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The kind landowner  

I don’t know why he was so kind. 

I hadn’t done anything to deserve it. 

I was a foreigner.

A widow. 

I had no right to be here at all. 

But he spoke kindly to me. 

He not only allowed me to glean. 

He let me drink water from the jars filled for his workers.  

It was though he put me under his protection. 

But he spoke of his God doing that for me.  

His young men never came near me, although I had been anxious about them at first. 

He allowed me to share the mid-day meal with his workers, even offering me the roasted grain.  

And I’m sure he must have told the women to deliberately drop some of the stalks so there would be more for me. 

I gleaned far more than expected and went home with a heavy bundle.

Naomi was delighted, not only with the grain, but that I had gleaned in Boaz’s field. 

It all made sense now. 

He said he had heard all I had done for my mother-in-law and how I had left my own people to return with her. 

That was why he asked his God to reward me and protect me. 

It turned out that he was a relative, who was obviously prepared to offer us his care and protection. 

And now even Naomi began to praise this God. 

Her faith in him had been rekindled. 

He had at last brought her blessing rather than bitterness.  

My loyalty to Naomi had paid off. 

I hadn’t come here with her expecting any reward or recognition. 

But Boaz clearly thought I deserved it. 

And I am beginning to understand more of this God who cares and protects those who are faithful and put their trust in him. 

“The God under whose wings you have come for refuge” were the words Boaz had used. 

