
T H E  B E A U T Y  O F  H I S  C R E A T I O N

The

Azalea
 

H A N N A H



Hannah had a great love and faith in God
She never gave up hope and turned to God to give her a
son
She poured out her heart to God so deeply, holding
nothing back.
Hannah knew how to respond with grace, or not respond
at all.
She was given a blessing by the priest Eli 
God blessed Hannah and gave her a son, she named
Samuel.
She gave Samuel to the Lord to live and serve in the
temple. He eventually became the High Priest of Israel. 
Hannah had 5 more children after Samuel.

  

 

Hannah
facts from the Bible

1Samuel 1 & 2



Hannah's 

Her deft fingers tugged at robes and skins, absently
performed the practised ritual of setting their bed up to
Elkanah’s liking. She smiled ruefully. 

Elkanah. How she loved him.

Job finished, she nodded. Yes, it would do. Their clothing
and personal belongings had carefully and neatly been
stowed in their tent. But the tasks felt - empty. She knew
her husband would appreciate her ministrations, but was
that enough?

What was she here for, anyway?

Those old persistent desires bubbled up, hovered just
below her skin. How she longed to do something -
important. She longed to be of service, to make a
difference. 

She just didn’t know what to do to get there.

Lord, what do You want from me? How can I serve You
when You won’t give me what I want most in the world?

Hannah sighed.
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She should offer help to Peninnah and the children, but
the lump in her throat and the tightness in her chest were
like a physical barrier, a precipice she just couldn’t force
herself to cross. 

Not yet.

She stalled. 

Tonight, they would feast. The sacrifices would be offered,
the meat roasted. Their annual pilgrimage to Shiloh, a
gruelling six hour journey through appalling heat, had
been made safely. She silently offered her thanks. It was a
special time - a time when their sins could be atoned for,
the slate wiped clean. She longed to worship, to connect
on that deeply personal level with the God she loved and
served. But oh, the cost. 

The cost was just so high.

As if on cue, Peninnah’s sharp voice penetrated the loose
folds of the tent.

“Hannah, where are you? I need you!”

Hannah’s heart felt as though it would push right up
through her throat, it pounded so hard. 

“HANNAH!”

She took a breath, adjusted her tunic, whispered a quick
plea for Yaweh’s help, and ducked through the few paces
between their tents. 

 



“What can I do for you, Peninnah?” Hannah asked quietly. 

“I need to feed Levi,” the younger woman spat out
petulantly. Levi suckled so noisily, the words weren’t
necessary. But she used them anyway. A battering ram, of
sorts. Hannah watched in silence as the squirmy year-old
boy fed. Her next glance took in the wild disarray of the
interior, with bedding and clothing strewn carelessly
across every surface. She sighed. Peninnah, her beloved
Elkanah’s second wife, couldn’t be more unlike herself. 

Peninnah was, for one thing, fifteen years younger.
Beautiful, but cold. Oh, she could be charming in public. In
private, she loved nothing more than to rub Hannah’s face
in the fact that Elkanah had married her to provide him
with the children that his first wife had been unable to
produce.

Hannah’s hands were already beginning their work as
Peninnah’s words came in a torrent.

“You can get this tent in order, of course, since you have
nothing better to do. Elkanah has gone to see about the
sacrifices tonight, so I have nobody to help me! The
servants have the children. How I’m supposed to set this
place up, I have no idea.” Her arms flailed as she spoke,
and Levi, disturbed in his meal, howled his disapproval.
Peninnah grunted impatiently and settled her youngest at
her breast while her eyes narrowed at her rival.

“Make sure you make our bed properly. For all I know,
we’ll conceive another of these while we’re in Shiloh.
Wouldn’t that be fun! After four in seven years, we’ll have 



to really think hard about a name for the next one.”
Peninnah’s dark eyes, pretending to be engaged with her
son, took in the paleness of Hannah’s face, the rigid set to
her lips. 

