HOME IS WHERE THE HEART IS by Timothy Pearson
Ruth, a Moabite girl widowed at a young age, chooses to travel with her Mother in
law back into a foreign land. She faces an uncertain and difficult future where there
is no real provision for widows or their relatives.
Can I imagine how Ruth feels, having to think about the question, what or where is
home?
We are all on a journey through life and this will include experiences of personal loss,
adversity and times of uncertainty, something that many people are experiencing
with the Covid 19 situations we are currently facing.
I grew up with the understanding the “Home is where the heart is.” In the midst of
those we love and those who love and care for us, but I want to share a rather
different aspect of thinking about home.
It has been a privilege, over the years, to have various Christian friends from other
countries stay in my home. One group came from Brazil and were destined to go on
mission into the 10/40 window of countries. We spent a long weekend together and
they brought love and laughter into our house. As we waved them goodbye, we, both
Janet and myself separately, began to cry.
Our Minister came to us and said, “Do you know what is happening?”
“No,” we replied.
He said, “You shared your home with them and they have taken a piece of your heart
with them. You are crying, because it hurts, but that is the way God has made and
wants us to be.”

If we are fortunate enough to have a
home, we can share and offer shelter,
food, love and life with fellow travellers.
Sharing your home can mean sharing
your heart and this can hurt, but it’s how
God has made us to be.

REFLECTIONS ON BELONGING by Revd Marlene Wilkinson
I read the “Introduction to Ruth” at the start of the booklet, and skim-read the 4 sessions.
That left me puzzled by the overall title at the end, “Looking for belonging – the theme of
home in the book of Ruth.” I could not see that ‘belonging’ and ‘home’ are synonymous.
I reflect from the perspective of a returned Mission Partner, who served in South
Korea, Zambia, and the Kingdom of Tonga, in the South Pacific, between 1995 and
2010. I worked mostly in further education, first teaching English as a foreign
language, and then theological education.
I sought to immerse myself in each of those very different cultures as much as
possible - language, music, food, local Church life, and so much else. For those
periods, whilst, of course, remaining a ‘foreigner’, I felt a sense of ‘belonging’, and
certainly of ‘being at home’ with students and with very special friends.
During Mission Partner training at the Selly Oak Colleges in Birmingham, (then a
very vibrant and exciting multi-cultural body of students), we explored what it meant
to move to and live in a foreign culture, and how to cope with ‘culture shock’.
We were also told that we would experience ‘reverse-culture shock’ on our return
to the UK. We were told it could be worse than the first ‘culture shock’. It was –
much worse! On returning to the UK, so much had changed, there was so much I
didn’t understand, I had ‘lost’ 15 years of UK culture. I no longer ‘belonged’ here.
Even now, I can still feel that, and wonder where ‘home’ might be.
I can never ‘remove’ my experiences, love, and friendships from who I now am – nor would I
want to. Those times of ‘belonging’ in a different place will always be with me.
So, a simple concept of ‘Home’ eludes me. Was/is ‘home’ in every place for a while - a
temporary thing? Even now? What do you think?

A FOREVER HOME by Revd Jo Lightowler
When we were getting married and moving into our first
flat – a university flat – breeze blocks for walls and ‘no
blu-tak please’, the weekends beforehand found me on
the floor of my parents’ kitchen, designing and
stencilling muslin curtains…stars for the bedroom, suns
for the living space. When we first began to buy a house,
different from the university accommodation and
rented houses we had lived in before, one of the first
things we did was to put a hammer through the fitted
wardrobe door! Behind that wardrobe was a fireplace
and chimney breast, the beautiful shape of a room
hidden behind a flat sheet of laminate…and I was
determined that we would restore it to its former glory.
I grew up in a family where DIY was part of the fabric of life. My dad had rewired the
flat I was born into, he painted and decorated, and made and altered…not always
perfectly, often learning on the job. He was a print buyer by trade, and a
photographer, and colour was crucially important to him. The first home I remember
was filled with colour… red bathroom, brown sitting room, dark green dining-room,
yellow kitchen, purple staircase, deep pink and sunshine yellow bedrooms…however
that list sounds to you, I can assure you that to me it was vibrant, rich, alive… and
entirely ordinary!
Our family life shapes the people we become and the way we expect life to be, in
good and challenging ways. When I imagined a home of my own in my teenage years,
it was always a place which I would shape, which I would paint, and create and alter.
A place which I would make to suit the family I imagined living there. A place where
we would stay forever, put down roots and belong…
A call to Methodist ministry holds within it, among so many other things, a call to
itinerancy. A call to be willing to go where we are needed most, to go where we are
sent. The stationing process is generous in its listening now, and our needs to be near
family, to be accommodated in a house which has space for all those who we may
need to live there, have been met. But I have had to let go of my image of home as a

