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Leah
facts from the Bible

Leah was the elder sister of Rachel, and a cousin to Jacob.
Her father, Laban, tricks Jacob into marrying her.
Unloved and used as a pawn in her father's schemes, God
blessed her with the ability to conceive many children.
She is the mother lineage to Jesus through her son Judah.
In the end, Jacob asked to be buried next to her upon his
own death. (Gen. 35:16-20)

  

 

Genesis 29-35



Loved
by Melody Lowes

The Story of Leah
Intolerable.

She couldn’t bear it, not for one moment longer.

The tender glances. The giggles and camaraderie.

The love.

Her painful thoughts were interrupted by a wail.

Levi.

She bent automatically to retrieve the crying toddler and

wrapped him within the folds of her abaya, the long cloak

covered with immaculate beadwork Leah had embroidered

herself. Her skilled fingers found the hurt, her mother’s kiss

soothed the fear, and her son was soon laughing again,

trundling off on unsteady legs to keep up with the two older

boys who were darting about the courtyard attacking

imaginary bandits with sticks. She smiled through her own

tears, wiping them silently with the beautifully embroidered

edge of her abaya. If only all hurts were so easily managed.

No kiss could ease that lump of misery lodged in her soul.

Leah picked up her beadwork and balanced it on her

growing belly. From her seat in the doorway of her quarters,

she could quietly observe the antics of her sons as they 



played, and dream of the child who was soon to appear. She

dreamed of another son, a son who would finally turn Jacob’s

affections her way.

But facing the courtyard also meant she could see the

entrance to her sister Rachel’s quarters.

And her husband disappearing within the folds of that

doorway. 

She shouldn’t have chosen to sit here. Not now. Not while

Jacob was home from the fields. Her chest tightened with

complex and all too familiar emotions. Fear. Jealousy.

Contempt - both for the two carefree souls across the

courtyard, and for another.

Herself.

If only she were beautiful like Rachel. She would be able to

compete better. But she had never been beautiful. Even

before the smallpox that had scarred her body and left her

frame small and weak.

If only she were more - chatty. Carefree, like her sister. But

she had never been carefree, even as a child. She had

always been a serious one, always wanting to know why,

always asking questions of the men and of any traders

passing through their village.

If only… She shook her head and stabbed at the fine linen

cloth that she was embellishing with beads and fine silk

threads with renewed vigor. She couldn’t bear to think the ‘if

only’ to another disillusioned and dreadful end. 



She had been there too many times to count, and the ending
never changed.

Her sister Rachel - beautiful, vivacious Rachel, was loved.

She - plain, quiet Leah - was not.

A fly buzzed. The tassels on the flaps of her tent moved
rhythmically. 

Time slowed.Her hands slowed their frenzied activity and took

up a gentler pace. The desert sun warmed the breezes and

stirred the palms near the well. The boys stooped to

investigate a lizard on the courtyard cobblestones. A sense

of contentment, of peace, stilled her.

You are loved.

It was startling, this thought. Although she knew it was not

audible, it felt so real, so strong, that Leah looked around for

a human speaker.

You are loved.

She would later find it difficult to put into words, but it was

as if she were being held. Held, as she had held her own

three sons so many times before, as she herself had been

held when her mother was alive. She had an overwhelming

sense of safety, of security, of calm. At first, she struggled

against it. She knew, of course, that it wasn’t true. But it was

strong. Persistent. Perhaps it was her delicate emotional

state this far into her pregnancy. Perhaps it was the freshness

of the springtime breeze. Whatever it was, she felt herself

melt into the thought, laid her head back and let the tears

flow unheeded. All the sorrows, all the doubts and striving

and misery, all the lonely nights and wardrobe upgrades and 



experiments with beauty treatments hawked by merchants in

the market - all the attempts to become another Rachel were

rocked and soothed.

Time passed, but Leah hardly noticed. She sat quietly, eyes

closed, while servants gathered her sons for their noon meals.

In her condition, she knew the scurrying staff would leave her

to rest and that they were more than capable of seeing to

the details of the household as she tarried.

Her mind drifted gently, memories mixed with thoughts and

vague impressions. One thought gripped her.

I am loved.

It was delectable, that thought. 

She hadn’t been loved since her mother had gone to the

graveyard, taken by the gods far too soon. How she had

grown to hate the idols in the alcove in her father’s rooms

after that.

She cast her mind back, trying to recapture something of her

mother. Her mother, with her dark hair and sparkling eyes,

singing as she brushed her hair and coiled it up in plaits on

both sides of her head. Her mother, negotiating in the market

with a keen eye for a bargain. Her mother, the only one

strong enough to stand up to her husband Laban and his

intrigues.

Yes, she had been loved by her mother.

Her father was a different story.



His face came into her mind’s eye, with his furtive glances

and the hungry lines around his thin lips. While her mother

had been alive, Laban had been - held back. It was like his

wife’s love and influence had been a fence keeping him in

safe pastures. Once the fence had been breached, the

demons of strong drink, weak moral compass, and greed had

easily pulled down any remaining fence posts.

