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Lydia was from Thyatira and moved to Philippi
She was involved in the producing and selling purple
dye
Lydia loved and served God
She accepted the Gospel and became a believer in
Jesus Christ.
Her home was opened to the Apostle Paul and his
companions to stay there and hold meetings.
She was a wealthy woman that gave generously to the
support of spreading the gospel.

 

Lydia
facts from the Bible

Acts 16 

All scripture quoted in this chapter is from The New American Standard Bible
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Lydia
by Bonny Summers

Seller of Purple

    “I know you, Lord God, as the one and only God.

Please lead me during this time of grief. Lucas has

been gone a month now, and the pain is crushing me.

Please keep me strong for Marcus and Martha. I give

you all my trust, faith and love, knowing you are indeed

with me!” Lydia prayed.

    “Mother, mother, where are you?” Sixteen-year-old

Marcus called, running from room to room.

    Lydia, with eyes still closed, listened to her son

calling. She just needed a moment alone.

    With his father’s death so sudden, Marcus was

learning how to be the man of the house. Lydia

understood he was compelled to do whatever he

could for his mother. But she was feeling a bit stifled.

If she disappeared for more than a few minutes he

would come in search of her, not willing to allow her

any time to herself. She knew it was because he heard

her sobs in the dark hours of the night, and he was

wanting to ease her pain. A pain of grief she knew he

also carried. “Give me patience,” she whispered to

God.



    “I am right here,” Lydia replied from her room. She

pulled herself together as much as possible. “Come my

son,” Lydia beckoned wrapping her son in a warm

embrace. “Father would be so proud of you and how

you are taking care of Martha and me.”  

    Never far behind Marcus, his twin sister, Martha,

came running into the room. Lydia saw the relief on

her face and motioned her to join them. Martha

quickly wrapped her mother in a fierce hug, allowing

the tears to soak her mother’s garment. 

    “I am glad you are both here. Let’s sit on the divan

and talk a few things over.” Marcus and Martha looked

questioningly at each other, wondering what Mother

needed to talk to them about.

    Once they were settled, Lydia, ever mindful of her

children’s needs, clasped their hands and began to

pray. “God in heaven, the only true God, please direct

my children and myself where we need to be and what

you would have us to do. It is my prayer that, whatever

it is and wherever you lead, we will know your will for

us. Amen”

    Martha’s eyes were big and questioning as Lydia

looked up. “What are you expecting to do, Mother,

and where are you thinking of going?” 

    “Just opening my heart and mind for God to lead us

and guide us,” Lydia answered.

    "We can carry on the business, can’t we?” Marcus

asked.

    “Your father did well here in Thyatira, and I have no

doubt we can keep up the usual orders, but word has 



come through the trade caravans that Philippi has a

more lucrative purple trade.”

    “Leave father’s business?”

    “No.” Lydia carefully said. “I was thinking, maybe, it

might give us a good change to enjoy a new setting

while honoring the memory of your father by growing

it.” The truth was it was becoming hard for her to live

here as Lucas’s widow. People just weren’t taking her

serious without him.

   Marcus bit his lip in thought.

    Lydia squeezed their hands for reassurance, “What

do you think, children?”

    Six months later Lydia, Marcus and Martha joined a

caravan on its way to Philippi. The journey gave them

opportunity to share exciting thoughts and ideas of

what their new home might be like. Lydia checked the

bag that held her precious Amaryllis bulbs she had

dug up from her garden. She held the bag close to her

heart remembering the day Lucas had brought them

home to her as an anniversary gift. A vision of a new

garden blooming with her beautiful flowers and

aromatic herbs comforted her.

SIX YEARS LATER

The pain of losing Lucas wasn’t as raw now, but Lydia

still felt the heaviness of it. To keep the loneliness from

overtaking her, she kept herself very busy.



    Each morning at the crack of dawn, Lydia opened

her place of business. It was located several stadia

outside the city limits due to the odiferous results of

boiling the murex snails. She was a competent

businesswoman; overseeing the many employees it

took to retrieve the precious purple dye. The space

would soon be humming with activity. Martha began

taking inventory of the filled jars she would sell from

their booth at the marketplace that day. Marcus knew

his job and quickly and quietly settled into the day’s

activity. 

    On the sixth day each week the factory was shut

down early afternoon to prepare for the Sabbath and

the fellowship shared at the riverside.

     Before sundown on the sixth day, Martha proudly

escorted her mother to the outdoor kitchen. An

abundance of tantalizing dishes was on display. Lydia

clasped her hands together then squeezed her

daughter’s shoulders. “I am so proud of you, Martha!

This is fantastic! Where is Marcus?”

    “He has already gone to invite everyone to come

enjoy a meal with us tomorrow after worship.” 

    “Wonderful! I knew I could count on my children ... I

mean, my young adults, to have everything under

control,” Lydia exclaimed. 