place we create by working with the bricks and mortar, with wood and paint, and it
has taken time…though, by the way, I am enormously grateful for the generosity of
our circuit stewards in allowing me the various shades of green which grace the
current manse!
In our present place, I am learning to understand home-making much more in terms
of the space we create within whatever four walls we are gifted. Is there a space to
cook, to make good food to share? Is there a space to sit and talk, is the furniture
arranged to allow us to see one another clearly? Does the table have room to
welcome others? Is there a place where an unexpected guest could sleep? Do the
objects and colours around us hold some of our family story? Can children and adults
both enjoy this space together?
I still sometimes dream of a ‘forever house’, where we can make and mend and
change and shape to our hearts content…and maybe every room there will be a
different colour…but, ultimately, home is the place where we live family and offer
hospitality…

IS HOME A FEELING OR A PLACE? by Moira Hunt
Brief musings inspired by internet article.

It is said that home is a feeling, not a place. But for many of us, the house we grew up
in occupies a special place in our hearts. No matter how old we are or how many miles
away we live, it still feels like home. While we may feel “at home” in a number of
different places few have the distinction of being home.
Whenever I used to visit my parent’s old house in York, where my father lived with
my sister in later years, the instinctive feeling of being truly home washed over me.
In an ever-changing world, the familiar smell, the unique creak of the stairs and the
eternal cracks in the walls as the house continued to subside, all reassuringly
remained the same. The house was a reminder of a ‘mixed’ experience in
childhood. Parents who loved us, provided for us, taught us and sought to guide us
spiritually and in love for others. Although these memories include illness, summers
that were long, lonely and painful as we visited mother in hospital. Times of conflict

and argument still colour the memories, which are not rose tinted. However, home
provides a sense of identity and also reminds me of how far I have come.
We have a powerful connection to the places that shaped us, and research is
beginning to gain a deeper understanding of the feelings that these special places
evoke. Using fMRI brain technology, researchers found that key areas of emotional
processing in the brain are activated by places with strong emotional ties. Related
research supported that meaningful places induce a sense of calmness and belonging.
Fond memories and shared experiences with family and friends contribute
significantly to why these places make us feel complete. These findings shed light on
the magnetic pull our childhood homes have on so many of us and why we love to
return there.
However, is not all positive. While some love the idea of being with family, not
everyone feels warm and fuzzy about it. Past grievances, painful memories and
diverging opinions are among the many reasons that family gatherings (and Zoom
conferencing?) can be stressful.
A suggestion we can try, when current restrictions are lifted, is to spend time gathered
around the ‘fireplace’, a place of memory sharing and story telling, to renew and foster
deep emotional connections.
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Ruth said, “Intreat me not to leave thee, or to return from following
after thee: for whither thou goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest, I will
lodge: thy people shall be my people, and thy God my God:
Where thou diest, will I die, and there will I be buried: the Lord do so to
me, and more also, if ought but death part thee and me.”
17

REFLECTIONS ON BELONGING (2) by Marlene Wilkinson
Refugees and asylum seekers are much on my mind as I consider
“home” and “belonging”
There are many refuges and asylum seekers in Leeds. Many of their stories are truly heartbreaking.
I cannot begin to imagine what they have had to go through in their devastated
homelands, and what it was like for them to leave what they knew as ‘home.’
Having lived and worked overseas, I know a tiny bit of what it’s like to go into a totally
different culture, at first knowing no-one, at first not knowing the language, nor
understanding how the culture ‘works’.
I cannot begin to imagine what it must be like for the refugees coming into the total
strangeness of this new land of Britain. Who will help them? Whom do they trust?
Do they feel welcomed? Will they be accepted? Deep fears.
Let’s go back to Naomi. Naomi, with her husband and sons, flee the famine in Judea
to go to Moab. Moab was not much different from Judea in terms of its culture, but there
was significant conflict between them. “No Moabite may enter the assembly
of the Lord” (Deut 23,3).
How did Naomi feel about leaving the security of their extended family and friends
in Judea, and going into that despised land, feeling the fears and uncertainties about
the ‘unknown’?
Then, let’s consider both Naomi and Ruth on the journey to Judea 10 years later. Naomi
is returning to her homeland, but Ruth is going into the unknown. She goes as a
Moabitess, despised by the Judeans. “No Moabite may enter the assembly of the Lord”
(Deut 23,3).
The fears and uncertainties of Naomi 10 years ago as she entered Moab,
are now the fears and uncertainties felt by Ruth as she enters Judea.
Maybe we can let the stories of Naomi and Ruth help us to understand more of those
of the refugees and asylum seekers’ experiences, and especially challenge us to be the
hands of God in making ‘home’ and ‘belonging’.

