. She looked back at him curled up under the
blanket, and she smiled. He was a good man even if he
couldn’t see how difficult his family was. As she turned to
leave, she heard a whisper behind her. 
      “You’ll do well today. They will say your name at the
city gates with joy.”
 “Hush, you are still dreaming, Lemuel. I’ll see you at the
market,” Bina chided. She slipped on her sandals and
rushed to her tailor’s tent. Bright cherry reds, blushes, and
violet cloaks and sashes sat in tall baskets all ready for
market. Bina ran her hand through a basketful and pulled
out one of the blue scarves. She grinned. This had been the
color of her first gift. She set it aside and picked out two
dozen more. She tossed her sashes and scarves in her bins
and began the short trek to town with her cart and donkey.

 



     Bina watched the ships sail into port as she neared the
hills above Jaffa. It’d been three years since she moved
here. Whenever she was out in the grasses and open fields
above Jaffa, it reminded her of her childhood home in the
north. As the wind rushed through the dry grasses
crackling their stalks, she could almost smell the
vineyards again, triggering her memory. 
     Bina was back at her home outside of Temna and four
years younger. She was working in her family’s vineyard.
Hours of pruning old vines had tanned her skin. Sheep
bleated in the distance. Her brothers Malchor and Hushai
laughed as they walked towards her. 
     Malchor, the oldest, hollered over the rock wall to Bina
as she trimmed the vines, “Look how dark you’re getting!
No man will want you with such sun-beaten skin. He will
take the maid over you!”
     Bina cringed. The servant girls snickered as they passed
the vineyard. Bina couldn’t even look at them. 
      Hushai chided, “Next time don’t be late with our
dinner.” Hushai and Malchor gathered up the bundles of
trimmed vines and threw them in the corner pile to burn.
Bina remained silent, unable to speak.
     Dust traveled up the road outside of the vineyard.
Someone was coming in a chariot. “How nice to be able to
leave this valley,” Bina thought.
     The chariot stopped just beyond the gate to the
vineyard. A merchant from the coast, tanned and dressed
in bright garments, stepped out. Bina knew he was a
merchant because of his expensive silk clothes. He was
tanned from days on the water—even darker than her
brothers who usually worked the vineyard.



      “Shalom.” The merchant addressed her brothers. “I’m
looking for Eliasaph, the Gadite. Does he still sell dyes
around here?”
      Hushai dropped off another load of vines and came to
the gate.
      “Shalom. Who are you?”
      “I’m sorry, I’m Lemuel Ben Ahimelech from Jaffa. We
work in materials and spices.”
      Malchor looked over more interested. He started for
the gate. Bina continued to prune one plant after another.
She noticed a small shoot that was twisted the wrong way.
She carefully untangled him and placed his tendrils on the
post beside it securing him with a short piece of fabric.
      “You just need to hang on, little one. You’ll get better at
this growing up thing,” Bina whispered to the plant. 
      Lemuel glanced over at Bina tenderly fastening the
plant to the post. He smiled at her. Malchor opened the
gate and stepped through to meet the merchant.
      “Shalom. We are the sons of Joel. We run goats and a
vineyard. You must be speaking of our mother’s family.
They worked in dyes.”
      “Enchanted to meet you. Is there anyone who carries
on the work?” Lemuel asked.
      “We do, but only as we can,” Malchor said.
      “In addition to the goats and the vineyard your servant
keeps?” Lemuel said gesturing to Bina with his chin. 
      “Our sister,” Malchor paused, surveying Lemuel. “She
has earned some time in the vineyard.”
      Lemuel nodded. “Could I meet her? She seems a
unique worker.”
     “Certainly,” Malchor said. “Bina, come here.”
 Bina looked up from her work alarmed. She quickly
brushed the dust from her face and wiped her forehead
with the back of her hand, leaving her knife and little plant
behind. Gingerly, Bina walked to the gate.