    “Well, we are both so thankful that we brought our

servants with us because, single handedly, I would

never have accomplished what you see here, Mother!

Not only is the food prepared, but the house is also

clean and in order.”



    “You’ve done a beautiful job,” Lydia enthused.

    “Marcus and the male servants have the courtyard

in order, tables set up and, as you can see, some of

your favorite potted Amaryllis' are blooming as

centrepieces.”

    “Everything looks wonderful! It is time to call

everyone together for our evening meal and

welcoming the Sabbath hours. God has blessed us!” 

    Early the next morning, Lydia, Marcus, and Martha,

along with all the household servants, and several

workers from the factory at the riverside, were

anticipating a wonderful fellowship with like believers.

    Their faith in God, and specific evidence of His

guidance in their lives, were joyfully shared with each

other as their worship at the riverside began. Carefully

handled scrolls were opened and read aloud as usual

when four strangers joined them. 

    Introductions were made. Paul, Silas, Luke, and

Timothy spoke of a man named Jesus; how he lived

and taught the people about the Heavenly Father;

how he was crucified at the time of Passover, and rose

again on the third day. As Lydia listened intently to all

Paul was telling them, the Lord moved on her heart to

respond. “What hinders me to be baptized into Jesus

Christ? I believe with all my heart that Jesus Christ is

the Messiah, and that he saves me from my sins. I

accept him as my Lord and Savior!”

    Lydia, Marcus, Martha, all her household members,

and the factory workers that had chosen to come,

were baptized that day. 



    As Lydia walked into the water with Paul, she knew

she had made the most important decision of her life.

She also knew Lucas would be right there joining them

if he were still alive. Tears of joy and sorrow flowed.

    “I now baptize you, Lydia, in the name of the Father,

and the Son, and the Holy Spirit,” Paul, always grateful

to God, lowered Lydia into the water and brought her

back up. Her joyous expression warmed his heart just

as every baptism had since his own conversion.

    Lydia, filled with the joy of heaven, watched her

children, servants, and factory workers as they were

baptized, along with many others that had gathered

to worship the one true God and now had the

knowledge of the only begotten Son that wonderful

day. 

    “Follow us, everyone, to our home. We have a meal

all prepared to share with you this joyous day!”

    After much visiting, sharing, getting to know one

another after a delicious, satisfying meal, Lydia turned

to Paul, “Please, make our home your home while you

are here in Philippi! As you can see, we have plenty of

room. You can hold meetings here throughout the

week, have close access to the marketplace, and

bring new believers here for rest, refreshment and

further teaching.”

    Paul, thankful for Lydia’s offer, accepted her

invitation, realizing God had opened this opportunity

to share the Gospel in Philippi. He also was concerned

about Lydia and whatever was causing her to be so

sad, despite the joy of becoming a believer in Jesus

Christ. 



    “I see sorrow in your eyes, Lydia. What is troubling

you?” Paul gently inquired.

    “I had a wonderful husband, father of my children. A

happy marriage in the joy of God. He died while we

still lived in Thyatira. I know he would have embraced

this wonderful news of Jesus the Messiah!”

    “Lydia, he believed and worshipped God the Father.

You will see him again at the resurrection. You and

your family will be reunited for all eternity!”

    Boundless joy engulfed Lydia as she tried to

comprehend all that Paul was sharing with her, and

the reality of living forever with Lucas and her

newfound Savior.

A Few Days Later

    “Mother, mother! Where are you! Something terrible

has happened! I was there. I saw it with my own eyes!

We have to DO something!”

    Lydia and Martha both came running from different

parts of the house. “What is it?” they both shouted at

the same time.

    “Paul and Silas have been scourged and thrown into

prison. Luke and Timothy are on their way here.”

    “Call everyone. We will pray for these men!” After

everyone was together, earnest prayer ascended to

God for the safety and release of the prisoners. As

they continued to pray through the night hours, about

midnight, a mighty earthquake shook the house. It

didn’t last long but it rattled nerves. Prayers did not

cease but were even more fervent.



    As soon as it was light the next morning, Marcus

announced, “I am going to the marketplace to see if

there is any news of Paul and Silas and how they are

faring.” 

    After what seemed like hours, Marcus returned. Paul

and Silas with them. Paul, as a Roman citizen, was

beaten far beyond the thirty-nine lashes. With great

fear the magistrates responsible for the beating and

imprisonment of the men ordered them to leave their

city quietly. “But Paul said to them, ‘They have beaten

us in public without trial, men who are Romans, and

have thrown us into prison; and now are they sending

us away secretly? No indeed! But let them come

themselves and bring us out.” Acts 16:37.

    The wonderful news that the jailer and all his family

were baptized during the night hours, after the jailer

had attended to their wounds and fed them a meal in

his own home was shared with Lydia’s household and

eventually the entire city.