REFLECTION ON HOME by Hattie Hodgson-Crome
At the moment, I’m living back in my childhood home. I haven’t lived here for this
long since I was 18, 11 years ago. It’s a house full of memories. Walls full of the
pictures of me and my brothers as children, our childhood and teenage books still
on the shelves. The house is in Oakham, Rutland – the smallest county in England.
Oakham is a small market town. It’s picturesque, surrounded by farmland, a great
place to be a child and a boring place to be a teenager! The streets around here
have recollections woven into every inch. The places I ran and played, the routes I
walked to school, the street corners where my friends and I would stand and chat
for hours. It has been wonderful seeing my two year old son Sammy exploring all
these places and making his own memories of them.
We moved back here in a rush. Just before lockdown set in, we realised that a life of
remote working and childcare without support would likely cause damage to my
already wobbly health. So, in a day, we packed all of our belongs into the car and set
off on a Pilgrimage down the A1. To leave the home we have created together in
Leeds for an unknown length of time caused a great sense of sadness.
So, I’m back in the very familiar, at a time when nothing feels familiar. Like a lot of
people at the moment, we are having to learn new ways of being very quickly. I’m
trying to work remotely – from a desk in what was my little brother’s bedroom. My
husband is sat beside me, with his laptop balanced on a camping table. My parents
are thrust back into caring for a two year old, with all the games and tantrums that
involves. I am back living within a few minutes’ walk (or scoot for me nowadays!) of
friends I have had since childhood, but we are unable to see each other.
This house, which was once accurately described by an estate agent valuing it as
“very full, and very full of love”, is also the house where I made my first tentative
steps as a person of Christ. As a nine year old, I announced to my bemused, nonchurch going parents that I wanted to go to church. And so, I did. From then on, me
and my grandma would go to the Methodist Church in the town. Guided by the
wonderful people of that church, my faith grew and grew. But it was always
definitely my thing, and not something shared with my family.
So, at the moment, I have moved from our home in Leeds where we try to have
Christ and God at the centre, to a place where it feels like they have to be a private
thing once again. It’s been a very strange transition. It’s not that my parents are

upset or angry about my faith, it’s just that it is not something, for a whole host of
reasons, that they can engage with at the moment.
This could have felt like a backwards step, but I have been surprised by how it has
not felt that way. I think it is because both my husband and I, and 2 year old Sammy
who loves a good hymn sing song, still can share our faith together. I have been
finding myself saying over and over the words of a hymn we had at our wedding:
Let love be real, in giving and receiving
Without the need to manage and to own;
A haven free from posing and pretending,
Where every weakness may be safely known.
Give me your hand, along the dessert pathway,
Give me your love wherever we may go.
As God loves us, so let us love each other:
With no demands, just open hands and space to grow.
Perhaps, in the very familiar, or the very unfamiliar, I find my home in the openhanded relationships I have with others where God is oh-so-present, and we grow
together? At this time when I know that the lack of physical contact with others will
be a challenge for many, I pray that, be it by phone, Zoom or even letter, you are
able to find something of a relationship where you are met with open hands and
space to grow.

