 The Book Of Ruthא׳
שְּׁפִ֔טים ַו ְי ִ֥הי ָרָ֖ﬠב ָבָּ֑אֶרץ ַוֵ֨יֶּלִ֜ Nאישׁ ִמֵ֧בּית ֶ֣לֶחם ְיהוָּ֗דה ָלגוּ֙ר ִבְּשׂ ֵ֣די מוָֹ֔אב ֥הוּא ְוִאְשׁ֖תּוֹ
ַו ְיִ֗הי ִבּיֵמ ֙י ְשֹׁ֣פט ַה ֹ
וְּשׁ ֵ֥ני ָב ָֽניו׃
ְוֵ֣שׁם ָה ִ֣אישׁ \אִליֶ֡מֶלְ Nוֵשׁ֩ם ִאְשׁ֨תּוֹ ָנֳﬠִ֜מי ְוֵ֥שׁם ְשׁ ֵֽני־ָב ָ֣ניו ׀ ַמְח֤לוֹן ְוִכְליוֹ ֙ן ֶאְפָרִ֔תים ִמֵ֥בּית ֶ֖לֶחם ְיהוּ ָ֑דה ַוָיֹּ֥באוּ
ְשֵׂדי־מוָֹ֖אב ַו ִֽיְּהיוּ־ ָ ֽשׁם׃
ַו ָ֥יָּמת ֱאִליֶ֖מֶלִ֣ Nאישׁ ָנֳﬠ ִ֑מי ַוִתָּשֵּׁ֥אר ִ֖היא וְּשׁ ֵ֥ני ָב ֶֽניָה׃
ַו ִיְּשׂ֣אוּ ָלֶ֗הם ָנִשׁי֙ם ֹֽמֲאִב ֔יּוֹת ֵ֤שׁם ָ ֽהַאַח֙ת ָﬠ ְרָ֔פּה ְוֵ֥שׁם ַהֵשּׁ ִ֖נית ֑רוּת ַו ֵ֥יְּשׁבוּ ָ֖שׁם ְכֶּ֥ﬠֶשׂר ָשׁ ִֽנים׃
ַוָיּ֥מוּתוּ ַגם־ְשֵׁניֶ֖הם ַמְח֣לוֹן ְוִכְל ֑יוֹן ַוִתָּשֵּׁא֙ר ָ ֽהִאָ֔שּׁה ִמְשּׁ ֵ֥ני ְיָל ֶ֖דיָה וֵּמִאי ָ ֽשׁהּ׃
ַוָ֤תָּקם ִהי֙א ְוַכֶ֔kתיָה ַוָ֖תָּשׁב ִמְשּׂ ֵ֣די מוָֹ֑אב ִ֤כּי ָ ֽשְׁמָﬠ֙ה ִבְּשׂ ֵ֣דה מוָֹ֔אב ִֽכּי־ָפ ַ֤קד ְיהָו֙ה ֶאת־ַﬠ֔מּוֹ ָלֵ֥תת ָלֶ֖הם ָ ֽלֶחם׃
ַוֵתֵּ֗צא ִמן־ַהָמּקוֹ֙ם ֲאֶ֣שׁר ָה ְיָתה־ָ֔שָׁמּה וְּשֵׁ֥תּי ַכֶ֖kתיָה ִﬠָ֑מּהּ ַוֵתַּ֣לְכָנה ַבֶ֔דֶּרָ Nל֖שׁוּב ֶאל־ֶ֥אֶרץ ְיהוּ ָֽדה׃
שְּׁבָנה ִאָ֖שּׁה ְלֵ֣בית ִאָ֑מּהּ יעשה ] ַ֣יַﬠשׂ[ ְיה ָ֤וה ִﬠָמֶּכ֙ם ֶ֔חֶסד ַכֲּאֶ֧שׁר ֲﬠִשׂיֶ֛תם
ַו ֤תּ ֹאֶמר ָנֳﬠִמ ֙י ִלְשֵׁ֣תּי ַכֶ֔kתיָה ֵ֣לְכָנה ֔ ֹ
ִﬠם־ַהֵמּ ִ֖תים ְוִﬠָמּ ִֽדי׃
ִיֵ֤תּן ְיהָו֙ה ָלֶ֔כם וְּמֶ֣צאן ָ ְמנוָּ֔חה ִאָ֖שּׁה ֵ֣בּית ִאיָ֑שׁהּ ַוִתַּ֣שּׁק ָלֶ֔הן ַוִתֶּ֥שּׂאָנה קוָֹ֖לן ַוִתְּב ֶ ֽכּיָנה׃
ַותּ ֹאַ֖מ ְרָנה־ָ֑לּהּ ִכּי־ִאָ֥תָּ Nנ֖שׁוּב ְלַﬠ ֵ ֽמּN׃
שְׁבָנה ְב ֹנַ֔תי ָ֥לָמּה ֵתַ֖לְכָנה ִﬠ ִ֑מּי ַ ֽהֽﬠוֹד־ ִ֤לי ָב ִני֙ם ְֽבֵּמַ֔ﬠי ְוָה ֥יוּ ָלֶ֖כם ַלֲאָנ ִ ֽשׁים׃
ַו ֤תּ ֹאֶמר ָנֳﬠִמ ֙י ֣ ֹ
שְׁבָנה ְב ֹנַת ֙י ֵ֔לְכן ָ ִ֥כּי ָז ַ֖ק ְנִתּי ִמְה ֣יוֹת ְל ִ֑אישׁ ִ֤כּי ָאַ֙מ ְרִתּ ֙י ֶישׁ־ ִ֣לי ִתְקָ֔וה ַ֣גּם ָה ִ֤ייִתי ַהַ֨לּ ְיָל֙ה ְל ִ֔אישׁ ְו ַ֖גם ָיַ֥לְדִתּי ָב ִֽנים׃
ֹ֤
ֲהָלֵ֣הן ׀ ְתַּשֵׂ֗בּ ְרָנה ַ֚ﬠד ֲאֶ֣שׁר ִיְגָ֔דּלוּ ֲהָלֵה ֙ן ֵ ֽתָּﬠֵ֔גָנה ְלִבְל ִ֖תּי ֱה ֣יוֹת ְל ִ֑אישׁ ַ֣אל ְבּ ֹנַ֗תי ִֽכּי־ַמר־ ִ֤לי ְמֹא֙ד ִמֶ֔כּם ִֽכּי־ָיְצָ֥אה
ִ֖בי ַיד־ ְיה ָֽוה׃
ַוִתֶּ֣שָּׂנה קוָֹ֔לן ַוִתְּבֶ֖כּיָנה ֑ﬠוֹד ַוִתַּ֤שּׁק ָﬠ ְרָפּ֙ה ַלֲחמוָֹ֔תהּ ְו ֖רוּת ָ֥דְּבָקה ָ ֽבּהּ׃
ַו ֗תּ ֹאֶמר ִהֵנּ֙ה ָ֣שָׁבה ְיִבְמֵ֔תֶּ Nאל־ַﬠָ֖מּהּ ְוֶאל־ֱא{ֶ֑היָה ֖שׁוִּבי ַאֲח ֵ֥רי ְיִבְמ ֵ ֽתּN׃
ַו ֤תּ ֹאֶמר רוּ֙ת ַאל־ִתְּפְגִּﬠי־ִ֔בי ְלָﬠְזֵ֖בָ Nל֣שׁוּב ֵמַאֲח ָ֑ר ִיִ֠ Nכּי ֶאל־ֲאֶ֨שׁר ֵתְּלִ֜כי ֵאֵ֗ל Nוַּבֲאֶ֤שׁר ָתִּ֨לי ִנ ֙י ָאִ֔לין ַﬠֵ֣מַּ Nﬠִ֔מּי
ֵוא{ַ֖ה ִיֱ Nא{ ָ ֽהי׃
ַבֲּאֶ֤שׁר ָתּ֙מוִּת ֙י ָא֔מוּת ְוָ֖שׁם ֶאָקֵּ֑בר ֹכּ֩ה ַיֲﬠֶ֨שׂה ְיה ָ֥וה ִל ֙י ְוֹ֣כה ֹיִ֔סיף ִ֣כּי ַהָ֔מֶּות ַיְפ ִ֖ריד ֵבּי ִ֥ני וֵּבי ֵֽנ N׃
