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There are some stories we tell because we remember them clearly.

And then there are stories we tell because we survived them.

This book was born somewhere between those two places.

For a long time, I never intended to write these pages. Parts of this story felt too ordinary to matter, while other parts felt too tender to uncover. Life has a way of teaching us to hide the deeper wounds beneath responsibility, routine, ministry, motherhood, work, and survival. We learn how to smile while carrying grief. We learn how to keep moving while quietly wondering where God is in the middle of it all.

But over the years, I began to notice something.

The moments that shaped me most were not the loud victories or the obvious miracles. They were the hidden seasons. The lonely seasons. The confusing seasons where God seemed silent but was actually building something deeper beneath the surface.

This story is inspired by the Book of Ruth, but it is not a retelling in the traditional sense. It is an allegory woven through real emotions, real struggles, real disappointments, and real redemption. Like Ruth and Naomi, it is a story about leaving and returning. About loss and restoration. About empty hands discovering grace they never expected to hold again.

There were seasons in my life when I felt displaced—emotionally, spiritually, and sometimes even physically. Seasons where dreams shifted. Relationships changed. Doors closed. Identity felt uncertain. I questioned my worth, my purpose, and whether God still had a plan for someone who felt overlooked and ordinary.

Yet looking back now, I can see something I could not see then:

God never stopped writing the story.

Even in the famine.

Even in the grief.

Even in the waiting.

Even in the silence.

Especially there.

Some names, scenes, and details within these pages have been softened, expanded, or fictionalized to protect privacy and to better capture the emotional truth behind the journey. But the heart of the story remains real. The ache is real. The hope is real. And the God who redeems broken places is very real.

My prayer is that as you read, you will not simply see my story.

I pray you will begin to recognize pieces of your own.

Perhaps you have known loneliness that no one else could see.

Perhaps you have carried disappointment quietly for years.

Perhaps you have wondered whether your best days were behind you.

Perhaps you are standing in a season that feels barren and unanswered.

If so, I hope this book reminds you of something eternal:

God still works in fields that look empty to us.

He still restores what grief tries to bury.

He still creates beauty from broken beginnings.

He still calls women forward who feel unqualified, unseen, or forgotten.

And He still writes redemptive endings we could never imagine for ourselves.

This is ultimately not a story about hardship.

It is a story about returning light.

And maybe, just maybe, the light has been finding you, too.
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[image: ]


About a year before this book began to take shape, God started gently drawing my heart back to the Book of Ruth, with the sense that it would become my next study project. The prompting felt strong and persistent, as though God was asking me not simply to read the book again, but to linger there—to sit with it longer than usual and listen carefully.

But instead of leading me into Ruth, God redirected me elsewhere.

Unexpectedly, He led me to write and publish a study on the Beatitudes. I followed that lead, even though I still felt Ruth quietly tugging at my spirit in the background. I thought perhaps the timing for the Ruth study simply was not yet right. Surely after the Beatitudes, I would return to it.

And I did.

I began studying Ruth more deeply than ever before. As I wrote, new insights seemed to unfold from familiar passages. Devotional thoughts poured out almost faster than I could type them. It felt alive and inspired.

Then suddenly, it stopped.

The words disappeared as quickly as they had come.

Instead, God began stirring my heart toward an entirely different project—a Through-the-Year Bible Study Journal. I remember thinking, Really, Lord? The task felt enormous, detailed, and exhausting. Yet the prompting was unmistakable.

So I obeyed.

For months, I poured my creative energy into that journal, working long hours to complete it before the beginning of the new year. When it was finally finished and published, I felt relieved and excited. At last, I thought, I can return to Ruth.

But once again, when I sat down to write, nothing came.

No words. No direction. Only silence.

So I set it aside, confused and unsure why God kept asking me to remain near a book He seemed unwilling to let me write.

Still, I continued lingering there.

And then, little by little, something shifted.

The words began returning again—but this time differently. Along with the writing came images, scenes, emotions, and illustrations flowing through my mind. (As a creative person, I often create my own artwork and visual concepts alongside my writing.) It felt as though the story of Ruth was no longer simply a Bible study unfolding before me. It was becoming something deeper.

And then once more... everything stopped.

The creativity paused. The words quieted. And again I waited.

Until one ordinary day, while driving and praying, God suddenly opened my eyes to what He had been trying to show me all along.

The Book of Ruth was never meant to become only another Bible study.

It was meant to become a mirror.

I began to see parallels between the journeys of Naomi, Ruth, and Boaz and the unfolding story of my own life. Themes of leaving, loss, longing, provision, redemption, and returning light suddenly connected in ways I had never seen before.

God was not simply asking me to teach the Book of Ruth.

He was asking me to walk through it personally. To write through it honestly. To see my own story through its pages.

That night, I sat down at my computer, and the words came pouring out.

Memories from childhood surfaced unexpectedly. Old emotions found language. Pieces of my life began to gently weave into the framework of Ruth’s story. I started seeing Naomi, Ruth, and Boaz not just as biblical figures, but as reflections of grief, faithfulness, redemption, and quiet hope in ways I had never understood before.

This book is the result of that journey.

Not simply a study. Not simply a memoir. But a story of how God often speaks through Scripture long before we understand why He is asking us to linger there.
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