HOME by Andrew Barker
From the age of two I lived over our newsagents’ shop in Armley so home was not
so much a private house but a business premises, each room a stock room. Home
was filled with a constant stream of people, customers and staff, using the building
all day and every day.
I was sent away to boarding school founded for the sons of Methodist ministers and
so this became home but still busy with people and no real space or normality
except in the routine and so the routine became home. The routine of the school
and the routine of the business was where I think I found the stability others found
in a family environment. Even after marriage and having a house and family, the
business was still my home although I did not realise it at the time.
My marriage broke down and I moved to the Central Hall in Coventry living in the
caretakers flat and still the routine of work was where I felt secure. My home was
routine and work and faith.
So it continued until I met someone on the internet and we moved in to a bungalow
which she filled with love and gradually home moved from the routine of work to a
place. The place, the bungalow, is not home in itself but is home because it is where
stability, safety and emotional wellbeing have become grounded. Even though we
think of home as bricks and mortar it is more a state of mind and through the years
Matthew 8 v 20 has kept coming back to me and more recently verse 6 in StF 277.
Matthew 8:20 Jesus replied, “Foxes have dens and birds have nests, but the Son of
Man has no place to lay his head.”
Singing The Faith 277: My Song is Love Unknown
(v4) In life no house, no home,
my Lord on earth might have;
in death, no friendly tomb
but what a stranger gave.
What may I say?
Heaven was his home;
but mine the tomb
wherein he lay

HOME IS WHERE YOUR HEART IS! by Revd Rach Ward
It sounds a bit of a cliche, doesn’t it … but I have been reminded of its truth since
being stationed and welcomed here in Leeds South & West Circuit. When my Chair
of District phoned me, in what was the second round of stationing, to say I had been
matched with the Leeds South and West circuit, I wasn’t sure what to think. If I am
really honest the profile hadn’t necessarily jumped off the page in the first round,
but second time around, new (to me) words were being focused in my eye line … a
willingness to engage in change … a circuit already being proactive in vision setting
… Yes! That made my heart sing … but hold on … what about …?!?! Uncertainties
and doubts would start to bubble up again.
When I came to visit, I was met at the manse by the Revd Jo, your Superintendent
(as she wasn’t yet mine!) At the risk of embarrassing her, there was something in
that first encounter that told me ‘spirit had met spirit,’ and I think even in that
moment, I knew I was being drawn to this circuit. Although the circuit was in a
process of significant change and my appointment might look very different from
that which was on the profile, I still felt compelled to say ‘yes’
So here I am 9 months into the appointment … 9 months where I have rediscovered
a joy in ministry; 9 months in which it feels that God has ‘handwritten’ this
appointment and I am so deeply grateful that the gifts and skills I believe God has
grown me are truly being used here for such a time as this; 9 months in a various
Circuit teams which feel more like a good ‘forever’! I am deeply grateful to be
offered 50% of my ministry as a Discipleship Enabler across the whole circuit, as well
as being rooted in two Church faith communities.
I was still quite apprehensive when Kerry welcomed me into the Yorkshire West
District in September 2019… little did I know how ‘at home’ I would feel. As the
weeks and months have gone by, I’ve experienced more and more the delights of
ministry with you all, the people of God, in this corner of the city. There is something
of belonging within the Methodist family, which is lived out locally in the ‘home’ of
Circuit and local congregations.
I am deeply thankful to you all here in the Leeds South &
West Circuit for your welcome, for these opportunities to
exercise ministry among you, and for finding a new ‘Home’.

HOME: My Base Camp? by Phil Maud
Everest Base Camp can be one of two things:
(1)

The end point of a multi- week trekking holiday offering a couple of days
under the shadow of the world’s highest mountain. A ‘once in a lifetime’
adventure holiday with porters to carry your kit, cooks to provide meals and a
helicopter ride back to Kathmandu.

(2)

A relatively luxurious camp of rest, relaxation and acclimatisation before the
dangerous and challenging route up and down Everest. A busy place full of
excitement (a successful summit bid) sometimes tinged with sorrow (on the
loss of a fellow climber).

So is your home:
(1)

The luxurious centre of financial and personal planning for yourself or your
family? Your biggest financial commitment over the (long) years of your
mortgage. Your base, your refuge with its central heating, double glazing,
fridge/freezer, TV and wi-fi etc. etc. A personal status symbol … or

(2)

a comfortable base from which to strike out (onward and upward) for the
Kingdom. A place of welcome for wider family, neighbours and friends
from work or church.

The weekly ‘Carers Clap’ plus VE day afternoon tea has brought more contact with
our near neighbours in 8 weeks than the previous 20 years. We have all stepped out
from behind our curtains, blinds and double glazing.
Lockdown has meant spending more time in my garden (previously not high on my
list!) with the resulting opportunity to chat to passers by.
The past two months have given me time to look closely at my house and garden. It
contains many, many items to help us have a very comfortable life. It is a constant
base for the family (in the last 18 months my son, grandson and sister lived with us
... crowded when they all coincided … close fellowship indeed).

