
August 31, 2014 

  
   

 

Then Naomi started to return with her daughters-in-law from the country of 

Moab, for she had heard in the country of Moab that the LORD had considered 

his people and given them food.  

 

So she set out from the place where she had been living, she and her two 

daughters-in-law, and they went on their way to go back to the land of Judah.  

 

But Naomi said to her two daughters-in-law, “Go back each of you to your 

mother’s house. May the LORD deal kindly with you, as you have dealt with the 

dead and with me.” 

  

But Ruth said, “Do not press me to leave you or to turn back from following you!  

Where you go, I will go; where you lodge, I will lodge; your people shall be my 

people, and your God my God. Where you die, I will die – there will I be buried. 

May the LORD do thus and so to me, and more as well, if even death parts me 

from you!”  

  

When Naomi saw that Ruth was determined to go with her, she said no more to 

her. So the two of them went on until they came to Bethlehem. When they came to 

Bethlehem, the whole town was stirred because of them; and the women said, “Is 

this Naomi?” She said to them, “Call me no longer Naomi, call me Mara, for the 

Almighty has dealt bitterly with me. I went away full, but the LORD has brought 

me back empty; why call me Naomi when the LORD has dealt harshly with me, 

and the Almighty has brought calamity upon me?”  

  

So Naomi returned together with Ruth the Moabite, her daughter-in-law, who 

came back with her from the country of Moab. They came to Bethlehem at the 

beginning of the barley harvest. 

 

* * * * * 
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Ruth:     Okay. So, Naomi, how is it that the only time our story is told today is at weddings? 

 

Naomi:   It is ironic, isn’t it Ruth? You and I were both widows for the longest time. And I never 

remarried again after my beloved Elimelech died. 

 

Ruth:     Yes, it’s crazy. When I said to you, “Where you go I will go, where you stay I will stay, 

your people will be my people, and your God will be my God,” I wasn’t talking about 

my husband. I was referring to living with my mother-in-law. That’s you, Naomi. 

 

Naomi:   Ah, yes. You have always been like a daughter to me, Ruth. Your words touched me 

deeply because I never had a daughter of my own. Yet your words are also an example 

of the kind of loyalty and unconditional love that today’s world so desperately needs.  

We need it not only among married people but among all human beings, who are called 

to support and care for each other. 

 

Ruth:    The story began with you, so why don’t you start? 

 

Naomi:   As you know, my husband Elimelech was from Bethlehem. Our marriage was arranged, 

as most marriages were in my time. Elimelech was older than me, but our families had 

known each other for a long time. I didn’t put up any resistance to marrying him. It was 

our way as Jews. We didn’t fall in love and marry. We married first and then learned to 

love each other, so that’s what we did. We had two beautiful sons, Mahlon and Chilion. 

 

Ruth:    I still remember when you arrived in Moab. We had heard that there was a famine in 

Israel but didn’t think it had anything to do with us. Suddenly, one day your family 

appeared in our town. I was just a little girl, but I’ll never forget how handsome Mahlon 

looked as a teenager.   

 

Naomi:   It was amazing how welcomed we were by your people, Ruth. After all, Jews weren’t 

supposed to interact with Moabites or any non-Jews, for that matter. But we were 

immigrants, and we were desperate. We had no food to feed our sons, let alone us. We 

had no other choice but to leave.   

 

Ruth:   You became a part of our town, and my relatives set a good example by not rejecting 

you as different. Then, when your husband Elimelech died, there you were, all alone in 

a strange land with two sons. I admit I had a childhood crush on Mahlon. Never could I 

have guessed that you and my parents worked things out for Mahlon to marry me. Then 

Orpah and Chilion were married.   

 

Naomi:   What a comfort it was to have my sons marry such wonderful girls, even if they weren’t 

Jews. I’d been in Moab long enough to realize that people are people, but I was ever so 

grateful that you and Orpah were willing to become Jews because our faith in God was 

everything to us. 
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Ruth:    I saw it as a blessing to learn about the one true God. Our family had worshiped many 

other gods, but it was all a bunch of gobbledygook to me. By turning to the Hebrew 

faith, I felt as if my life finally made sense. I embraced your religion and your God 

wholeheartedly. 