ַוֵ֕תֶּרא ִֽכּי־ִמְתַאֶ֥מֶּצת ִ֖היא ָלֶ֣לֶכת ִאָ֑תּהּ ַוֶתְּח ַ֖דּל ְלַדֵ֥בּר ֵא ֶ ֽליָה׃

ַוֵתַּ֣לְכָנה ְשֵׁתּיֶ֔הם ַﬠד־ֹבָּ֖אָנה ֵ֣בּית ָ֑לֶחם ַו ְיִ֗הי ְכֹּבָ֙אָנ֙ה ֵ֣בּית ֶ֔לֶחם ַוֵתֹּ֤הם ָכּל־ָהִﬠי֙ר ֲﬠֵליֶ֔הן ַותּ ֹאַ֖מ ְרָנה ֲה ֥ז ֹאת ָנֳﬠ ִֽמי׃
ַו ֣תּ ֹאֶמר ֲאֵליֶ֔הן ַאל־ִתְּק ֶ֥ראָנה ִ֖לי ָנֳﬠ ִ֑מי ְק ֶ֤ראן ָ ִל ֙י ָמ ָ ֔רא ִכּי־ֵהַ֥מר ַשׁ ַ֛דּי ִ֖לי ְמֹֽאד׃
ֲא ִנ ֙י ְמֵלָ֣אה ָהַ֔לְכִתּי ְוֵרי ָ֖קם ֱהִשׁיַ֣ב ִני ְיה ָ֑וה ָ֣לָמּה ִתְק ֶ֤ראָנה ִל ֙י ָנֳﬠִ֔מי ַֽויהָו֙ה ָ֣ﬠָנה ִ֔בי ְוַשׁ ַ֖דּי ֵ֥ה ַֽרע ִֽלי׃
ַוָ֣תָּשׁב ָנֳﬠִ֗מי ְו֨רוּת ַהמּוֲֹאִב ָ֤יּה ַכָלָּת֙הּ ִﬠָ֔מּהּ ַהָ֖שָּׁבה ִמְשּׂ ֵ֣די מוָֹ֑אב ְוֵ֗הָמּה ָ֚בּאוּ ֵ֣בּית ֶ֔לֶחם ִבְּתִחַ֖לּת ְק ִ֥ציר ְשֹׂע ִֽרים׃
ב׳
ֽוְּלָנֳﬠִ֞מי מידע ]מוֹ ַ֣דע[ ְלִאיָ֗שׁהּ ִ֚אישׁ ִגּ֣בּוֹר ַ֔ח ִיל ִמִמְּשַׁ֖פַּחת ֱאִליֶ֑מֶל Nוְּשׁ֖מוֹ ֹֽבַּﬠז׃
ַותּ ֹאֶמ֩ר ֨רוּת ַהמּוֲֹאִבָ֜יּה ֶ ֽאל־ָנֳﬠִ֗מי ֵ ֽאְלָכה־ ָ֤נּא ַהָשֶּׂד֙ה ַוֲאַלֳקָ֣טּה ַבִשֳׁבִּ֔לים ַאַ֕חר ֲאֶ֥שׁר ֶאְמָצא־ֵ֖חן ְבֵּﬠי ָ֑ניו ַו ֥תּ ֹאֶמר
ָ֖להּ ְל ִ֥כי ִב ִֽתּי׃
ַוֵ֤תֶּלַ Nוָתּבוֹ֙א ַוְתַּל ֵ֣קּט ַבָּשֶּׂ֔דה ַאֲח ֵ֖רי ַהֹקְּצ ִ֑רים ַו ִ֣יֶּקר ִמְק ֶ ֔רָה ֶחְל ַ֤קת ַהָשֶּׂד֙ה ְלֹ֔בַﬠז ֲאֶ֖שׁר ִמִמְּשַׁ֥פַּחת ֱאִלי ֶ ֽמֶלN׃
ְוִהֵנּה־ֹ֗בַﬠז ָ֚בּא ִמֵ֣בּית ֶ֔לֶחם ַו ֥יּ ֹאֶמר ַלקּוְֹצ ִ֖רים ְיה ָ֣וה ִﬠָמֶּ֑כם ַו ֥יּ ֹאְמרוּ ֖לוֹ ְיָבֶרְכְ֥ ƒיה ָֽוה׃
ַו ֤יּ ֹאֶמר ֹ֨בַּﬠ ֙ז ְלַנֲﬠ֔רוֹ ַה ִנָּ֖צּב ַﬠל־ַהֽקּוְֹצ ִ֑רים ְל ִ֖מי ַהַנֲּﬠ ָ֥רה ַה ֽזּ ֹאת׃
ַוַ֗יַּﬠן ַה ַ֛נַּﬠר ַה ִנָּ֥צּב ַﬠל־ַהקּוְֹצ ִ֖רים ַויּ ֹאַ֑מר ַנֲﬠ ָ֤רה ֽמוֲֹאִבָיּ֙ה ִ֔היא ַהָ֥שָּׁבה ִֽﬠם־ָנֳﬠ ִ֖מי ִמְשּׂ ֵ֥דה מוֹ ָ ֽאב׃
ַו ֗תּ ֹאֶמר ֲאַלֳקָטה־ָנּ֙א ְוָאַסְפ ִ֣תּי ָ ֽבֳﬠָמ ִ֔רים ַאֲח ֵ֖רי ַהקּוְֹצ ִ֑רים ַוָתּ֣בוֹא ַֽוַתֲּﬠ֗מוֹד ֵמָ֤אז ַהֹ֨בֶּק֙ר ְוַﬠד־ַ֔ﬠָתּה ֶ֛זה ִשְׁבָ֥תּהּ
ַהַ֖בּ ִית ְמ ָ ֽﬠט׃
ַויּ ֹאֶמ֩ר ֹ֨בַּﬠז ֶאל־֜רוּת ֲה֧לוֹא ָשַׁ֣מַﬠְתּ ִבִּ֗תּי ַאל־ֵתְּלִכ ֙י ִלְלֹק֙ט ְבָּשׂ ֶ֣דה ַאֵ֔חר ְו ַ֛גם ֥ל ֹא ַתֲﬠבוּ ִ֖רי ִמ ֶ֑זּה ְוֹ֥כה ִתְדָבּ ִ֖קין ִﬠם־
ַנֲﬠֹר ָ ֽתי׃
ֵﬠיַ֜נ ִיַ Nבָּשּׂ ֶ֤דה ֲאֶשׁר־ ִיְקֹצרוּ ֙ן ְוָהַ֣לְכִתּ ַאֲחֵריֶ֔הן ֲה֥לוֹא ִצ ִ֛וּיִתי ֶאת־ַה ְנָּﬠ ִ֖רים ְלִבְל ִ֣תּי ָנְגֵ֑ﬠְ Nוָצִ֗מת ְוָהַלְכ ְ ֙תּ ֶאל־
ַהֵכִּ֔לים ְוָשִׁ֕תית ֵמֲאֶ֥שׁר ִיְשֲׁא֖בוּן ַה ְנָּﬠ ִֽרים׃
ַוִתֹּפּ֙ל ַﬠל־ָפֶּ֔ניָה ַוִתְּשַׁ֖תּחוּ ָ֑א ְרָצה ַו ֣תּ ֹאֶמר ֵאָ֗ליו ַמדּוּ ַ ֩ﬠ ָמָ֨צאִתי ֵ֤חן ְבֵּﬠיֶ֙ניְ֙ ƒלַהִכּי ֵ ֔ר ִני ְוָאּ ֹנ ִ֖כי ָנְכ ִר ָֽיּה׃
ַו ַ֤יַּﬠן ֹ֨בַּﬠ ֙ז ַו ֣יּ ֹאֶמר ָ֔להּ ֻהֵ֨גּד ֻהַ֜גּד ִ֗לי ֹ֤כּל ֲאֶשׁר־ָﬠִשׂי֙ת ֶאת־ֲחמוֵֹ֔תַ Nאֲח ֵ֖רי ֣מוֹת ִאיֵ֑שַׁ Nו ַ ֽתַּﬠְזִ֞בי ָאּ ִ֣ביְ Nוִאֵ֗מְּ Nוֶ֙אֶר֙ץ