      “I couldn’t help but notice your care in this vineyard.
Would you accept this?” Lemuel held out a blue scarf to
Bina. 
      She had never seen something so fine and delicate in
her whole life. Malchor and Hushai exchanged glances.
Bina looked back at them. Malchor dropped a curt nod.
She wiped her hands on her skirt one more time, before
taking the scarf from Lemuel.
      “Thank you. I don’t know what to say,” Bina replied.
      “You have a lovely voice. My name is Lemuel.”
      “Nice to meet you, Sir, my name is Bina.”
      “Do you like the sea, Bina?” Lemuel asked with a glint
in his eye.
      “I’d love to see it one day,” Bina smiled.
      That had been the beginning of their relationship. Not
even a year later, they were married. Bina smiled at the
memories that lived within the fibres of blue scarves, one
of the staples of her business. The cart’s wheels rattled as
they hit rocks and pebbles on the road, kicking up dust
clouds. Blue scarves and dusty roads had changed her life
and somehow led her here. Lemuel always said she was
the reason, but she knew that couldn’t be right.
      As soon as Bina arrived, she found town all abuzz with
word that Tyre’s chief fleet would be arriving that day.
Word came in with the first ship to dock— the long-
awaited ships from Tarsus landed in Tyre two days ago
and would be bringing their stock to Jaffa this very day.
Bina was thrilled. Thank goodness she had stayed up to
finish her sashes. She set her stall up with her latest goods
and waited for the day to begin. 
     Up the hill from the wharf was the city well. From
Bina’s small stall she could see the women gathering to fill
their basins with water for the day’s washing and cooking
and drinking. She sighed. She wouldn’t go there now. All 



      the other women would be there talking about chores
they had yet to do and problems they couldn’t fix. Abigail,
her sister-in-law, would be there too. Bina could see
Abigail’s stares and hear her whispers to the other women
all over again. She didn’t want to see their faces when they
heard she was just a farmer from Temna who had been
rescued by Lemuel. 
      If Bina hadn’t married Abigail’s favorite brother, they
might have been friends. Even her mother-in-law sided
with Abigail, and Lemuel was oblivious to the depth of the
divide. At least Bina knew he would try to talk to them. 
      Thud. Bina was jolted back to reality by the scuffle of
sandals at her shop and the thump of a heavy jar on the
ground ahead of her. Abigail stood over Bina’s table with a
haughty glance. She leaned in, her left arm resting on the
table, her right hand hidden behind her side.
      “Dozing instead of working. I would never have
thought it of you,” Abigail hissed. 
      Bina panicked inwardly, but she tried not to show it.
She remained sitting on her small stool in front of the
table. “Lost in a memory, I guess.” 
      “Memories of servitude no doubt. You are so lucky to
be among us,” Abigail straightened up and her right hand
slipped into view, revealing a bandage. Bina took a deep
breath. She was tired of these mental games Abigail
played, but today, she noticed how tired Abigail looked.
Bina glanced at the bandage again. The end was coming
undone.
      “Did you hurt yourself?” Bina asked, concerned.
      “Don’t taunt me,” Abigail drew her right hand back
suddenly.
      “Would you like me to change your bandage?”



      “I’m fine,” her sister-in-law insisted. She looked
agitated and her cheeks warmed, suddenly showing the
intense heat of the day. Bina noticed the empty water jar at
Abigail’s side.
      “Do you need help carrying water home?”
      “I don’t need anyone,” Abigail snapped.
      Bina got up from her seat and grabbed the jar from
Abigail. She ran up the hill towards the well. She looked
straight ahead as she carried Abigail’s elegantly potted jar
past the other women. She looked only at the well.
Whispers started from amongst the edges of the women at
the well. They parted to let her through. A short brunette
snickered. Bina stiffened but moved forward, unfazed. She
needed to help Abigail, so she dipped the jar in the cool
water and let the coolness of the water ease the tension in
her body. She breathed out slowly. Her hands were
shaking. She hefted the jar to her head and walked back
through the women with her head held high. A hush fell on
the group. Abigail stood frozen at the edge of the crowd.
      “I’m sorry I didn’t notice sooner,” Bina said as she
walked past her sister-in-law. Bina walked through the
cobbled streets towards Abigail’s home. As she passed her
stand of sashes, there were a few merchants looking in.
She didn’t care right now, not even if they were the
captains from Tyre. There was someone who needed care,
and she would drop everything for that. 
      She glanced over her shoulder to make sure her sister-
in-law following. Within a few minutes Abigail’s quaint
home came into view.