    Lydia, in her gracious way, supplied the travellers

with dried fruit, bread, water, and money to sustain

them on their journey. Many prayers and promises to

continue in the faith were shared with the men as a

throng of new believers accompanied them to the

outskirts of the city.



ONE YEAR LATER

    “A letter has arrived from Paul!” Lydia exclaimed to

the gathered believers in her home one Friday evening

to welcome the Sabbath hours and study God’s word.

    “Finally! I’ve been concerned,” one of the worshipers

confessed.

    Lydia read the Epistle of Paul to the Philippian

believers. It took some time as one after another

would share a memory of when Paul was with them. 

    Lydia, herself, shared how Paul had assured her of

Lucas being saved by his faith in God the Father and,

how knowing that truth had soothed her heart with the

promise of seeing him again on the resurrection

morning.

    Later, after the meeting was over and the house

was quiet, Lydia knelt in prayer, praising God for the

letter from Paul, the encouragement it brought to all

the believers, and the determination to live faithfully

for the Father and the Son. Grief has no timeline, but

she knew God was always her comfort. She lived for

God first, last, and always.



PlantPetals
THE FRAGILE BEAUTY OF THE SITUATION

We usually associate the Amaryllis with Christmas. You can

find them in many nurseries and department stores during the

Christmas season. They come in a variety of colors: red, pink,

purple, and in various shades. In the story of Lydia, we can

think of this plant also as a part of her accepting Christ and

the beauty of His life with the true meaning of what

Christmas means to every believer. Without the babe born in

a manger we would never have had the Man that died on the

cross to save us from our sins. The Amaryllis is a strong, sturdy

plant but also needs to be handled with care. Think about

this text 

“Observe how the lilies
(Amaryllis) of the field grow:
they do not toil, nor do they spin,

yet I say to you that even
Solomon in all his glory did not
clothe himself like one of these.”

Matthew 6:28, 29. 



Journal: A description of my beauty in Christ



PlantLove
OF CHRIST THROUGH THE SITUATION

What stirs love in your heart? Lydia, while listening to

Paul share Jesus on the banks of the river at Philippi,

grasped the truth of Jesus' love for her. She accepted

that truth into her heart and was moved to immediately

act in faith by being baptized then and there. Her heart

was literally overflowing with love for a man she had

never seen, but knew, believed in, and accepted him as

her only hope for eternal life. 

 “And this is eternal life, that
they may know Thee the only
true God, and Jesus Christ

whom Thou hast sent.”
John 17:3

 



Journal: My love for Jesus Christ
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THE HEARTS DESIRE

Awaken
As the seeds of truth grew in Lydia’s heart and mind, she

found a true awareness of just what it was going to mean to

be a follower of Christ. She compared that one tiny gland in

the snail that produced the purple dye to the tiny seed of

truth growing in her heart. She could see that what Paul was

sharing that day, and every day, as he held meetings in her

house. Maybe quoting from the Gospel of John these verses;

“In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with
God, and the Word was God. He was in the beginning with

God. All things came into being by Him, and apart from
Him nothing came into being that has come into being. In

Him was life, and the life was the light of men.

John 1:1-4, was indeed

the TRUTH and she,

along with many

others accepted that

truth with all their

hearts.



Journal: What it means to me to be a

follower of Jesus
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OF WHO WE ARE IN CHRIST

How are you, dear reader, relating to Lydia’s acceptance and

growth in her daily walk with her newfound Savior? Do you see

her making Jesus the center of her life daily? Has she given you

that desire to walk with him in faith day by day, moment by

moment? 

 

“But when the fulness of time came, God sent forth His
Son, born of a woman, born under the Law, in order that
He might redeem those who were under the Law, that we

might receive the adoption as sons (and daughters)
Galatians 4:4, 5



Journal: 
How I can make Jesus the center of my life,
everyday
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WITHIN

How will you make this move in your own life to transplant what

you have learned from Lydia to a personal sharing of new (or

maybe old) ideas just beginning to surface? Lydia made a long

journey from Thyatira to Philippi and was transplanted exactly

where she could hear and receive the Word of God. I encourage

you to read the three verses in Acts 16:14, 15, 40. This is the only

scripture where Lydia is mentioned. Don’t let this small amount of

information keep you from seeing the importance of what God did

in, for and through her as a follower of Jesus Christ. Paul is clear in

Philippians, written from a prison cell in Rome,

“And you yourselves also know,
Philippians, that at the first preaching of the
gospel, after I departed from Macedonia,

no church shared with me in the matter of
giving and receiving but you alone; for even
in Thessalonica you sent a gift more than
once for my needs.” Philippians 4:15, 16.

Lydia was a part of a giving church that helped support the spread of

the Gospel to the world.

 



Journal: God is transplanting me into ...