ֽמוַֹלְדֵ֔תַּ Nוֵ֣תְּלִ֔כי ֶאל־ַ֕ﬠם ֲאֶ֥שׁר ל ֹא־ָי ַ֖דַﬠְתּ ְתּ֥מוֹל ִשְׁלֽשׁוֹם׃
ְיַשֵׁ֥לּם ְיה ָ֖וה ָפֳּﬠֵ֑ל Nוְּתִ֨הי ַמְשֻׂכּ ְרֵ֜תְּ Nשֵׁלָ֗מה ֵמ ִ֤ﬠם ְיהָו֙ה ֱא{ֵ֣הי ִיְשָׂרֵ֔אל ֲאֶשׁר־ָ֖בּאת ַלֲח֥סוֹת ַ ֽתַּחת־ְכָּנ ָ ֽפיו׃
ַ֠ותּ ֹאֶמר ֶאְמָצא־ֵ֨חן ְבֵּﬠי ֶ֤ניֲ ƒאֹד ִנ ֙י ִ֣כּי ִֽנַחְמָ֔תּ ִני ְו ִ֥כי ִדַ֖בּ ְרָתּ ַﬠל־ֵ֣לב ִשְׁפָחֶ֑תְ ƒוָא ֹנִכ ֙י ֣ל ֹא ֶ ֽאְהֶ֔יה ְכַּאַ֖חת ִשְׁפֹח ֶ ֽתיƒ׃

ַויּ ֹאֶמ֩ר ָ֨לה ֹ֜בַﬠז ְלֵ֣ﬠת ָהֹ֗אֶכל ֹ֤גּ ִ ֽשׁי ֲה{֙ם ְוָאַ֣כְלְתּ ִמן־ַהֶ֔לֶּחם ְוָטַ֥בְלְתּ ִפֵּ֖תַּ Nבֹּ֑חֶמץ ַוֵ֙תֶּשׁ֙ב ִמַ֣צּד ַהֽקּוְֹצ ִ֔רים ַו ִיְּצָבּט־
ָ֣להּ ָקִ֔לי ַו ֥תּ ֹאַכל ַוִתְּשַׂ֖בּע ַוֹתּ ַ ֽתר׃
ַוָ֖תָּקם ְלַל ֵ֑קּט ַו ְיַצ֩ו ֹ֨בַּﬠז ֶאת־ ְנָﬠ ָ ֜ריו ֵלאֹ֗מר ַ֣גּם ֵ֧בּין ָ ֽהֳﬠָמ ִ֛רים ְתַּל ֵ֖קּט ְו ֥ל ֹא ַתְכִליֽמוָּה׃
שׁלּוּ ָ֖להּ ִמן־ַהְצָּב ִ֑תים ַוֲﬠַזְבֶ֥תּם ְוִלְקָּ֖טה ְו ֥ל ֹא ִתְגֲﬠרוּ־ ָ ֽבהּ׃
שׁל־ָתּ ֥ ֹ
ְו ַ֛גם ֹ
ַוְתַּל ֵ֥קּט ַבָּשּׂ ֶ֖דה ַﬠד־ָהָ֑ﬠֶרב ַוַתְּחֹבּ֙ט ֵ֣את ֲאֶשׁר־ִלֵ֔קָּטה ַו ְי ִ֖הי ְכֵּאיָ֥פה ְשֹׂע ִֽרים׃
ַוִתָּשּׂ֙א ַוָתּ֣בוֹא ָהִ֔ﬠיר ַוֵ֥תֶּרא ֲחמוָֹ֖תהּ ֵ֣את ֲאֶשׁר־ִל ֵ֑קָּטה ַותּוֵֹצ֙א ַוִתֶּתּן־ָ֔להּ ֵ֥את ֲאֶשׁר־הוֹ ִ֖תָרה ִמָשְּׂב ָ ֽﬠהּ׃
ַותּ ֹאֶמ֩ר ָ֨להּ ֲחמוָֹ֜תהּ ֵאיֹ֨פה ִל ַ֤קְּטְתּ ַהיּוֹ֙ם ְוָ֣אָנה ָﬠִ֔שׂית ְי ִ֥הי ַמִכּי ֵ֖רָ Nבּ ֑רוַּ Nוַתּ ֵ֣גּד ַלֲחמוָֹ֗תהּ ֵ֤את ֲאֶשׁר־ָﬠְשָׂת֙ה ִﬠ֔מּוֹ
ַו ֗תּ ֹאֶמר ֵ֤שׁם ָהִאי֙שׁ ֲאֶ֨שׁר ָﬠִ֧שׂיִתי ִﬠ֛מּוֹ ַה ֖יּוֹם ֹֽבַּﬠז׃
ַו ֨תּ ֹאֶמר ָנֳﬠִ֜מי ְלַכָלָּ֗תהּ ָבּ ֥רוּ Nהוּ֙א ַליהָ֔וה ֲאֶשׁ֙ר ל ֹא־ָﬠ ַ֣זב ַחְס֔דּוֹ ֶאת־ַהַח ִ֖יּים ְוֶאת־ַהֵמּ ִ֑תים ַו ֧תּ ֹאֶמר ָ֣להּ ָנֳﬠִ֗מי
ָק ֥רוֹב ָ֨לנ ֙וּ ָה ִ֔אישׁ ִֽמֹגֲּאֵ֖לנוּ ֽהוּא׃
ַו ֖תּ ֹאֶמר ֣רוּת ַהמּוֲֹאִב ָ֑יּה ַ֣גּם ׀ ִכּי־ָאַ֣מר ֵאַ֗לי ִﬠם־ַה ְנָּﬠ ִ֤רים ֲאֶשׁר־ִל ֙י ִתְּדָבִּ֔קין ַ֣ﬠד ִאם־ִכּ ֔לּוּ ֵ֥את ָכּל־ַהָקּ ִ֖ציר ֲאֶשׁר־
ִֽלי׃
ַו ֥תּ ֹאֶמר ָנֳﬠ ִ֖מי ֶאל־ ֣רוּת ַכָּלָּ֑תהּ ֣טוֹב ִבִּ֗תּי ִ֤כּי ֵ ֽתְצִא ֙י ִﬠם־ ַ֣נֲﬠרוָֹ֔תיו ְו ֥ל ֹא ִיְפְגּעוּ־ָ֖בְ Nבָּשׂ ֶ֥דה ַא ֵ ֽחר׃
ַוִתְּדַ֞בּק ְבַּנֲﬠ ֥רוֹת ֹ֨בַּﬠ ֙ז ְלַלֵ֔קּט ַﬠד־ְכּ֥לוֹת ְק ִֽציר־ַהְשֹּׂע ִ֖רים וְּק ִ֣ציר ַ ֽהִח ִ֑טּים ַוֵ֖תֶּשׁב ֶאת־ֲחמוֹ ָ ֽתהּ׃
ג׳
ַו ֥תּ ֹאֶמר ָ֖להּ ָנֳﬠ ִ֣מי ֲחמוָֹ֑תהּ ִבִּ֞תּי ֲה ֧ל ֹא ֲאַבֶקּשׁ־ָ֛לָ Nמ ֖נוַֹח ֲאֶ֥שׁר ִֽייַטב־ ָ ֽלN׃
ְוַﬠָ֗תּה ֲה ֥ל ֹא ֹ֨בַﬠ ֙ז ֹֽמַדְﬠָ֔תּנוּ ֲאֶ֥שׁר ָה ִ֖יית ֶאת־ַנֲﬠרוָֹ֑תיו ִהֵנּה־֗הוּא ֹז ֶ֛רה ֶאת־ֹ֥גֶּרן ַהְשֹּׂע ִ֖רים ַה ָ ֽלּ ְיָלה׃
ְוָרַ֣חְצְתּ ׀ ָוַ֗סְכְתּ ְוַ֧שְׂמְתּ שמלתך ]ִשְׂמ{ַ֛ת ִיָ [Nﬠַ֖ל ִי Nוירדתי ] ְוָי ַ֣רְדְתּ[ ַהֹ֑גֶּרן ַאל־ִתָּוְּד ִ֣ﬠי ָל ִ֔אישׁ ַ֥ﬠד ַכּ֖kתוֹ ֶלֱאֹ֥כל
