Leah – Genesis 29:14b-30 

The surprise bride  
Let’s face it. I was jealous of my younger sister. 

She seemed to have everything going for her. 

She was more attractive than I was, more popular, and in love with this young man Jacob. 

I fancied him, too, but he only had eyes for Rachel. 

And now they were to marry. 

Admittedly they had had to wait for seven years, our father determined to get his money’s worth out of Jacob’s labour. 

But as the day for the wedding approached I was getting more and more depressed. 

What would become of me? 

I should have been married by now. 

As the eldest I should have been married first

Why couldn’t our father have found a husband for me? 

It was a disgrace for a woman not to be married. 

I began to feel ashamed of myself. 

Did my father think I was not fit to be married? 

Had he got something against me? 

And so the wedding day came. 

Everyone except me was so happy. 

I sat in the corner, hoping no-one would notice me. 

Towards the end of the day my father approached me. 

I thought he was going to tell me off for not joining in the celebrations. 

But he had a surprise for me. 

I was so astounded I could hardly believe it.

He told me to go to the bridal tent so that the women could prepare me to meet my husband. 

Me? What was my father playing at? 

This was Rachel’s big day. Not mine.

But no, this was what my father intended. 

I was favoured after all. 

My father did think I was marriageable. 

But then all those doubts crept in. 

What would Rachel think? 

More to the point, what would Jacob think when he realised it was me, not his beloved Rachel? 

As father led me over to the bridal tent, I caught a glimpse of Rachel. 

Her face betrayed her feelings. 

Disappointment, anger and hatred all rolled into one. 

How could I face her the next day? 

As Jacob came into the tent that night, I felt part of a huge deception. 

But I was not going to reveal myself to Jacob before I had to. 

I was going to enjoy one night with a man I loved and who thought he loved me. 

I felt so guilty when he kept calling me Rachel and saying how much he had longed for that night. 

And he was so angry the next morning when he realised he had been tricked. 

But it worked out in the end. My father allowed Jacob to marry Rachel as well. 

He always loved Rachel more than me. 

But I am content with my lot. 

Jacob is a good man and shares his nights between the two of us. 