 

Naomi:  Then Mahlon and Chilion died, one right after the other – and this on top of my 

husband’s death. The bitterness of losing my entire family consumed me. I know how 

difficult it was for you and Orpah, too. Even though I’d lived in Moab for many years 

by this time, now there was nothing left for me. Neither of my sons and wives had 

children, so I had no grandchildren. Even worse, I couldn’t support myself and didn’t 

even have food to eat. I became very thin and gaunt. So I decided to go back home to 

Bethlehem. I’d heard that the famine was over and thought that maybe I could survive 

there. I was all set to go…but my daughters-in-law had a different idea.   

 

Ruth:    I still remember the day. Naomi told Orpah and me that she had decided to return to 

Israel. She said, “Now each of you must go back to your mother and father’s house.  

You’ll find new husbands, have children and live happily ever after. Don’t worry about 

me. I’ll be just fine.” 

 

Naomi:  What audacity my daughters-in-law had. They insisted on going back to Bethlehem 

with me. I said, “No, you can’t! I’m too old to be married again and have sons. As if 

you would wait until those sons would grow up and marry you! You have a chance for 

a happy life by staying here. There’s nothing I can do for you in Israel.” 

 

Ruth:    We’re sticking with you, Naomi. 

 

Naomi:   No, you’re not! 

 

Ruth:    Yes, we are! 

 

Naomi:   No, you can’t! Why are we all weeping? Life is so not fair! 

 

Ruth:    Okay, so Orpah has changed her mind and will go back to her mother. But don’t forbid 

me to leave you. I love you, and I’m not going away. Naomi, you’re like a mother to 

me. Where you go, I’m going! Wherever you live, I’m going to live! Your people will 

be my people, and your God is now my God! And where you die, I will die! Am I 

clear? 

 

Naomi:   Yes. Yes. I never brought it up again. 

 

Ruth:    I could see that Naomi was feeling more and more stressed as we approached 

Bethlehem. Many years had passed since she had seen her home. Then, too, Naomi was 

coming back utterly destitute. As a widow she had no means to support herself, let 

alone me. I was determined that I would not be an extra burden for Naomi but would 

make her life easier. 
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Naomi:   The people in my town were confused and even a bit disturbed to see me after so many 

years. They said, “Is this Naomi? You’re not kidding us, are you? Where is the 

beautiful, well-dressed, self-assured young woman we remember? And who is this 

person with you? She doesn’t look like one of us. She must be an immigrant!” I was so 

upset at their response to my homecoming that I said, “Don’t even bother calling me 

Naomi. Call me Mara, for my life is very bitter.”   

 

Ruth:   I felt so sorry for Naomi. She deserved a far better reception than that. We arrived in 

Bethlehem at the time of the barley harvest and immediately set to work as gleaners, as 

many widows do who have no other means of support. It was Jewish law that as the 

crops were harvested, widows, orphans and aliens were allowed to gather up all the 

grain that was left in the fields. It was our only source of food.   

 

Naomi:   I tell you, I don’t know what we would have done without Boaz. Boaz was a relative of 

my late husband, a good and prosperous man. I encouraged Ruth to go into Boaz’s 

fields and glean, but we both knew there was another motive than just food. Ruth 

needed a husband, and I thought Boaz was just the right person. Now please forgive me 

for what comes next. I am well aware of the inferior state of women in our land, and I 

do not approve of sexualized behavior among women in order to catch a man... 

 

Ruth:  But I got it. I understood the culture of the time. Naomi knew that Boaz would make a 

good husband for me. And, indeed, Boaz treated me with great kindness in the field. 

I’m sure Naomi put in a good word for me. Boaz even warned the young male workers 

not to harass me, which was a common problem. Boaz also ordered the young men to 

take some extra grain out of the bundles and spread it on the ground so that I could 

gather additional food for Naomi and me. 

