Ruth 
Ruth ch1 

The young widow goes to a strange land 

It was an impassioned speech, I don’t know where it came from. 

I would go with her wherever she went.

Stay wherever she did. 

And I would identify myself with her people, the Jews and not the Moabites. 

I would take on their God, rather than the familiar one of my own people. 

And I would die and be buried with her family, even though my own husband was left buried in Moab. 

Did I really mean that? 

I don’t think we really intended returning with Naomi to Bethlehem. 

Just to travel with her part of the way, until we knew she would be safe. 

But we had a responsibility towards her. 

She had felt the loss of her two sons even more than we as their wives. 

There was nothing for her in Moab. 

Far better that she was back home amongst her own people.

At least we had a chance of finding husbands here. 

But we travelled with her. 

And then Naomi stopped and told us to go back to our homeland. 

She was concerned for us. 

But as we wept with her we both assured her that we would go with her. 

She pleaded with us again to go back. 

She could no longer provide husbands for us. 

As if that was why we had gone! 

There was bitterness in her voice as she spoke of how her God had turned against her. 

But that was the point when I made up my mind. 

Orpah had already turned back but I realised how much my mother-in-law needed me. 

Yes, I really wanted to identify myself with Naomi and her people and her God. 

Naomi could see I was determined and let me travel with her. 

As we travelled on the doubts and fears came to me. 

Would I be accepted in a strange land? 

I had no status there. 

I was a widow and a foreigner. 

How would we manage to live? 

Would this God provide for us? 

Naomi did not seem to be glad to be back among her people. 

She was still felling bitter and blamed God. 

But I had come to understand something of this God from my husband. 

I knew him to be a loving, caring God who I was sure would protect us and care for us. 