In the last year we have watched whilst 5 new houses were built behind our house.
It was fascinating to watch foundations to brickwork, to roof and windows, to laying
out of a garden.
The builders built the house, the new families are making a home (and we met them
on VE day).
In John’s gospel chapter 14 v23 Jesus (in a section comforting his disciples) says
“If anyone loves me, he will obey my teaching. My father will love him, and we
will come to him and MAKE OUR HOME WITH HIM.”
God comes to live within us as we love and obey.
When Jesus healed the demon possessed man (Luke 8 v 28+) he wanted to follow
Jesus from then on. In verse 39 Jesus says,
“Return home and tell how much God had done for you”.
So the man went away and told all over the town how much Jesus had done for him.

So for the believer, God makes his home within us (John 14) and we are
tasked with working for the Kingdom daily. This will involve telling others
(Luke 8). We operate from the safety and security of our own homes;
places of unconditional love, acceptance and forgiveness for our families.
May they be open and welcoming to others ... our ‘base camp’ from which
to aim onward and upward.

HOME – THE HOUSE OF THE POOR by Revd Jo Lightowler
I have long been fascinated by the thought that the place name ‘Bethlehem’ might
mean ‘house of bread’… This year I am grateful for a parallel insight from Tom
Wright in Lent for Everyone: Matthew that ‘Bethany’ might mean ‘house of the
poor’.
Bethany was a village just outside Jerusalem, home of Mary, Martha and Lazarus.
Reading the gospels, it strikes me as the nearest place the adult Jesus might have
had to call ‘home’. It is a place he returned to, it is a place he had friends, it seems to
be one of the last places he rested. Tom Wright says, “There is some evidence that it
was a place where the poorest people could be cared for.”
I wonder who Jesus was, with and to that community. I wonder about Mary, Martha
and Lazarus too. I find that, if I am not careful, my imagination immediately places
them each in the position of carer – they, and their friend, Jesus, must have been
among those who offered care and compassion to the poorest of the poor…Martha
with her practical hospitality and Mary with her capacity to listen and ‘pay
attention’. Their stories are remembered, surely they were important in that place...
What about Lazarus though, their brother. He died, remember… though Jesus raises
him to life. Had he been ill for some time? If so, life was likely to have been hard for
him and for the sisters…maybe they needed the care of the community themselves.
And maybe Jesus too came to that place not in a position of power, but in a position
of equality…with nothing but himself to bring, sharing the food and friendships
offered.
What kind of a place of care might Bethany have been?
Listening to priest-theologian Sam Wells recently, I heard him talking about ‘working
for’, ‘working with’, ‘being with’ and ‘being for’… the whole of his discussion is really
interesting, but as I wonder about home, I am particularly drawn to the idea of
‘being with’…
‘Being with’ requires that we don’t try to ‘fix’ one another, but value and delight in
the gifts we each have to share. ‘Being with’ is equal conversation, mutual respect,
generosity and grace…

Sam Wells notices that Jesus spent just one week of his life ‘working for’ humanity,
three years ‘working with’ as he taught and healed…and a whole thirty years ‘being
with’, as he lived life in the community in which was raised.
In my imagination now, then, maybe Bethany is a place for Jesus, and all those
others who found their way there, to share that ‘being with’ way of living. A place
where people do not need to be divided into carer and cared for. A place where the
poorest care for the poorest, sharing all the riches they bring.
A place of friendship, of mutual love and care.
A place which many might call home…

HOME – by Revd Godfrey Nicholson
When Lynda and I were married we were given a framed 'piece' with the wording...
Home - the place whence comes each happy inspiration, where love dwells
and hope is born; where strivings cease and strife is barred the door; where
confidence is bred and the eloquence of silence understood; a place where
plans are made and journeys start, where journeys end in happy
welcomings; where dwells that peace so eagerly desired by all, and mutual
trust survives whate'er befall; when laughter is not very far away and truth
is reverenced; where friends drop in to share our joys and sorrows, and
absent ones are ever in our thoughts. God give you such a Home.
We treasure it
Soon after our honeymoon I had to go on the Probationers' retreat. When I returned
I smelt the fragrance of cooking in the slow-cooker, which Lynda had set specially,
knowing I would be home before her. I was home!