 

Naomi:   Ruth knew that I was simply trying to assure her security and happiness. Not only 

would it relieve me of the burden of supporting Ruth, but I wanted her to have a 

husband, home and maybe children. I will never be able to repay Ruth for the 

compassion she showed to me when my husband and sons died. 

 

Ruth:   Naomi asked me to wash myself and put on my most provocative clothes. Then I was to 

uncover Boaz’s feet and lay down beside him on the threshing floor after he’d had his 

fill of food and drink. Such a clever plan. So I did what she asked. Naomi knew the 

ways of the men of Israel. At midnight Boaz awoke, realized that he was not alone and 

asked, “Who are you?” I told him that he was my next of kin, that he was responsible 

for marrying me after Mahlon died.  

 

Naomi:   I have to hand it to Ruth. She played the part perfectly. In truth, I knew she was falling 

for Boaz, just as he was for her. Boaz had taken a liking to Ruth from the beginning, 

but he also knew that there was a closer relative to Mahlon than him. So, clever man, 

the next day Boaz went to this relative and took ten elders of the city as witnesses.  

Boaz said that Naomi was going to sell Elimelech’s land. He told his relative that he 

could have the land if he wanted to buy it. There was just one catch: Ruth was part of 
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the bargain. As the widow of Mahlon, Ruth was to carry on Mahlon’s name and his 

inheritance. 

 

Ruth:   Later, I learned that as soon as this relative heard that the deal included me, a poor 

foreigner, a Moabite turned Jew, and someone who hadn’t been able to conceive a 

child, he said, “No, I don’t think I can do that. Here, Boaz you can redeem the land 

yourself and take on Ruth.”   

 

Naomi:   Which is exactly what Boaz did. Boaz took Ruth as his wife, and she bore a son named 

Obed. And Ruth said to me, “Blessed be the Lord, who did not leave you without any 

next-of-kin.” 

 

Ruth:   But there’s much more. In order to honor my mother-in-law, I asked Naomi to take care 

of Obed from the time he was born, and she was tickled pink. Well, I guess blue.  

 

Naomi:   What a miracle my little baby Obed was. I was so grateful to Ruth for sticking with me.  

In fact, the neighborhood women proclaimed that Obed would restore my life so that I 

would no longer be called “bitter.” Furthermore, they said that my daughter-in-law, 

Ruth, not only loved me but was more to me than seven sons, all of which was 

absolutely true. 

 

Ruth:   Oh, you who claim the same faith in God that I did. I cannot believe that I made it into 

your Bible. In fact, I am one of only two books in the Bible that are named after 

women. The other is Esther. And I wasn’t even born a Jew.  

 

Naomi:   I wish more people would read the story of Ruth and me and the birth of Obed. Most 

folks think the Old Testament is full of fighting, killing, strict Jewish laws, and God’s 

anger and vengeance when the Israelites disobeyed. In my humble opinion, however, 

the God of the Old Testament is the same God of your New Testament. Even though 

God’s son, Jesus, is the complete revelation of the grace and love of God, still we find 

this same God in the Old Testament. 

 

Ruth:   What Naomi is trying to say is that the rigid laws that govern Jewish life were already 

broken in the Old Testament. Yes, God sent Jesus into the world to show us what it 

means to be inclusive of all people, but grace was already transforming God’s people. I 

mean, look at our story.   

 

Naomi:  First of all, when the famine devastated our land, many of us Jews had no other option 

for survival than to go to foreign lands. What would you have done? How amazing that 

Elimelech and I and our boys were so well-accepted by the people of Moab. They, too, 

had very little, but they welcomed the immigrant in their midst – which is what 

Yahweh, my God, required. They could have hated us, but they opened their arms. 

 

Ruth:   When it became clear that Mahlon and I fell in love, even though the marriage was 

arranged by our parents, both families got along very well. Who would have ever 
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thought that I would marry a Jew? I could not see it then, but now it’s clear that God 

was already at work in my life. 

 

Naomi:   When my son Mahlon died, I thought Ruth would go right back to her parents to live.  