Leah was well aware of the role her father had played in her

present misery. Women in her culture were always vulnerable,

a pawn to be used in a game of wits pitted against

economic need.

But to use your own daughters like that - well, that was low.

Loved.

The thought persisted.

Loved. 

Ironic. 

She knew she wasn’t loved. Not by her husband Jacob. Not by

her father Laban. And right now, given the circumstances,

there was certainly no love lost between herself and her

sister Rachel.

She suddenly sat up, eyes wide, startled out of her reverie by

a new thought.

Loved by God.

God!



Leah shook her head, perplexed by the idea.

Plain Leah?

Cast off like an old coat by her father, who had sent her in to

Jacob on his wedding night instead of the intended bride -

her younger sister Rachel.

The humiliation of watching Jacob wake up next to her after

so tender a night. The degradation of watching him storm off

so angry when he realized what had happened. The shame of

being asked if it had been her idea.

Her idea?

Her idea, to offer herself like a prostitute to a man she

already loved with all her soul?

The humiliation of being a woman, with no recourse, no

rights, no way to better her circumstances. No way to support

herself. No way to build a life in which she was valued or

considered as a person.

Again came that pang, that tightness in her chest. She

cradled her unborn child. 

A boy. Oh, another boy. A girl will be born into too much

heartache.

She tried in vain to recapture that delicious feeling of being

held and loved and cherished.

Loved. Her? The idea was preposterous. Life had proven 



otherwise. Only the pretty ones had a chance of being loved.

No. She would be loved by her sons, feel the sun on her face,

and live as best as she could the days God allotted.

She stood, awkward in the effort, feeling the looseness in her

hips that came with advanced pregnancy. She walked off her

unsettled emotions, pacing, slowly bringing back the

circulation in her limbs. Sitting heavily, she nursed Levi when

he was brought to her, cuddling him as he fell asleep tucked

into her lap. This is love, all the love I can expect. And it is

good. Her fingers traced the curls framing Levi’s forehead,

accentuating his innocence as he slept.

Her belly tightened, then relaxed with an early contraction.

“Call for Dinah,” she asked as a servant girl came to collect

the sleeping toddler for bed. “It’s time.” The girl disappeared

with her precious burden and two others quickly took her

place, helping Leah into her personal quarters and getting

her settled into the birthing chair. 

Dinah, the local midwife, entered smiling half an hour later. 

“Well, well, how are things going? Will there be another son

this night to add to your blessings?”

“Blessings?” Leah muttered between clenched teeth. “I’m not

so sure that I’m blessed, Dinah.” She groaned quietly, another

contraction keeping her distracted. 

Dinah, serious, leaned closer, rubbing her friend’s back,

supporting her shoulders. “Yes, Leah. Blessed. Blessed many

times over! Your fourth baby tonight - you are indeed blessed 



of God! Many are the women in this world who will never

have four children to care for them in their old age.”

Leah clenched her teeth through another strong contraction.

“But Jacob -” Tears threatened to spill onto her scarred

cheeks - her heart laboured under pains just as deep as

those by which her body was producing a child.

“Jacob? Jacob still?” Dinah’s motherly face sharpened. “Leah,

Jacob is but a man. He cannot be held responsible for your

happiness in this life. He loves your sister. This mess is not of

his making. He was just as much a pawn in this little game of

your father’s as you have been. No, Leah. It is time that you

looked, not to Jacob, but to God, for your value.”

Loved.

There it was again, that strong sense of being held. Of being

loved - deeply, completely loved. 

If only I could believe that. If only I could know I was cared

for…

Encouraged by Dinah’s gentle instructions, Leah laboured on

through the night. Jacob once looked in, worry on his

features. He was waved away. 

“This is no place for a man! Be off with you!” Dinah scolded. 

He left. 



The hours passed. Water was drawn and boiled. Linens were

prepared. The servant girls attended with interest mingled

with terror. Just before dawn, the lusty wail of a child

announced his arrival. 

“You have a son, Leah! Another son! Look how loved you are!

The Lord has blessed you with another son - a strong, healthy

boy. Choose to be thankful. Choose to give praise to the

Lord. Choose to love and be loved by Him, my beautiful

friend!” Dinah wrapped the wailing bundle and stroked her

forehead with a gentle, practiced hand.

Leah felt the love in the gesture. She felt the care, the

affection, and her soul was flooded with worship.

She bent her head in prayer as her son was placed on her

chest. Thank You. Thank You for a fourth blessing! Thank You

for seeing me, for knowing me, for loving me as I am. I choose

to seek You, to love You, to serve You. 

She held her son, suckling him for the first time. She felt his

warmth, counted fingers and toes, was awed all over again

by the process, the miracle of new life.