THE TALE OF ONE OF BOAZ’S SERVING GIRLS
by Revd Godfrey Nicholson

It’s remarkable all that’s happened with the master over these last few weeks. Who
would have thought it? We all had him down as a confirmed old bachelor, and look
at him now! It seemed to happen almost overnight – at least, none of us girls had
any inkling; though maybe we should have guessed something was afoot.
Perhaps I ought to start at the beginning.
We were out in the field, doing our bit to bring in the harvest. There was Miriam and
Abigail and Rachel and me: we always work together. I’ll admit we do plenty of
talking, but the job gets done, and the master has never had cause to complain.
Further over the field were some other groups, and old Milcah on her own – she’s
such a gossip and such a sharp tongue, nobody wants to get too close to her; then,
beyond the boundary stones and over towards the trees were the girls who work for
some of the other men. It’s really just one huge field, but we all know where one
man’s property ends and another’s begins.
It’s been a good harvest this year. The early rains came as the seed was being sown,
and the late rains to fatten up the ears. Then we had good hot sun to ripen it all. It
was a nice change after these several bad years. Crops were poor then, and several
of the small land-owners upped sticks and left. Thought they might try their luck
somewhere else.
It can be hard work. You bend over with the sickle in your hand. Swish! You slice
through the stalks and gather them up into a bundle, and move on a step. Swish!
again. After a while you have enough to make a decent sheaf. Then do it again. And
again. Eventually the sheaves are taken to the threshing floor where an ox or
donkey drags the sledge over to separate the grain from the chaff. All day long we’re
at it. Well, not exactly. In the middle of the day the master allows us to take a rest,
refresh ourselves and have some bread to eat; and he always makes sure we have
enough to eat at the end of the day.
I guess it’s because he seems to take his faith seriously. He’s out there with us in the
fields, early. You can count on it that his first words will be, “The Lord be with you.” I
know lots of them say that, but you get the impression he really means it. He really

does believe that the Lord God is here, is interested in what we are doing. So we all
say, “And also with you.” It sounded a bit silly at first, even though it obviously
meant a lot to him. But as time went by it did get more important and meaningful to
us as well.
And the more you watch him, observe him, the more you notice how much his faith
means to him, and how it affects everything he does. It isn’t just a matter of saying
the right words at the right time. He tries to keep as much of the law as he can. You
would see it in little things. Did you know that God’s law told us not to go back and
pick up odd stalks or ears if we had missed them? Neither did I; but he did. He told
us always to leave those odd bits, so that the poor people and strangers could pick
them instead, and wouldn’t starve. It’s in God’s law, apparently. We did as we were
told. It kept the master happy, and you never caught him moaning that it was
reducing his profits. After a while the girls and I began to see that it was a small act
of kindness and generosity, and didn’t mind so much. Actually, it’s better than
working for old tight-fist on the far side. His girls say he’s always watching, always
sends them back if they drop so much as one stalk.
From time to time a stranger might come along behind us, gathering up what she
could. If she looked really poor, or really hungry, we might ‘accidentally’ drop a few
extra stalks for her, but not so many that it was obvious.
A week or so back we noticed ‘her’. She had wandered into the field, a bit aimlessly,
as if she didn’t know quite where to start. She looked around, and Abigail shouted to
her, “You can try over here with us, love, if you want.” Over she came, a bit shy, like,
and started picking up some of the grain. We got talking with her, like you do. We
were right. She isn’t from round here at all, but from Moab. Don’t see many of those
round here. It was Moabites who made life so hard for our ancestors at the Exodus.
We weren’t allowed to pass through their territory or drink from their wells. They
even sent an army out against us. But this lass seemed so sweet; she wasn’t going to
give us any trouble.
What was she doing here, though? How had she come? It was such a sad story. She
married young, and a friend of hers married her brother-in-law. Her father-in-law
was already dead, and within ten years Orpah’s husband had died and so had hers.
There they were; three widows, and no children between them. Her mother-in-law
wanted to come back here to Bethlehem, so Ruth decided to come with her. There
was nothing for her back home, so she would come along too. They arrived only a

