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Ruth 2:1-12

Now Naomi had a relative on her husband’s side, a man of standing from the clan of Elimelek, whose name was
Boaz.  2 And Ruth the Moabite said to Naomi, “Let me go to the fields and pick up the leftover grain behind
anyone in whose eyes I find favor.”

Naomi said to her, “Go ahead, my daughter.” 3 So she went out, entered a field and began to glean behind the
harvesters. As it turned out, she was working in a field belonging to Boaz, who was from the clan of Elimelek.

4 Just then Boaz arrived from Bethlehem and greeted the harvesters, “The Lord be with you!”

“The Lord bless you!” they answered.

5 Boaz asked the overseer of his harvesters, “Who does that young woman belong to?”

6 The overseer replied, “She is the Moabite who came back from Moab with Naomi. 7 She said, ‘Please let me
glean and gather among the sheaves behind the harvesters.’ She came into the field and has remained here from
morning till now, except for a short rest in the shelter.”

8 So Boaz said to Ruth, “My daughter, listen to me. Don’t go and glean in another field and don’t go away from
here. Stay here with the women who work for me. 9 Watch the field where the men are harvesting, and follow
along after the women. I have told the men not to lay a hand on you. And whenever you are thirsty, go and get a
drink from the water jars the men have filled.”

10 At this, she bowed down with her face to the ground. She asked him, “Why have I found such favor in your
eyes that you notice me—a foreigner?”

11 Boaz replied, “I’ve been told all about what you have done for your mother-in-law since the death of your
husband—how you left your father and mother and your homeland and came to live with a people you did not
know before. 12 May the Lord repay you for what you have done. May you be richly rewarded by the Lord, the
God of Israel, under whose wings you have come to take refuge.”

Sermon

Growing up, our house was right next to a railroad track.  And by right next to, I mean I looked it up on Google
earth and it was 55 feet from my bedroom to the tracks.  These were mostly grain trucks flying by to the small
town of Nebraska, connected by the iron horse.  We were there last week, my brother and I took the liberty of
hopping the trains.  Back in the day, my grandmother remembers when she was a kid during the depression
years, how men would ride these same rails looking for work.  For the most part, these were good men, looking
for an honest day’s pay for an honest day’s work.  Every now and then you’d get a screwball who was just
looking for a free lunch  - they’d get chased off.  But these guys worked hard and at the end of the day got some
food and some coin before they moved onto the next spot.  She told me years ago, there’s a difference between
bums and hobos.  And the hobos put in their sweat and time.  Was it illegal?  Yes, it was.  Did the IRS know?  I
don’t know.  The 16  amendment that made created income tax was still relatively new and slightly unpopular. th

But every now and then, the railroad would get their private security and dogs and chase the guys off the trains
and they’d scatter into the wind.  Some would get beat, others arrested, but most just made off and disappeared.



Those guys working the fields makes me recall the story of Ruth and Boaz.  The book begins with a tragic story.
A woman named Naomi and her husband leave Israel because of a famine, along with their two sons. When
Naomi’s husband dies, the two boys marry two Moabite girls out of the local population. In the course of time,
the two sons also die, leaving Naomi alone with her two daughters-in-law, Orpah and Ruth.  Remember, Naomi
is an Israilite whose family now has two Moabite girls.  Finally, news came that the famine was over. Naomi
returned home, but bade her daughters to stay. She knew the persecution that they would face as foreigners. 
Don’t come with me to Israel, you’re not from there.  You might not speak the language.  You might look a little
different.   Orpah listened to Naomi’s pleas and stayed in Moab, but Ruth refused to leave Naomi and went with
her to the Promised Land, although it wasn’t promised to her.

Life for the poor and widowed in Israel was hard.  When you’re worth is somehow tied to the head of the
household, or your property, you’re kinda on the outz if you don’t have a tie to those things.  So they did what
they could do.  Ruth went to the fields to glean barley behind the reapers. She couldn’t harvest the grain, just
pick up what the harvesters missed.  The law said that whatever dropped to the ground when the grain was
gathered was to be left for the poor.  Ruth was fortunate to begin her gleaning in the fields of Boaz. Ruth did not
know that he was a kinsman, nor that he was a kind and godly man. When Boaz saw Ruth gleaning in his fields,
he enquired about her.  I don’t know what caught his eye, but he took notice.  He asked her to only glean in his
fields, so that he could protect her from being accosted. He also instructed the reapers to allow a little extra to
fall so that Ruth could provide for Naomi. 