ְוִלְשֽׁתּוֹת׃
ִוי ִ֣הי ְבָשְׁכ֗בוֹ ְוָיַ֙דַﬠ ְ ֙תּ ֶאת־ַהָמּקוֹ֙ם ֲאֶ֣שׁר ִיְשַׁכּב־ָ֔שׁם וָּ֛באת ְוִג ִ֥לּית ַמ ְרְגּ{ָ֖תיו ושכבתי ] ְוָשָׁ֑כְבְתּ[ ְוהוּ֙א ַי ִ֣גּיד ָ֔לN
ֵ֖את ֲאֶ֥שׁר ַתַּﬠ ִ ֽשׂין׃
ַו ֖תּ ֹאֶמר ֵאֶ֑ליָה ֹ֛כּל ֲאֶשׁר־תּ ֹאְמ ִ֥רי ]ֵאַ֖לי[ ֶ ֽאֱﬠ ֶ ֽשׂה׃
ַוֵ֖תֶּרד ַהֹ֑גֶּרן ַוַ֕תַּﬠשׂ ְכֹּ֥כל ֲאֶשׁר־ִצ ַ֖וָּתּה ֲחמוֹ ָ ֽתהּ׃
ַו ֨יּ ֹאַכל ֹ֤בַּﬠז ַוֵיְּשׁ ְ ֙תּ ַו ִיּיַ֣טב ִל֔בּוֹ ַוָיּ ֕ב ֹא ִלְשַׁ֖כּב ִבְּקֵ֣צה ָהֲﬠֵרָ֑מה ַוָתּ ֣ב ֹא ַבָ֔לּט ַוְתּ ַ֥גל ַמ ְרְגּ{ָ֖תיו ַוִתְּשׁ ָ ֽכּב׃

שֶׁ֖כֶבת ַמ ְרְגּ{ ָ ֽתיו׃
ַו ְיִה ֙י ַבֲּח ִ֣צי ַהַ֔לּ ְיָלה ַוֶיֱּח ַ֥רד ָה ִ֖אישׁ ַו ִיָּלֵּ֑פת ְוִה ֵ֣נּה ִאָ֔שּׁה ֹ
ַו ֖יּ ֹאֶמר ִמי־ָ֑אתּ ַו ֗תּ ֹאֶמר ָא ֹנִכ ֙י ֣רוּת ֲאָמֶ֔ת ƒוָּפַרְשָׂ֤תּ ְכָנֶ֙פַ֙ ƒﬠל־ֲאָ֣מְתִ֥֔ ƒכּי ֹגֵ֖אל ָ ֽאָתּה׃
ַו ֗יּ ֹאֶמר ְבּרוָּ֨כה ַ֤אְתּ ַ ֽליהָו֙ה ִבִּ֔תּי ֵהיַ֛טְבְתּ ַחְס ֵ֥דָּ Nהַאֲח ֖רוֹן ִמן־ָה ִרא֑שׁוֹן ְלִבְלִתּי־ֶ֗לֶכת ַאֲחֵר ֙י ַהַ֣בּחוּ ִ֔רים ִאם־ ַ֖דּל
ְוִאם־ָﬠ ִ ֽשׁיר׃
ְוַﬠָ֗תּה ִבִּתּ ֙י ַאל־ ִ֣תּי ְר ִ֔אי ֹ֥כּל ֲאֶשׁר־תּ ֹאְמ ִ֖רי ֶ ֽאֱﬠֶשׂה־ָ֑לִּ֤ Nכּי יוֵֹ֙דַ֙ﬠ ָכּל־ַ֣שַׁﬠר ַﬠִ֔מּי ִ֛כּי ֵ֥אֶשׁת ַ֖ח ִיל ָ ֽאְתּ׃
ְוַﬠָתּ֙ה ִ֣כּי ָאְמָ֔נם ִ֥כּי אם ֹגֵ֖אל ָא ֑ ֹנִכי ְו ַ֛גם ֵ֥ישׁ ֹגֵּ֖אל ָק ֥רוֹב ִמ ֶ ֽמּ ִנּי׃
ִ֣לי ִני ׀ ַהַ֗לּ ְיָלה ְוָה ָ֤יה ַבֹ֨בֶּק֙ר ִאם־ ִיְגָאֵ֥ל Nטוֹ֙ב ִיְגָ֔אל ְוִאם־ ֨ל ֹא ַיְחֹ֧פּץ ְל ָֽגֳאֵ֛ל Nוְּגַאְל ִ֥תּיָ Nא ֖ ֹנִכי ַחי־ ְיה ָ֑וה ִשְׁכ ִ֖בי ַﬠד־
ַהֹֽבֶּקר׃
ַוִתְּשַׁ֤כּב מרגלתו ]ַמ ְרְגּלוָֹתי ֙וֹ[ ַﬠד־ַהֹ֔בֶּקר ַוָ֕תָּקם בטרום ]ְבֶּ֛טֶרם[ ַי ִ֥כּיר ִ֖אישׁ ֶאת־ֵרֵ֑ﬠהוּ ַו ֙יּ ֹאֶמ֙ר ַאל־ ִיָוַּ֔דע ִכּי־
ָ֥בָאה ָהִאָ֖שּׁה ַהֹֽגֶּרן׃
ַו ֗יּ ֹאֶמר ָ֠הִבי ַהִמְּטַ֧פַּחת ֲאֶשׁר־ָﬠַ֛ל ִיְ Nו ֶ ֽאֳחִזי־ָ֖בהּ ַו ֣תּ ֹאֶחז ָ֑בּהּ ַו ָ֤יָּמד ֵשׁשׁ־ְשֹׂע ִרי֙ם ַו ָ֣יֶּשׁת ָﬠֶ֔ליָה ַוָיּ ֖ב ֹא ָה ִֽﬠיר׃
ַוָתּבוֹ֙א ֶאל־ֲחמוָֹ֔תהּ ַו ֖תּ ֹאֶמר ִמי־ַ֣אְתּ ִבּ ִ֑תּי ַוַ֨תֶּגּד־ָ֔להּ ֵ֛את ָכּל־ֲאֶ֥שׁר ָ ֽﬠָשׂה־ָ֖להּ ָה ִֽאישׁ׃
ַו ֕תּ ֹאֶמר ֵשׁשׁ־ַהְשֹּׂע ִ֥רים ָהֵ֖אֶלּה ָ֣נַתן ִ֑לי ִ֚כּי ָאַ֣מר ]ֵאַ֔לי[ ַאל־ָתּ֥בוִֹאי ֵרי ָ֖קם ֶאל־ֲחמוֹ ֵ ֽתN׃
ַו ֙תּ ֹאֶמ֙ר ְשׁ ִ֣בי ִבִ֔תּי ַ֚ﬠד ֲאֶ֣שׁר ֵ ֽתְּדִ֔ﬠין ֵ֖איִ Nיֹ֣פּל ָדָּ֑בר ִ֣כּי ֤ל ֹא ִיְשֹׁק֙ט ָה ִ֔אישׁ ִֽכּי־ִאם־ִכָּ֥לּה ַהָדָּ֖בר ַה ֽיּוֹם׃
ד׳
וֹּ֨בַﬠז ָﬠָ֣לה ַהַשַּׁﬠ֮ר ַו ֵ֣יֶּשׁב ָשׁ֒ם ְוִהֵ֨נּה ַהֹגֵּ֤אל ֹעֵב֙ר ֲאֶ֣שׁר ִדֶּבּר־ֹ֔בַּﬠז ַו ֛יּ ֹאֶמר ֥סוָּרה ְשָׁבה־ֹ֖פּה ְפּ{ ִ֣ני ַאְלֹמ ִ֑ני ַו ָ֖יַּסר
ַוֵיּ ֵ ֽשׁב׃
ַו ִיַּ֞קּח ֲﬠָשׂ ָ֧רה ֲאָנִ֛שׁים ִמִזְּק ֵ֥ני ָה ִ֖ﬠיר ַו ֣יּ ֹאֶמר ְשׁבוּ־ֹ֑פה ַוֵיּ ֵ ֽשׁבוּ׃
