Ruth – Ruth ch4 

The bride 

In the cold light of morning my fears came back. 

I was impatient. 

What would happen when Boaz met this relative?  

What was he like?  

Would he want me? 

And if he did would I be happy with him? 

I was more than content for Boaz to be my husband, even though he was older than me.

But a stranger who I had never met? 

I waited impatiently for news. 

And eventually Boaz came. 

He had been very clever. 

Naomi’s husband had owned a field.  

He had offered his kinsman the chance to buy the field, to keep it in the family. 

And when he agreed told him that along with the field he would have to marry me to carry on the family line. 

Strictly speaking it should have been Naomi, but since she could no longer bear children, it would have to be me. 

He was not willing to do that as it would mean sharing his possessions with any children I might have.

And so I married Boaz. 

It was not long before we had a son, Obed. 

We were all so happy. 

Particularly Naomi. 

By custom this child would be considered hers, a replacement for her dead sons. 

Someone for her to love and cherish and someone to care for her in her old age.  

I did not mind. 

Boaz and I were content. 

There would be more sons. 

And I was sure that God had a purpose for my son. 

He had not brought me here for nothing. 

Perhaps my name will be remembered in the Hebrew stories, like Sarah, Rebecca and Rachel, those women who bore their ancestors.  