“This time, I will praise the Lord,” Leah whispered. “I will call

you Judah, praise. Praise be to the God of Abraham, the God

of Isaac, the God of Jacob. And - praise be to the God of

Leah.” Dinah - dear, precious Dinah, her friend, her mentor,

her spiritual challenger, knelt in worship. Tears of joy graced

those gentle cheeks as she shared her friend’s quiet triumph. 



“Yes, Leah, yes. Embrace Him. Allow yourself to be loved by

Him. You are seen. You are valued. And you are enough.”

Dinah kissed her and wrapped her blankets more snugly

around her shoulders. “Now rest. You did well! Your boys are

all tucked in and sleeping. It is your turn. Be at peace, my

friend!”

Leah, exhausted, relaxed into her pillows. 

You are loved.

Again, that thought.

But this time, she chose to believe it. 
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PlantPetals
the fragile beauty of the situation

Daffodils are one of the surest signs of spring! Their cheerful

yellow blossoms announce warmer weather by being one of

the first to burst out of the cold ground and bloom. They last

for several weeks before their foliage dies back and, energy

having been stored in the bulb below, they will lie dormant

until spring comes once again. As such, they are a symbol of

hope.

Scripture doesn’t give all the details, but I believe Leah’s is a

story of hope. Cruelly used by her father to entrap Jacob as

his son-in-law, Leah was destined to live a life of pain and

misery.

However, the beauty of the

story was just lying dormant,

so to speak – Leah became

the mother of men who went

on to become four of the

tribes of Israel. And not just

that, the lineage of Jesus was

traced through her son Judah!



Journal:

Where I see hope emerging, even in the

midst of difficult circumstances?



PlantLove
of Christ through the situation

"When the Lord saw that Leah was
unloved, he enabled her to have children, but

Rachel could not conceive."  
Genesis 29:31

The Biblical text mentions more than

once that Leah was unloved, passed

over for her sister Rachel. She may have

remained unappreciated by her

husband, but she certainly did not go

unnoticed by God.

    Don’t miss this. God saw Leah, and understood

her pain. He intervened and provided her with

children to ease her burden. In the same way, He

sees you.

    Women have so much to bring to the table. We

are gentle, nurturing, and compassionate - and

yet strong in ways which often go unnoticed or

underappreciated. But the story of Leah is a story

of learning to allow God to love and care for us

without us fighting to be noticed or demanding

attention from those who may be incapable of

giving it.



Journal: How God is a comfort to me

Where do I see this love in my story



Plant

the hearts desire
Awaken

Leah was caught up in the

paternalistic culture of the

time, a commodity to be

traded, a tool in a men’s

game. Women through the

centuries have been used

and abused by their

respective cultures. Since

the fall in the Garden of

Eden, the balance of power

between men and women

has been broken. It is only

through God’s grace that

we are able to restore this

balance and live out of a

place of peace and love.

Leah learned to place her

value not in the hands of

other humans to tear down

as they willed, but in the

hands of God, who

accepted her

unconditionally.

Long ago the Lord said to

Israel: 

“I have loved you, my people,
with an everlasting love. With
unfailing love I have drawn
you to myself." Jeremiah 31:3

Our value needs to be

centered in this unselfish,

pure, and perfect love and

acceptance. It is only in

finding this ‘God-esteem’ that

our fragile ‘self-esteem’ can

be healthy and solid. The

brilliance of the daffodil’s

charming flowers is a symbol

of the beauty of accepting

God’s love and acceptance.



Journal: Where I have allowed others to

dictate my value. What can I do to start

shifing my source of value?



PlantNature
of who we are in Christ

Our sense of self is built at an early age. We see ourselves

reflected back to us by our caregivers, then our friends, then

our peers, then our society. The extent to which we allow our

value to be dictated to us by a selfish and twisted culture

over the sacrificial love of our heavenly Father that will

determine our inner health. Remaining steadily in the Word of  

        God, daily committing His opinions of us to be rooted 

                    deeply within our hearts, will ensure that we will 

                          achieve a healthy balance of both our value   

                          and our weakness and need for a Savior. 

"Why are you cast down, O my sould, and
why are you in turmoil within me? Hope in

Gd; for I shall again praise him, my
salvation.

Psalm 42:5

Daffodils with their bright and

cheerful blossoms remind us

that even in a dark world, we

can live in hope.



Journal: What steps I can take today to

hold on to this hope



Plant

within
Transplant

We’ve all allowed ourselves to be

sucked into the vortex of striving for

outward beauty to the neglect of

our spirits. Leah learned in time to

use praise as a powerful tool to help

her to deal with a harsh set of

circumstances. 

“The Lord lives! Praise to my Rock! May God, the
Rock of my salvation, be exalted!  2 Samuel 22:47

The act of worship is like a rock, a

place of strength, that can anchor

us even when in pain, even when

troubles come our way. Praise is like

a beautiful field of bright daffodils –

it lifts the spirit, and helps to turn our

gaze from the trouble to the Saviour.

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2022%3A47&version=NLT


Journal:  a song of praise to God,

expressing gratitude and blessings
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