As the harvest drew to a close, Naomi noticed that Ruth was smitten with Boaz. This is in later chapters of
Ruth, you can check it out.  So she instructed her daughter-in-law in how to make her intentions known. Though
Boaz returned her feelings, he also knew he was not her nearest kinsman. So Boaz went to the city gate and
greeted the man who was the nearest kinsman.  In the end, the nearest kinsman didn’t want to have anything to
do with anything, so Boaz had the go-ahead.  They married, had kids, several generations later came some kid
whose name was David who would become king of the nation.  His great-grandma was an illegal immigrant.

What do you do with Ruth and Boaz? Maybe because I’m a guy, I look at the story thru Boaz’s eyes.  Maybe
you see the story through Ruth’s eyes.  Or even maybe through Naomi’s eyes’ as you see the next generation do
their thing.  But I see it thru Boaz.

I like Boaz for a couple of different reasons.  First: Boaz respects Ruth.  He respects her.  He could have been a
jerk.  He could have used his power and influence to get the girl.  But that’s not what he did.  He treated her like
a human being.  He treated her with words of kindness, words of compassion.  Not only in his words, but also in
his actions.  If a guy treats you like a fellow human being, he’s a Boaz.  If a guy treats you like dirt, he’s a Bozo. 
You want a Boaz.  Not a bozo.  Second: He respected the law.  He respected the law.  He could have just made
her his, quietly, secretly, under the table kinda way - no one knows who she was, or even really cared.  There’s a
story in my ancestory of around 120 years ago, my great-great grandfather, newly widowed, wrote back to
homeland in Germany and asked for a young girl to come over to help raise the kids, keep house, that kind of
thing.  She came over.  It was actually the younger sister of his first wife.  One day, they went down to the
courthouse.  She didn’t speak a lick of English.  They came home married.  She didn’t realize that there was a
wedding going on.  Surprise!  You’re married!  They didn’t share a room for years - and for many years later he
might have regretted that decision.  This isn’t how you start a family.  Boaz did what the law asked.  Ask
around, check out with closer relatives.  Make a big public display.  You want a Boaz who respects the law,
because it will show you how he will respect you.  And third: Boaz took on the baggage that came with Ruth. 
She brought a hard past.  She brought pain.  She brought grief.  She also brought her mother-in-law. 
Remember, Ruth was a Moabitess, a member of Israel’s enemy tribe. Boaz enthusiastically married a woman
from the wrong side of the tracks who had financial and emotional needs.  Of course, all women and men bring
needs into a marriage.  We all got baggage.  Someone worth waiting for is someone who can handle your
particular baggage. 

Ruth and Boaz remind me of the Grapes of Wrath just a little bit, as people move around trying to make ends
meet, trying to put food on the table.  The folks moving to places where they could raise their kids.  Around 15



years ago, we lived in a railroad town in farm country.  One fourth of our town were recent immigrants from the
south, mostly working fields and processing plants.  Illegal, legal, who knew.  But one morning, right before the 
Christmas break, there was a raid at the largest food processing plant in town, the largest employer in our city. 
Hundreds from the first shift were arrested by ICE agents in riot gear.  Put on busses and off they went.  But
there were also hundreds of their children who were at school, most born here and American citizens, whose
parents were now on their way back South.  Kids who woke up, had breakfast with their families, went to
school, and now, before lunch, learned that their parents were gone. We had a wonderful School Superintendent
who immediately promised to look after these kids.  And over the course of time, found them homes.  He said in
a recent interview that this was the worst day of his career.  But also the best, because he saw how the average
citizen responded in the wake of such family turmoil. The outpouring of love and support within that
community to let these kids stay.  Now I try to stay out of politics the best I can, but there’s something about the
words of Jesus that tells me blanket travel bans and indiscriminate deportations aren’t quite the answer.  Care
for the refuge, care for the alien.  Just look at Ruth, the Moabite, welcomed into the land where she could work
and live.  I wonder if we sent a present day Ruth away, someone gleaning the fields trying to survive - removed
her from her children, who would grow up in that city without a mom.  We might look around and think, look at
all of these foreigners.  But if I go back to 1930 when my grandmother remembers those train hoppers, the
foreign born population was within a percentage point of where it is now.  Same percentage, around 12-13%, 
foreign born, then and now, just different countries of origin.  We’ve always had around 12-13% of immigrants
in our country. 

I don’t have the answer to immigration or any of that, but I remember the story of Ruth and Boaz, a love built on
respecting each other.  Boaz offered her an opportunity to work.  To be productive.  He offered her shelter and
food.  And as they worked along side each other, he offered her his hand.  Several generations later, we get
David - the ancestor of Jesus.   Love made real.  May our love not only be those who look like us, but also to
those who don’t look or speak like us.

And the family of God said, Amen.