few days back, so it was little wonder she didn’t know her way around, or what to
do. “Lucky you found us,” I said to her. “Boaz is a decent old guy, and he won’t give
you grief (not like some I could name)”. She seemed relieved, and got on with it.
Mid-morning, I noticed Boaz standing talking with one of his men. They were looking
in our direction, pointing and talking. I’m a bit nosey, I’ll admit, so I started picking
grain a bit nearer to them; see if I could hear what they were saying.
“Who is the stranger?” I heard Boaz ask. “Whose young woman is she?”
His man told him that she was the young Moabite who had come back with Naomi.
Naomi! So that’s who she was. I remembered Elimelech and Naomi and their boys
leaving town during the famine, like a lot did. ‘Bethlehem’ means ‘House of Bread’
and there was precious little to go round. We often wondered what became of
them; and now we had found out. I was one up on him: I knew that her name was
Ruth.
Why was he showing interest? What did he mean by “Whose young woman is she?”
It all sounded as if she was just a possession, and not a person in her own right. Still,
that’s the way some of these men treat their women. I thought nothing of it at the
time, but it all fits into place now.
He called her over to him. I don’t know what she thought – probably thought he
would tell her to clear off. Mind you, I know he’s more kind-hearted than that, but
she wouldn’t. He told her to glean only in his field, and stick close to us girls. We
would look after her; and when she was thirsty (which she would be, working in this
heat) she was to help herself from the large pots the men had filled with the good
clean water from the well.
She was amazed. But he explained that he had already heard all about her, and he
was the one who was impressed by all that she had done for Naomi. And he gave
her a special blessing from God, like he sometimes does for us. At the mealtime we
were watching, wondering what he would do. I don’t think he realized that we were
all casting furtive glances over. He gave her some of his bread, and she dipped it in
his wine! He gave her some of his best roasted grain – never done that for me!
As she went back into the fields, he told his men, and some of us, to make sure that
there were some nice bundles of barley left lying around for her to pick up. There
were a few knowing nods and winks exchanged, but we said nothing. We went back

into the field and got on with the work, making sure that we dropped bundles every
now and again – very careless. At the end of the day I saw her staggering home with
her smock held out in front of her, brim-full of barley.
Our tongues were wagging that evening, I can tell you. “He’s certainly taken a shine
to that Ruth,” said Miriam. “And did you see the way she was looking at him?” said
Rachel. It might have been the first time they had met, but something had certainly
clicked. “It will be interesting to see if she is back in the morning – very interesting,”
we all agreed.
Sure enough, there she was. Each day until the harvest was in, there she was. One
day I noticed Naomi walking past, trying to look casual and nonchalant, but not very
successfully. It was so obvious that she was watching out for Ruth, and probably for
Boaz as well. Boaz! Of course! I should have remembered. Boaz was a cousin of old
Elimelech, and if I’ve got it right, Boaz would be his heir, his next-of-kin. I tried all
day to work out what that would mean, but I couldn’t quite fit the bits of the jigsaw
puzzle together.
That evening, Boaz threw a great party for all his servants to celebrate gathering all
the barley in. She was there, of course. I must say, she looked really pretty that
night. She joined in the feast, and didn’t have too much wine – very wise; my sister
had more than she ought and was flirting with all the men. Disgraceful! Ruth just
made an occasional glance in Boaz’s direction, never catching his eye. She didn’t
seem to take much notice of the other younger men, even when we were all
dancing. Eventually the lamps were turned down, and we all settled down to sleep.
Never noticed where she was. All I know is that by morning she was gone.
Talk about fast work! By lunchtime we heard that they were engaged to be married.
Knock me down with a feather! My brother told me later that as he was going in
through the town gates first thing, he saw Boaz sitting there. Boaz asked if he had
seen Jethro. “Not this morning,” says my brother. Hardly got the words out when
this Jethro turns up. Apparently, Jethro was an even closer relative, and it was his
duty to redeem Elimelech’s property. He didn’t want to do that, because it would
put his own inheritance at risk. That left Boaz free to redeem the property – and to
marry Ruth. If there was one person in Bethlehem looking happier than Ruth, it was
Naomi. A few years ago, she left us in the famine and came back a bitter lonely
widow. Now her face shone. That made three deliriously happy people: one, a
bachelor, who must have wondered if he would ever find a bride; one, a widow,

who thought she had lost everything and had just a lonely old age to look forward
to; and one a younger widow who had left everything she knew to seek refuge
under the wings of the Lord our God.
Oh, yes; and we were happy for them too, and praised God with them.

I guess that may be what you Christian people of your time mean when you sing
that song about, ‘You who now will bless the poor, shall yourselves find blessing.’

Many thanks to all who have contributed to this collection of stories and
reflections about ‘Home.’
We pray that as we read and share, we might be inspired in our own
understanding of ‘Home,’ in how we respond to others in our homes and
in theirs, and in how we continue to find our home in and with God.

