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			​Dedicated to my new home, 
FINLAND

			“Your people shall be my people…”

			(Ruth 1:16)

		


		
			To every traveller who has carried memories heavier than any luggage, to every newcomer learning to belong between two worlds, and to every quiet heart still searching for home, may you discover that roots can grow again, trust can be rebuilt, and even a stranger’s road can become a place where you belong.

			Karl Balloch
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			​A Note from the Author

			This book comes from the Book of Ruth, the 8th book in the Bible. It’s one of the oldest stories about migration we have. It is about three thousand years old. Ruth was a Moabite woman who crossed into Israel with almost nothing. Her story is honoured in Jewish and Christian traditions. And it still sounds like something that could happen today.

			I’ve given Ruth a new voice here. I’ve let her speak to today’s immigrants and refugees. The biblical account is the anchor. What I’ve added is detail, imagination, and a bridge between her world and ours. Where I’ve filled in gaps, I’ve tried to stay careful and plausible. Chapter headings with scripture references like (Ruth 1:16–17) show where the source text and Ruth’s words line up most closely.

			This book is for people of all faiths and none. Ruth’s wisdom grew from the spiritual life she found in Bethlehem. That part is significant. But the lessons about honest work, good reputation, courage, women’s freedom, and the long road of an immigrant life don’t belong to any one religion. They belong to anyone willing to take them seriously.

			If the biblical part feels unfamiliar, let it be what it is. A story about a woman who crossed a border a very long time ago and wants to tell you what she learned. Take what helps. Leave the rest.

			Karl Balloch

			2.06.2026

		


		
			​Dear Refugees and Immigrants,

			Peace to you all.

			My name is Ruth. Believe it or ​not, I was an immigrant about three thousand years ago. History has been kind to me. People call me a success story. I’m grateful for that.

			But when I hear about what refugees and immigrants go through today, it hurts. It shouldn’t be this hard. A world with many different people should be like a garden. In a garden, each flower looks different, but each one adds something beautiful.

			I wasn’t born into hardship. My family was standing. My land had its own beauty and its own problems. When I crossed into a foreign country with almost nothing, I had to learn things nobody taught me: how to be seen again. How to earn trust when no one knew my name. How to begin.

			That’s why I want to share what I know. Not because I have all the answers. Because I walked a path that sounds a lot like yours. Maybe something in my story makes your road a little easier. Maybe you’ll find, like I did, that the journey itself shapes you.

			I believe you can learn from my experience. You can adapt to new things. You can contribute to your new country with your head held high. Not by forgetting who you are, but by building on it.

			Wishing you peace, 

			Ruth

		


		
			​A Short Biography

			Let me tell you where I came from. It’ll help you understand ​the world I was leaving.

			We had a tribal system in Moab. (She straightens her back slightly.) My father led our entire tribe. I grew up in a well-off family. I knew comfort. I knew the protocol. I knew what it felt like to be recognized and respected. Moab wasn’t a poor country. People had enough. The economy was strong. We were proud of our country and prosperity.

			The Israelites were our neighbours to the west. But we had a turbulent history with them. Although they possessed valuable land, they were without a king and central authority for an extended period. That vacuum made them vulnerable. Crime went up in their society. Neighbouring tribes raided them. Together with our allies, Ammon and Amalek, we’d ruled over them for eighteen years. Then a leader named Ehud rose among them and led a fight against us. We lost ten thousand trained warriors. (Judges 3) That defeat left a mark on both sides.

			So our people carried deep distrust. We spread rumours about them. They gossiped about us. We saw them as enemies. They saw us the same way. You’d think we came from different worlds, not two neighbouring lands.

			That was my world. And it taught me, much later, how wrong it is to judge a person by their nation.

		


		
			​Refugees in Moab

			Then famine hit Israel. Crops failed. Food ran out. Families w​ho’d lived in the same villages for generations had no choice but to leave. Many came to Moab. We had plenty of food that season. They had nothing.

			It wasn’t easy for them. Most Moabites saw them as cheap labour. Useful when work needed doing, but never truly accepted. The cultural gap was wide. They spoke a different dialect and followed different religious customs. And every day, they knew they were guests in a land that had once been their worst enemy.

			I’ve always been curious about new people. How they live. What they believe. What they carry inside. Back then, women didn’t travel for trade or business. That was men’s work. Women worked fields or cared for the home. But when I heard foreign families had settled nearby, something in me leaned toward them.

			Still, I waited. I wasn’t careless. My father’s position meant my actions reflected on our family. What would people say if they saw me visiting Israelite refugees? I turned that over in my mind for days.

			Then one afternoon I saw a woman coming back from the fields. She clearly wasn’t from here. Something in her posture told the story of someone far from home. I walked toward her.

			She looked up, a little surprised but gracious. I told her my name. I said I was sorry about the famine, and glad that they came here. She said her name was Naomi, from Bethlehem. She’d come with her husband and two sons six months ago. They lived in a small hut by the river. Her eyes were tired, but her face held something gentle. A quiet kind of strength.

			I didn’t tell my family about that meeting. But I told Orpah, my closest friend, that I was eager to know more about Naomi, her people, customs, and food. Orpah wasn’t as excited as I was. But best friends do things for each other. I asked her to come visit them.

			We found the hut by the river on a warm evening. Naomi was surprised to see us, but pleased. She welcomed us in. They didn’t have much, but they shared what they had. We’d brought gifts, including a traditional Moabite blouse. Naomi put it right on with a smile that lit up the room. We sat together for a long time, talking about foods, customs and beliefs. Laughing at the differences. Marvelling at what we had in common.

			Her two sons, Mahlon and Chilion, came in from the fields while we were there. Self-conscious at first. Nervous, the way young men get when unexpected company shows up. They waved politely and kept to themselves. But they were kind.

			Orpah and I kept our visits a secret from our parents. Whenever we both had the chance, we’d talk about the Israelite family. Their customs, stories, and the many
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