ַו ֙יּ ֹאֶמ֙ר ַלֹגֵּ֔אל ֶחְלַק֙ת ַהָשֶּׂ֔דה ֲאֶ֥שׁר ְלָא ִ֖חינוּ ֶלֱאִליֶ֑מֶלָ Nמְכ ָ֣רה ָנֳﬠִ֔מי ַהָ֖שָּׁבה ִמְשּׂ ֵ֥דה מוֹ ָ ֽאב׃
ַוֲא ֨ ִני ָאַ֜מ ְרִתּי ֶאְגֶ֧לה ָאְז ְנֵ֣ ƒלאֹ֗מר ְ֠קֵנה ֶ֥נ ֶגד ַ ֽה ֹיְּשִׁבי֮ם ְו ֶ֣נ ֶגד ִזְק ֵ֣ני ַﬠִמּ֒י ִאם־ִתְּגַא֙ל ְגָּ֔אל ְוִאם־ ֨ל ֹא ִיְגַ֜אל ַה ִ֣גּיָדה ִ֗לּי
ואדע ] ְו ֵ ֽאְדָﬠ֙ה[ ִ֣כּי ֵ֤אין זוּ ָ ֽלְתִ֙ ƒלְג֔אוֹל ְוָא ֹנ ִ֖כי ַאֲח ֶ֑ריַ ƒו ֖יּ ֹאֶמר ָא ֹנ ִ֥כי ֶאְג ָ ֽאל׃
ַו ֣יּ ֹאֶמר ֹ֔בַּﬠז ְבּיוֹם־ְקנוְֹתַ֥ ƒהָשּׂ ֶ֖דה ִמ ַ֣יּד ָנֳﬠ ִ֑מי ֠וֵּמֵאת ֣רוּת ַהמּוֲֹאִב ָ֤יּה ֵ ֽאֶשׁת־ַהֵמּ֙ת קניתי ]ָק ֔ ִניָתה[ ְלָה ִ֥קים ֵשׁם־
ַהֵ֖מּת ַﬠל־ַנֲחָלֽתוֹ׃
ַו ֣יּ ֹאֶמר ַהֹגֵּ֗אל ֤ל ֹא אוַּכ֙ל לגאול־]ִלְגָאל־[ ִ֔לי ֶפּן־ַאְשׁ ִ֖חית ֶאת־ַנֲחָל ִ֑תי ְגַּאל־ְלַ֤ ƒאָתּ֙ה ֶאת־ְגֻּאָלִּ֔תי ִ֥כּי ל ֹא־אוַּ֖כל
ִלְגֹֽאל׃

ְוז ֹא֩ת ְלָפ ֨ ִנים ְבּ ִיְשָׂרֵ֜אל ַﬠל־ַהְגּאוָּ֤לּה ְוַﬠל־ַהְתּמוָּר֙ה ְלַק ֵ֣יּם ָכּל־ָדָּ֔בר ָשַׁ֥לף ִ֛אישׁ ַנֲﬠ֖לוֹ ְוָנַ֣תן ְלֵרֵ֑ﬠהוּ ְו ֥ז ֹאת
ַהְתּעוּ ָ֖דה ְבּ ִיְשָׂר ֵ ֽאל׃
ַו ֧יּ ֹאֶמר ַהֹגֵּ֛אל ְלֹ֖בַﬠז ְקֵנה־ָ֑לַ Nו ִיְּשׁ֖{ף ַנֲﬠֽלוֹ׃
ַויּ ֹאֶמ֩ר ֹ֨בַּﬠז ַלְזֵּק ֜ ִנים ְוָכל־ָהָ֗ﬠם ֵﬠ ִ֤דים ַאֶתּ֙ם ַה ֔יּוֹם ִ֤כּי ָק ֙ ִניִת ֙י ֶאת־ָכּל־ֲאֶ֣שׁר ֶ ֽלֱאִליֶ֔מֶלְ Nוֵ֛את ָכּל־ֲאֶ֥שׁר ְלִכְל ֖יוֹן
וַּמְח֑לוֹן ִמ ַ֖יּד ָנֳﬠ ִֽמי׃
ְו ַ֣גם ֶאת־ ֣רוּת ַהֹמֲּאִבָיּ֩ה ֵ֨אֶשׁת ַמְח ֜לוֹן ָק ִ֧ניִתי ִ֣לי ְלִאָ֗שּׁה ְלָה ִ֤קים ֵשׁם־ַהֵמּ֙ת ַﬠל־ ַ֣נֲחָל֔תוֹ ְול ֹא־ ִיָכּ ֵ֧רת ֵשׁם־ַהֵ֛מּת
ֵמ ִ֥ﬠם ֶאָ֖חיו וִּמַ֣שַּׁﬠר ְמקוֹ֑מוֹ ֵﬠ ִ֥דים ַאֶ֖תּם ַה ֽיּוֹם׃
ַו ֨יּ ֹאְמ֜רוּ ָכּל־ָהָ֧ﬠם ֲאֶשׁר־ַבַּ֛שַּׁﬠר ְוַהְזֵּק ִ֖נים ֵﬠ ִ֑דים ִיֵתּ֩ן ְיהָ֨וה ֶ ֽאת־ָהִאָ֜שּׁה ַהָבָּ֣אה ֶאל־ֵבּיֶ֗תְ ƒכָּרֵ֤חל ׀ וְּכֵלָא֙ה ֲאֶ֨שׁר
ָבּ ֤נוּ ְשֵׁתּיֶה֙ם ֶאת־ֵ֣בּית ִיְשָׂרֵ֔אל ַוֲﬠֵשׂה־ַ֣ח ִיל ְבֶּאְפ ָ ֔רָתה וְּקָרא־ֵ֖שׁם ְבֵּ֥בית ָ ֽלֶחם׃
ִוי ִ֤הי ֵ ֽביְתְ֙ ƒכֵּ֣בית ֶ֔פֶּרץ ֲאֶשׁר־ָיְל ָ֥דה ָתָ֖מר ִֽליהוּ ָ֑דה ִמן־ַהֶ֗זַּרע ֲאֶ֨שׁר ִיֵ֤תּן ְיהָו֙ה ְלִ֔ ƒמן־ ַ ֽהַנֲּﬠ ָ֖רה ַה ֽזּ ֹאת׃
ַו ִיַּ֨קּח ֹ֤בַּﬠז ֶאת־רוּ֙ת ַוְתִּהי־֣לוֹ ְלִאָ֔שּׁה ַוָיּ ֖ב ֹא ֵאֶ֑ליָה ַו ִיֵּ֨תּן ְיה ָ֥וה ָ֛להּ ֵהָר ֖יוֹן ַוֵ֥תֶּלד ֵ ֽבּן׃
ַותּ ֹאַ֤מ ְרָנה ַהָנִּשׁי֙ם ֶ ֽאל־ָנֳﬠִ֔מי ָבּ ֣רוְּ Nיהָ֔וה ֲ֠אֶשׁר ֣ל ֹא ִהְשׁ ִ֥בּית ָ֛לֹ Nגֵּ֖אל ַה ֑יּוֹם ְו ִיָקּ ֵ֥רא ְשׁ֖מוֹ ְבּ ִיְשָׂר ֵ ֽאל׃
ְוָ֤הָיה ָלְ֙ Nלֵמִ֣שׁיב ֶ֔נֶפשׁ וְּלַכְלֵ֖כּל ֶאת־ֵשׂיָבֵ֑תִ֣ Nכּי ַכָלֵּ֤ת‹ Nאֶשׁר־ֲאֵהַ֙בֶתְ֙ Nיָלַ֔דתּוּ ֲאֶשׁר־ִהי֙א ֣טוָֹבה ָ֔לִ Nמִשְּׁבָ֖ﬠה
ָבּ ִֽנים׃
ַוִתַּ֨קּח ָנֳﬠ ִ֤מי ֶאת־ַהֶ֙יֶּל֙ד ַוְתִּשֵׁ֣תהוּ ְבֵחיָ֔קהּ ַוְתִּהי־֖לוֹ ְלֹא ֶ ֽמֶנת׃
)ַוִתְּקֶראָנ֩ה ֨לוֹ ַהְשֵּׁכ ֥נוֹת ֵשׁ֙ם ֵלאֹ֔מר יַֻלּד־ֵ֖בּן ְלָנֳﬠ ִ֑מי ַוִתְּק ֶ֤רא ָֽנה ְשׁמ ֙וֹ עוֵֹ֔בד ֥הוּא ֲאִבי־ ִיַ֖שׁי ֲא ִ֥בי ָד ִֽוד׃ )פ