“What would you name a son, Hannah? I mean, if you had
one,” she continued, shrugging those voluptuous
shoulders with a measured carelessness. Hannah’s hands,
tucking the corners of the sheepskin, trembled
momentarily before resuming their methodical work. 

Ignore her. Just ignore her. Don’t give her the satisfaction.

Levi, belly full, toddled off to get acquainted with a leather
pouch not far from his mother’s feet. Peninnah settled into
the saddle bags at her back and watched Hannah as she
worked, eyes narrowed like a cat. 

I wouldn’t be surprised if she could purr. Sudden amusement
at this visual curled the corners of her lips into a brief
smile.

“What are you laughing at? How dare you laugh at me, you
cow! Wait until I tell Elkanah you’ve been sneaking around
my tent, laughing at me! No, don’t put that tunic there.
Give it to me, you’ll ruin it! Everything you touch gets
ruined. Get out!” Peninnah’s beautiful features contorted
with ill-temper. Hastily, she ran back to her own tent,
Peninnah’s riotous laughter following her every step.

She collapsed onto the neatly made bed, breathing deeply
to stifle the tears that threatened to fall. Feast after feast,
year after year, the insults and digs and constant
comparisons were fired at her soul like so many cannons.
Her prayers stuck in her throat.



A child. Oh, she ached for a child of her own.

Her friends who knew her best knew her faith, her secret
pain, understood the challenges of living so close to the
shallow and poisonous Peninnah. But the looks of the
townspeople, the hushed whispers behind her back in the
marketplace, were constant accusations that God must be
punishing her.

Without a child, the duties that rose from mothering,
Hannah felt - lost. She did her best to make sure Elkanah
was well cared for. But her heart was designed to love
freely, richly, and sometimes her role as wife didn’t feel
quite enough. She struggled to find her place. Her
purpose. 

Her object.

She dozed.

Her ears told her of the arrival of the men before Elkanah
gently roused her. 

“Hannah, my dearest,” he said gently. “It’s time. The
sacrifices are all ready. Walk with me?”

She nodded, rising to match his quick pace. The throng
thrummed with life, a busy hive all headed toward the
sweetness of the celebration at the Tabernacle. Animals
bellowed. Congregants sang and danced in ritualistic
procession. The joy was palpable. Forgiveness was in the
air!
 



But Hannah’s heart sank like a millstone.

Elkanah offered Hannah the choicest portion from their
sacrifice. Peninnah, features tense with fury, muttered
under her breath. 

“Ah, you got the best bit of meat again, didn’t you? But I
get the most. Do you hear me? The most. And you know
why, right?” Then louder, for Elkanah’s benefit, “Thank
you, my love. I do think we might need more, since Joshua
has been growing so quickly lately, don’t you think?
Growing sons need a lot of nourishment!” Smug, she
dished the portions for her older three, directing a servant
to pour the wine and pass the unleavened bread. 

Hannah paled.

“Why don’t you eat, Hannah?” Elkanah inquired anxiously.
“Are you not well? Was the journey too much for you?”
Hannah smiled quickly in reassurance, but the tears were
too heavy.

“Why are you crying, Hannah? Why aren’t you eating?”
Hannah raised her face cautiously. 

Peninnah pointed at Levi. “Look at your son, Elkanah! He’s
trying to be a big man, like his papa!” she cried, laughing. 

Hannah flinched. Elkanah watched the colour rise and
then ebb dramatically out of her face. He tucked himself
close, held both of her hands tenderly. “Why be
downhearted just because you have no children? You have
me - isn’t that better than having ten sons?” His eyes
anxiously searched hers, willing her to respond, offering
her the best comfort he could.



Oh, Elkanah. You are such a man. No. No, it was not enough. 

Not anymore.

Silent, she stood shakily to her feet. “I need some air,” she
whispered as she batted Elkanah’s hands away. “Air,” she
choked out. 

Hannah ran blindly at first, her only object to remove
herself from the stifling presence of Peninnah. Even
Elkanah. She just couldn’t bear his ignorant kindnesses. 