      “Wait,” Abigail said as she rushed to open the door for
Bina. She gestured to the kitchen corner. Bina had never
been inside Abigail’s house before. It was clean, but
smaller than her own. Elegant bowls and pitchers sat on
the table. Bina noticed a loom with a bright weave on it in
the corner. The house was quiet. 
      “The servants are helping Boaz at the dock,” Abigail
explained. Deftly, Bina lowered the jar and turned to
Abigail. She took her right hand and unwrapped the
bandage back several layers until it pulled free of Abigail’s
hand. A long fresh cut marked the centre of Abigail’s hand.
Bina took a cloth and wet it with fresh water. She gently
wiped Abigail’s wounded palm. Bina took some honey
from the kitchen stand and poured a dab over the wound.
Abigail stood almost frozen. Carefully, Bina rewound a
clean fabric strip around Abigail’s hand. Abigail stared at
her. The two were silent. Bina smiled at her sister-in-law
as she patted the wounded hand gently. 
      “You should sell some of your weaves. They are very
good,” Bina said as she walked out of the house. 
      Abigail watched Bina leave with tears on her cheeks.
                                              
                                                   ***
 
     Night was settling quietly upon the Judean hills. Long
shadows grew shorter as the moon climbed higher
amongst the flickering stars. 
      Bina’s lamp added to the dancing shadows that night.
The winds blew gently, jostling the August grasses and the
corners of her tailor’s tent on the edge of Jaffa. Tomorrow
the wind would bring more Greek and Phoenician sailors
and merchants to Jaffa for market. I won’t even miss the
ones from today.



      Lemuel pulled back the curtain to the room where she
sat hemming one of her blue scarves by the light of the oil
candle. Her face was so contorted in concentration that
her eyebrows furrowed. Her fingers had a few small
bandages covering cuts and pricks from the sewing
needles that night. Lemuel smiled at his wife.
      “What are you doing up again?”
      "I’m almost done,” Bina said as she stitched.
      “No, you’re not.”
      Bina looked up and the tension melted from her
concentration. She laughed, “No, I’m not, but I’m going to
finish this. It’s the last one.” She squinted as she placed
another stitch.
      “That’s what you always say.”
      “This time I mean it. I just want to be ready for the
market.” Bina said, pretending not to notice Lemuel
moving closer.
      “You have plenty ready,” Lemuel said as he squatted
down beside Bina on the cold ground.
      “I want to have enough.” 
      Lemuel looked at her more closely. Bina avoided
meeting his glance. Lemuel touched her hand stopping her
stitch.
      “Darling, you are enough.”
      Bina looked at him, tears brimming in her eyes.         
     “Lemuel, I wish they could see me as you do.”
      Lemuel wrapped his arms around her. Bina leaned into
him.
      “They do. The women have been talking about you in
town.”
      Bina sighed and leaned in closer to Lemuel.
      “Word trickled down to the city gate about what you
did at the well. Then Abigail told me.”  



