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Naomi Widowed

1 In the days when the judges ruled there was a famine in the land, and a man of Bethlehem in Judah went to sojourn in the country of Moab, he and his wife and his two sons. 

2 The name of the man was Elimelech and the name of his wife Naomi, and the names of his two sons were Mahlon and Chilion. They were Ephrathites from Bethlehem in Judah. They went into the country of Moab and remained there. 

3 But Elimelech, the husband of Naomi, died and she was left with her two sons. 4 These took Moabite wives; the name of the one was Orpah and the name of the other, Ruth. 

They lived there about ten years, 5 and both Mahlon and Chilion died, so that the woman was left without her two sons and her husband.

Ruth 1:1-5 (ESV)
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“Ruth, Orpah, arise. It is time we leave this cursed land,” Naomi said.

“Naomi, where are we to go?” I said, though my heart still grieved for the loss of my beloved husband.

“We will travel back to my home in Bethlehem in Judah, we will begin again and pray that our Lord God will have mercy on us. I have received word that the Lord has lifted the famine and there are crops once again flourishing the fields. Now hurry and gather your things, we must be on our way,” Naomi spoke quickly but bitterly.

Orpah and I exchanged different looks as Naomi set about the home packing to leave. Orpah’s eyes held sadness as she looked around her home but my eyes held a twinkle of wonder and happiness for the new adventure. The time we had been with Ephrathites had been quite a change for both of us since we were Moabites. Growing up in a gentile culture that worships the god, Chemosh, and other gods like him, involved sexual offerings and would extend even to human sacrifices. In essence, the Israelite’s God was the exact opposite of what the Moabites believed and worshiped.

Orpah pulled me aside, “Sister, I am not sure of this new land Naomi is asking us to go to with her. We will be foreigners there and her God’s people do not look kindly on Moabites.” You could see the fear in her eyes as she whispered frantically to me.

“Orpah, we worship their God and have turned away from our old sinful ways. Naomi is well respected among her people; we will be well received as widows of her sons. Why have this doubt? Has God not provided for our needs even in this time of grief?” I scolded Orpah.

“Naomi even doubts her own God. She thinks the Lord is punishing her by taking her husband and sons for moving away from their inherited land.”

“Orpah, stop speaking such foolishness! The Lord, our God, is not a cruel God but a merciful loving Creator. He would not punish his children for such a thing as moving to another land during a time of famine. Do you not remember the story of Abraham? When he took his wife Sarah to the land of Egypt because of a time similar to that which Naomi and Elimelech were forced to do the same by coming here? 

How blessed are we to have such luck! We married two men, whom we loved very dearly, and we’re blessed with a kind-hearted mother-in-law like Naomi!” I said wholeheartedly.

“You’re right, Ruth. I know you are but are you not afraid? At least a little bit?” Orpah asked.

“No, because the Lord has plans for us. There’s a reason we have not seen for all this heartache. You have to trust that He has a plan for us, Sister. Now help me gather our things so we can be on our way,” I tried to encourage her.

I thought about Naomi and the family she married into. Blessed was she indeed! From the moment I became part of this family, my whole life was changed. My husband taught me about the Lord God and He instantly fascinated me. 

God didn’t want sacrifices of humans, nor did he want public acts of sexual favors to bless them either. No, God just wanted us to worship Him and keep His commandments.

Naomi had instantly been welcoming to both Orpah and I. I instantly bonded with her, and we all lived happily as one big family, until the death of her two sons. The death of her beloved husband was devastating but the loss of her two boys just tore her heart in two.

Naomi came to them, “I have decided that we shall leave at first light, so be ready to go then. We will have one last dinner and get a good night's rest.” 

Then she walked away to finish packing up, but I suspected that she was going to say goodbye, one more time, at her husband and son’s graves that we would be forced to leave behind. 
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Naomi

The morning light was bright as the sun peeked over the horizons. You could see vast colors of orange and pink shining high in the sky. The air was cool and crisp, perfect for traveling, as the three of us loaded up and headed off towards Bethlehem.

When we passed the city limits and Moab was on the horizon, I stopped and took a deep breath as I turned around and looked one last time at the land I had come to hate. My thoughts ate at me about the two women leaving with me. What kind of life could I possibly give them now? Why should they leave their families and all they have ever known for me now that my sons, their husbands, were dead.

I turned towards the two women and said; “I have decided that you both are not to come with me back to my hometown.”

Ruth and Orpah looked at each other in shock with sadness. “Why would you send us away? Ruth exclaimed.

“Do you not know how much we love you?” Orpah whined sadly.

Taking a deep breath, I closed my eyes and exhaled slowly, “I pray that the Lord our God blesses you both dearly for showing such love and kindness to not only my sons but to me as well in their deaths. You did not leave me but took care of me. I pray that you, my daughters-in-law, will find rest. Now return to your mother’s house,” I said, but I wept bitterly because I loved them both but I knew there was no better option for their lives than to leave my side.

Ruth spoke up first, taking Naomi’s hand, “Why would you ask such a thing of us? Who will take care of you?”

Orpah grabbed her other hand, bowing her head and pulling it to her forehead, “No, Mother, you said we are to return with you to your people.”

I pulled them both into a gentle embrace and hushed their tears. “My daughters, you have to turn back now. Why would you go with me? I do not carry sons within my womb, nor am I able to marry yet again. Even if I was able to marry tomorrow, conceive, and bear boys, would you be able to wait till the boys were old enough to become men to marry?” I shook my head in sorrow, “No, I would not ask or expect such a selfish thing of you, my daughters. For the Lord’s hand has lifted from me and I am cursed.”

We all fell to our knees and wept, because I was right, and they knew it. I was too old to bear children and even if I did then they would be too old when the boys would finally become men.

Orpah stood silently but refused to look at Ruth or Naomi.

Ruth grabbed onto Orpah’s hand tightly, holding onto her. “Sister, stay. Do not leave my
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