Her feet slowed. The crowds were quieter now, eating the
fresh roasted meat, pondering the goodness of the
provision of God that would cover their sins for one more
year.

God.

The Tabernacle.

Hannah turned in the direction of the Tabernacle, her
heart suddenly hungry for Yahweh. For a place to let the
tears fall and just express what she needed to express with
no judgement, no spectators. The Tabernacle, having
served its primary function earlier, would be quiet.
Private.

Her fast pace quickly brought her to the curtained outer
court. Furtively, she glanced around.

No one.



 The relief was so strong, her knees gave way. She bowed,
her face to the dusty floor, motionless. Then the tears
came - heavy, wracking sobs shook her frame as she gave
in at last to all the emotions she had been trying to stifle
for so long. The pain tumbled out. The insults, the drama,
the fears, the dreams - all just puddled around her as she
laid them down in the presence of her Maker. 

Spent, she remained on her knees for a long, long time.

Her legs were going numb, so she shifted, pressed her
back against one of the large poles for support. Her
thoughts shifted with the physical alteration, and she
rocked herself back and forth, back and forth, eyes closed,
tears tracing the dust on her cheeks.

A son, a son, a son. Oh, God Almighty, a son! 

Time passed.

A son, a son, a son!

It was almost her heartbeat, that single-minded prayer. So
single-minded, she couldn’t know she was observed. 

As closely as Eli, high priest, could observe. His vision
wasn’t what it used to be.

Eli, his tasks complete, had withdrawn to the outer court
to double check that it had been tidied up properly,
looking forward to a well-earned rest. But this woman,
rocking in this abandoned way, her lips moving with no
sound, grabbed his attention. He watched at a discreet
distance as her face changed, emotions flitting so quickly 



that he felt dizzy. He saw shame, pain, hope, intensity,
anger, fear - each took its turn as the tears continued to
flow.

 Hannah, ignorant of Eli’s presence, continued to pour out
her heart to Yahweh. As she lingered in that place, so
recently marked by the sin sacrifices, she slowly gathered
strength.

Peace.

A thought struck her.

Perhaps this - this release, this messy pile of emotions,
this outpouring of promises and praise was what she had
been searching for all along. This painful prayer, this
genuine worship, this connection to the very heart of God.
Was this what her purpose was?

Her reason for being, her calling, the answer to the riddle
of her life which had been feeling so empty, so futile
lately?

More than her roles as wife, as daughter, as community
member, as much as she would delight in being a mother -
was this her object?

To know - really know and communicate with - God?

Strange thought. Foreign. Startling.

Her heart, moved profoundly, saw life bigger than she had
before. 



She vowed, “Oh, Lord of heaven’s armies, if You will look
upon my sorrow and answer my prayer and give me a son,
then I will give him back to You. He will be Yours for his
entire lifetime…”

All of these thoughts, in stark outline, found their way to
Hannah’s face as a troubled Eli watched. He spoke at last.

“Must you come here drunk? Throw away your wine!” he
demanded.

“Oh, no sir, I am not drunk! But I am very discouraged,
and I was pouring my heart out to the Lord. Don’t think I
am a wicked woman! For I have been praying out of great
anguish and sorrow,” Hannah said, startled. 

“In that case,’ Eli said, “go in peace! May the God of Israel
grant the request you have asked of him.”

Hannah bowed low, praising God from the depth of her
soul.. “Thank you, sir! Thank you!” she said, a brilliant
smile lighting her features. 

She would remember this exchange in the years to come,
for the next time she would meet the old priest, she would
present him with her son Sh’muel. Samuel, ‘heard of God’.
And in all the years to come, after she had given birth to
her sixth child, after her son Samuel became one of the
greatest prophets of the old testament, she would
remember most of all her object.