ְוֵ֙אֶלּ֙ה תּוְֹל ֣דוֹת ָ֔פֶּרץ ֶ֖פֶּרץ הוֹ ִ֥ליד ֶאת־ֶחְצ ֽרוֹן׃
ְוֶחְצרוֹ ֙ן הוֹ ִ֣ליד ֶאת־ ָ ֔רם ְו ָ֖רם הוֹ ִ֥ליד ֶאת־ַﬠ ִֽמּיָנ ָֽדב׃
ְוַﬠ ִֽמּיָנָד֙ב הוֹ ִ֣ליד ֶאת־ַנְח֔שׁוֹן ְוַנְח֖שׁוֹן הוֹ ִ֥ליד ֶאת־ַשְׂל ָ ֽמה׃
ְוַשְׂלמוֹ ֙ן הוֹ ִ֣ליד ֶאת־ֹ֔בַּﬠז וֹּ֖בַﬠז הוֹ ִ֥ליד ֶאת־עוֹ ֵ ֽבד׃
ְוֹעֵב֙ד הוֹ ִ֣ליד ֶאת־ ִיָ֔שׁי ְו ִיַ֖שׁי הוֹ ִ֥ליד ֶאת־ָדּ ִֽוד׃
Ruth
1
In the days when the chieftains ruled, there was a famine in the land; and a man of Bethlehem in
Judah, with his wife and two sons, went to reside in the country of Moab.

The man’s name was Elimelech, his wife’s name was Naomi, and his two sons were named
Mahlon and Chilion—Ephrathites of Bethlehem in Judah. They came to the country of Moab and
remained there.
Elimelech, Naomi’s husband, died; and she was left with her two sons.
They married Moabite women, one named Orpah and the other Ruth, and they lived there about
ten years.
Then those two—Mahlon and Chilion—also died; so the woman was left without her two sons
and without her husband.
She started out with her daughters-in-law to return from the country of Moab; for in the country
of Moab she had heard that the LORD had taken note of His people and given them food.
Accompanied by her two daughters-in-law, she left the place where she had been living; and they
set out on the road back to the land of Judah.
But Naomi said to her two daughters-in-law, “Turn back, each of you to her mother’s house.
May the LORD deal kindly with you, as you have dealt with the dead and with me!
May the LORD grant that each of you find security in the house of a husband!” And she kissed
them farewell. They broke into weeping
and said to her, “No, we will return with you to your people.”
But Naomi replied, “Turn back, my daughters! Why should you go with me? Have I any more
sons in my body who might be husbands for you?
Turn back, my daughters, for I am too old to be married. Even if I thought there was hope for
me, even if I were married tonight and I also bore sons,
should you wait for them to grow up? Should you on their account debar yourselves from
marriage? Oh no, my daughters! My lot is far more bitter than yours, for the hand of the LORD
has struck out against me.”
They broke into weeping again, and Orpah kissed her mother-in-law farewell. But Ruth clung to
her.
So she said, “See, your sister-in-law has returned to her people and her gods. Go follow your