But, no. She not only insisted on staying with me in Moab, but she demanded to 

accompany me when I chose to return to Israel. Never could I have imagined a Moabite 

wanting to travel into enemy territory just because she loved me. I still can’t figure it 

out. 

 

Ruth:   And then there was Boaz and his kindness. Naomi and I were near starvation when we 

finally arrived in Bethlehem. No doubt townspeople were still angry with Naomi for 

abandoning them in the time of famine. They felt that Naomi and Elimelech should not 

have left in the first place. They were also furious when Naomi returned with me, a 

non-Jew, a poor widow, and someone who could not conceive a child. I thank God that 

Boaz took pity on both of us and allowed us to survive by gleaning. 

 

Naomi:  Gleaning was a dangerous activity for a young woman, and I saw how the young men 

were drooling over her beauty. I thank God for Boaz for putting a stop to all that lewd 

behavior.  

 

Ruth:    Here is the most amazing thing of all. Miracle of miracles, after Boaz and I were 

married, I immediately conceived and bore a son whose name was Obed. So did you 

know? I, Ruth, a Moabite, an immigrant non-Jew from birth, became the great-

grandmother of King David. For when Obed grew up, he had a son named Jesse, who 

had a son named David, who became Israel’s greatest king. I am even listed in the 

genealogy of Jesus in beginning of the gospel of Matthew. 

 

Naomi:   It’s crazy, isn’t it? For all the nit-picky rules and laws we had to obey, including who 

we could not or could not associate with, Israel’s own king David had a great-

grandmother who was born of an immigrant alien. How about that for a sign of God’s 

acceptance of all people as precious children of God?  

 

Ruth:   God’s grace was already poured out on both Jews and Gentiles centuries before Jesus 

was born. And the reason God sent Jesus into the world was to show us in the flesh that 

God’s unconditional love, which you call grace, is for all people. No one is excluded: 

foreigners, the poor, the barren, the widows, the oppressed, the sick, the outcast. All are 

embraced by the one true God. 

 

Naomi:   If Ruth had not been willing to challenge society’s expectations for her and decided to 

stay in Moab, how might history – your Christian history – have been changed? 

 

Ruth:   And if Naomi and Elimelech had not had the courage to leave Israel in the first place to 

make a better life for her sons in a Gentile land, how might your faith story been 

different?  
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Naomi: Three widows, none of whom had a voice in the time in which they lived, took the 

initiative for their own futures. Of course, Ruth and I had a little bit of assistance from 

Boaz.  

 

Ruth:   I wonder: is it possible for you today to act as next of kin for each other? When I said to 

Naomi, “Where you go I will go, where you stay I will stay, your people will be my 

people, and your God will be my God,” I wasn’t kidding. I broke all the rules of the day 

about who should associate with whom. But I became a Jew in the first place because 

of my mother-in-law’s faithfulness and acceptance of foreigners. 

 

Naomi:   God has such humor. Here is the greatest irony of all. Ruth, a Moabite, an alien, was 

the great-grandmother of King David! Obed, a half-Jew, was the grandfather of King 

David! And David’s ancestry is traced biologically not through Naomi but through 

Ruth.   

 

Ruth:    Your people will be my people. Can we say those words even though we do not 

understand others completely? Can we say that we are on this journey together as kin?  

Can we walk hand in hand into God’s future despite differences in race, class, ethnicity, 

gender, orientation, age or disability?   

 

Naomi:   No, little Obed was not flesh of my flesh, but he was still my grandson, for we are all 

one human family. My fervent prayer is that you will learn from our story. My 

bitterness turned to joy, and my grief turned to dancing because I learned that God is 

God of all. May we pray?   

 

Wherever we go, 

Eternally Present One, 

You go before us, 

Behind us, 

Within us, 

And we find strength in the knowledge 

That we will never be alone. 

Like a pillar of fire 

That lights our way 

Or a pillar of cloud 

Day after day 

We depend on you 

For all that we need 

For comfort 

And survival. 

Be with us tangibly, 

Speak to us audibly, 

Show your love visibly, 

So that now and forever 

Your people will be our people 

And You will always be our God. Amen.  