      Bina pulled back. “She what?”
      “She said she has never had a friend like you,” Lemuel
whispered.
      “Friend?” Bina questioned, astonished.
      “You know she doesn’t really have friends. We both
know that. She doesn’t allow it. She said you are different.
You really care.”
      Bina whispered, “I don’t know. I was just doing what
she couldn’t. She needed help.” 
       “She said I had a good eye. I told her I was the lucky
one. I always knew you were special.” Lemuel held Bina at
arm’s length for a moment and looked into her eyes. Bina
looked away quickly.
       “They were slow to see the woman I fell in love with—
that woman who cares for all, even delicate things,”
Lemuel smiled. Bina looked up into his face. He held her
gaze.
      “There is no hiding a gem like you.”
      “I’m a diamond in the rough then.”
      “And you’re humble too,” Lemuel smiled as he kissed
Bina’s forehead. She surrendered with a loud exhale,
giving in to his embrace. The tension of the day melted
away as she rested her head on his shoulder. He started to
hum her favorite song. Bina smiled. It felt good to be
home… finally home. 
      The wind tugged the corners of her tent. Beyond them
the breeze whistled through the streets of the city and out
to the sea. The jasmine began to bloom that evening,
letting its fragrance grace the hills around Jaffa once more. 
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T H E  F R A G I L E  B E A U T Y  O F  T H E

S I T U A T I O N

LOVE

AWAKEN
your heart's desire

it's ourit's our
NatureNature

Ready to become
transplanted?



Plant

THE FRAGILE BEAUTY OF THE SITUATION

Petals
Jasmine is a very

popular flower

because of its unique

fragrance. They have a

unique, strong, but

sweet scent. They are

often used in perfumes

and are edible as

garnish on food.

Formed in clusters, they

are connected by a

vine.

 

A Virtuous Woman will

have strength that is

connected to the vine,

which is Jesus Christ

"I am the vine; you are the
branches. If you remain in
me and I in you, you will
bear much fruit; apart from

me you can do nothing.
John 15: 5

Oil and perfume make the heart
glad, So a man's counsel is

sweet to his friend.
Proverbs 27: 9



Journal:  What is Virtue in the eye's of God

After reading Proverbs 31



Plant

When we realize

God loves us

unconditionally

our perfection is

seen through our

hearts willingness

and not our

failures. 

Love
OF CHRIST THROUGH THE SITUATION

  In our story, Jaffa's Queen,  

 Bina was cherished by her husband not because

she was perfect, but because he saw her worth.

In his eyes she was perfect because she loved

him in return and wanted to please him.

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

and God abides in him.
1John 4:8



Journal: 

How God sees His perfection growing in me

After reading Proverbs 31



Plant

THE HEARTS DESIRE

Awaken

... walk in love, just as
Christ also loved you and
gave Himself up for us,

and offering and a sacrifice to
God as a fragrant aroma.      

Ephesians 5:1- 2

Have you heard the

phrase: Beauty is only

skin deep?

The beauty of a virtuous

woman is her heart.

Charm is deceitful,
and beauty is vain,
but a woman who

fears the Lord is to
be praised.

Proverbs 31:30

When it is full of God's love for herself, and for

others, she can't help but to serve with an

overflowing desire to share it wherever she can.



Journal: 

How God enjoys beauty 



Plant

OF WHO WE ARE IN CHRIST

Nature
It is our nature to want the very

best for our children. In Proverbs

31:1-9 Lemuel's mother has taught

him to not waste his life on that

which has ruined Kings.

In our story, Lemuel recognized

something in Bina that went

deeper than outward beauty.

She had a character that

radiated a beauty that was seen

by all who knew her. But her

struggle was in those who

judged by outward standards. 

The Lord does not look at the things people
look at. People look at the outward appearance,

but the Lord looks at the heart." 
1 Samuel 16:7b



Journal: 

 How I look at others



Philippians 4:8-9

Finally, brothers,(and sisters)
whatever is true, whatever is honorable,

whatever is just, whatever is pure,
whatever is lovely, whatever is

commendable, if there is any excellence,
if there is anything worthy of praise,
think about these things. What you

have learned and received and heard and
seen in me - practice these things, and
the God of peace will be with you.

Plant

WITHIN

Transplant



Journal: How might I dwell on God's word

May the words of my mouth and the meditation of

my heart be pleasing in your sight... Psalm 19:14
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