sister-in-law.”
But Ruth replied, “Do not urge me to leave you, to turn back and not follow you. For wherever
you go, I will go; wherever you lodge, I will lodge; your people shall be my people, and your
God my God.

Where you die, I will die, and there I will be buried. Thus and more may the LORD do to me if
anything but death parts me from you.”
When [Naomi] saw how determined she was to go with her, she ceased to argue with her;
and the two went on until they reached Bethlehem. When they arrived in Bethlehem, the whole
city buzzed with excitement over them. The women said, “Can this be Naomi?”
“Do not call me Naomi,” she replied. “Call me Mara, for Shaddai has made my lot very bitter.
I went away full, and the LORD has brought me back empty. How can you call me Naomi, when
the LORD has dealt harshly with me, when Shaddai has brought misfortune upon me!”
Thus Naomi returned from the country of Moab; she returned with her daughter-in-law Ruth the
Moabite. They arrived in Bethlehem at the beginning of the barley harvest.
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Now Naomi had a kinsman on her husband’s side, a man of substance, of the family of
Elimelech, whose name was Boaz.
Ruth the Moabite said to Naomi, “I would like to go to the fields and glean among the ears of
grain, behind someone who may show me kindness.” “Yes, daughter, go,” she replied;
and off she went. She came and gleaned in a field, behind the reapers; and, as luck would have it,
it was the piece of land belonging to Boaz, who was of Elimelech’s family.
Presently Boaz arrived from Bethlehem. He greeted the reapers, “The LORD be with you!” And
they responded, “The LORD bless you!”
Boaz said to the servant who was in charge of the reapers, “Whose girl is that?”
The servant in charge of the reapers replied, “She is a Moabite girl who came back with Naomi
from the country of Moab.
She said, ‘Please let me glean and gather among the sheaves behind the reapers.’ She has been
on her feet ever since she came this morning. She has rested but little in the hut.”
Boaz said to Ruth, “Listen to me, daughter. Don’t go to glean in another field. Don’t go
elsewhere, but stay here close to my girls.
Keep your eyes on the field they are reaping, and follow them. I have ordered the men not to
molest you. And when you are thirsty, go to the jars and drink some of [the water] that the men
have drawn.”