To know and be known by God.
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PlantPetals 
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

Hannah’s situation is tragic - yet her faith remains intact through
it all. Her example shines as brightly as an azalea, a powerful

reminder that in the midst of our pain and the messiness of life,
God is working to remind us of our purpose - to worship and
know Him as He is. As she processes her pain, she sees the
bigger picture. Her beautiful poem of praise includes these

beautiful words: 
 
 
 

“My heart rejoices in the Lord; my strength is exalted in the
Lord. I smile at my enemies, because I rejoice in Your

salvation. No one is holy like the Lord, for there is none besides
You, nor is there any rock like our God.”

1 Samuel 2:1-2

 
She sees with beautiful perspective that it is God who directs our

stories - and that by faith, we need to humbly walk in them.
 



What request(s) do I have that I would

like to ask the Lord for?



PlantLove 
O F  C H R I S T    T H R O U G H  T H E  S I T U A T I O N

 
God makes His love known to Hannah as she grapples with some of
the harsh realities of her life, as she pours out her heart to Him at

the Tabernacle. She receives hope and courage when Eli speaks his
words of comfort and encouragement at just the right time.

"In that case," Eli said, "go in peace!
May the  God of Israel grant the request

you have asked of him."
1 Samuel 1:17



PlantLove 
O F  C H R I S T    T H R O U G H  T H E  S I T U A T I O N

 
God makes His love known to Hannah as she
grapples with some of the harsh realities of
her life, as she pours out her heart to Him at

the Tabernacle. She receives hope and
courage when Eli speaks his words of comfort

and encouragement at just the right time.

"In that case," Eli said,
"go in peace! May the 
 God of Israel grant the
request you have asked of

him."
1 Samuel 1:17



When have you experienced God’s personal
encouragement during a tough time in your life?

 
 Connect with a friend to recall specific items you can praise God for.



PlantAwaken 
T H E  H E A R T S  D E S I R E

"For it is God who works in you, both to will and to work for
his good pleasure."

Philippians 2:13

 
Had Hannah not been troubled enough, provoked beyond

endurance that day, she may not have been driven to seek God in
the Tabernacle in the same way. And Eli may not have noticed her,
had she not been beyond herself in despair! Never underestimate
how God can use even the harshest circumstances to weave His

story of redemption through our own stories. 
 



Journal about a time when you thought
there was no hope, yet found God’s answers
were better than you dreamed.



PlantNature 
O F  W H O  W E  A R E  I N  C H R I S T

Azaleas burst into brilliance in
the spring, after sometimes
harsh conditions. Sometimes it is
through the hardships that we
endure that our patience,
compassion, and understanding
of both ourselves and who God
really is, grows and develops
and blossoms. 

"Blessed is the man (woman) who
remains steadfast under trial, for when
he has stoood the test he will receive
the crown of life, which God has
promised to those who love him."

James 1:12

"Not only that, but we rejoice in our sufferings, knowing that
suffering produces endurance, and endurance produces character, and
character produces hope, and hope does not put us to shame, because

God's love has been poured into our hearts through the Holy
Spirit who has been given to us."

Romans 5: 3-5



Record a brief description of a circumstance which
was really challenging but which drew out
something new in your character.



Plant
 

W I T H I N

Transplant

The son God gifted Hannah and Elkanah with would go on
to do mighty things for Israel, and for God’s people. But
until he was conceived, Hannah had no idea he was the

fulfilment of all her hopes and prayers. She had to continue
asking against all hope and wait in trust for God to answer

in the way and timing He chose. 
 

"For still the vision awaits its appointed time; it hastens to
the end - it will not lie. If it seems slow, wait for it; it will

surely come; it will not delay"
Habakkuk 2:3

"He has made everything
beautiful in its time. Also,

he has put eternity into
man's heart, yet so that he
cannot find out what God

has done from the
beginning to the end."

Ecclesiastes 3:11

"Wait for the Lord; be strong,
and let your heart take courage; wait

for the Lord!"
Psalm 27:14



. What can you do today that will help you
to guard your heart as you wait for your
prayers to be answered?