She prostrated herself with her face to the ground, and said to him, “Why are you so kind as to
single me out, when I am a foreigner?”
Boaz said in reply, “I have been told of all that you did for your mother-in-law after the death of
your husband, how you left your father and mother and the land of your birth and came to a
people you had not known before.
May the LORD reward your deeds. May you have a full recompense from the LORD, the God of
Israel, under whose wings you have sought refuge!”
She answered, “You are most kind, my lord, to comfort me and to speak gently to your
maidservant—though I am not so much as one of your maidservants.”
At mealtime, Boaz said to her, “Come over here and partake of the meal, and dip your morsel in
the vinegar.” So she sat down beside the reapers. He handed her roasted grain, and she ate her fill
and had some left over.
When she got up again to glean, Boaz gave orders to his workers, “You are not only to let her
glean among the sheaves, without interference,
but you must also pull some [stalks] out of the heaps and leave them for her to glean, and not
scold her.”
She gleaned in the field until evening. Then she beat out what she had gleaned—it was about an
’ephah of barley—
and carried it back with her to the town. When her mother-in-law saw what she had gleaned, and
when she also took out and gave her what she had left over after eating her fill,
her mother-in-law asked her, “Where did you glean today? Where did you work? Blessed be he
who took such generous notice of you!” So she told her mother-in-law whom she had worked
with, saying, “The name of the man with whom I worked today is Boaz.”
Naomi said to her daughter-in-law, “Blessed be he of the LORD, who has not failed in His
kindness to the living or to the dead! For,” Naomi explained to her daughter-in-law, “the man is
related to us; he is one of our redeeming kinsmen.”
Ruth the Moabite said, “He even told me, ‘Stay close by my workers until all my harvest is
finished.’”
And Naomi answered her daughter-in-law Ruth, “It is best, daughter, that you go out with his
girls, and not be annoyed in some other field.”
So she stayed close to the maidservants of Boaz, and gleaned until the barley harvest and the
wheat harvest were finished. Then she stayed at home with her mother-in-law.

3
Naomi, her mother-in-law, said to her, “Daughter, I must seek a home for you, where you may
be happy.
Now there is our kinsman Boaz, whose girls you were close to. He will be winnowing barley on
the threshing floor tonight.
So bathe, anoint yourself, dress up, and go down to the threshing floor. But do not disclose
yourself to the man until he has finished eating and drinking.
When he lies down, note the place where he lies down, and go over and uncover his feet and lie
down. He will tell you what you are to do.”
She replied, “I will do everything you tell me.”
She went down to the threshing floor and did just as her mother-in-law had instructed her.
Boaz ate and drank, and in a cheerful mood went to lie down beside the grainpile. Then she went
over stealthily and uncovered his feet and lay down.
In the middle of the night, the man gave a start and pulled back—there was a woman lying at his
feet!
“Who are you?” he asked. And she replied, “I am your handmaid Ruth. Spread your robe over
your handmaid, for you are a redeeming kinsman.”
He exclaimed, “Be blessed of the LORD, daughter! Your latest deed of loyalty is greater than the
first, in that you have not turned to younger men, whether poor or rich.
And now, daughter, have no fear. I will do in your behalf whatever you ask, for all the elders of
my town know what a fine woman you are.
But while it is true I am a redeeming kinsman, there is another redeemer closer than I.
Stay for the night. Then in the morning, if he will act as a redeemer, good! let him redeem. But if
he does not want to act as redeemer for you, I will do so myself, as the LORD lives! Lie down
until morning.”
So she lay at his feet until dawn. She rose before one person could distinguish another, for he
thought, “Let it not be known that the woman came to the threshing floor.”
And he said, “Hold out the shawl you are wearing.” She held it while he measured out six
measures of barley, and he put it on her back. When she got back to the town,

she came to her mother-in-law, who asked, “How is it with you, daughter?” She told her all that
the man had done for her;
and she added, “He gave me these six measures of barley, saying to me, ‘Do not go back to your
mother-in-law empty-handed.’”
And Naomi said, “Stay here, daughter, till you learn how the matter turns out. For the man will
not rest, but will settle the matter today.”
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Meanwhile, Boaz had gone to the gate and sat down there. And now the redeemer whom Boaz
had mentioned passed by. He called, “Come over and sit down here, So-and-so!” And he came
over and sat down.
Then [Boaz] took ten elders of the town and said, “Be seated here”; and they sat down.
He said to the redeemer, “Naomi, now returned from the country of Moab, must sell the piece of
land which belonged to our kinsman Elimelech.
I thought I should disclose the matter to you and say: Acquire it in the presence of those seated
here and in the presence of the elders of my people. If you are willing to redeem it, redeem! But
if you will not redeem, tell me, that I may know. For there is no one to redeem but you, and I
come after you.” “I am willing to redeem it,” he replied.
Boaz continued, “When you acquire the property from Naomi and from Ruth the Moabite, you
must also acquire the wife of the deceased, so as to perpetuate the name of the deceased upon his
estate.”
The redeemer replied, “Then I cannot redeem it for myself, lest I impair my own estate. You take
over my right of redemption, for I am unable to exercise it.”
Now this was formerly done in Israel in cases of redemption or exchange: to validate any
transaction, one man would take off his sandal and hand it to the other. Such was the practice in
Israel.
So when the redeemer said to Boaz, “Acquire for yourself,” he drew off his sandal.
And Boaz said to the elders and to the rest of the people, “You are witnesses today that I am
acquiring from Naomi all that belonged to Elimelech and all that belonged to Chilion and
Mahlon.
I am also acquiring Ruth the Moabite, the wife of Mahlon, as my wife, so as to perpetuate the
name of the deceased upon his estate, that the name of the deceased may not disappear from
among his kinsmen and from the gate of his home town. You are witnesses today.”

All the people at the gate and the elders answered, “We are. May the LORD make the woman
who is coming into your house like Rachel and Leah, both of whom built up the House of Israel!
Prosper in Ephrathah and perpetuate your name in Bethlehem!
And may your house be like the house of Perez whom Tamar bore to Judah—through the
offspring which the LORD will give you by this young woman.”
So Boaz married Ruth; she became his wife, and he cohabited with her. The LORD let her
conceive, and she bore a son.
And the women said to Naomi, “Blessed be the LORD, who has not withheld a redeemer from
you today! May his name be perpetuated in Israel!
He will renew your life and sustain your old age; for he is born of your daughter-in-law, who
loves you and is better to you than seven sons.”
Naomi took the child and held it to her bosom. She became its foster mother,
and the women neighbors gave him a name, saying, “A son is born to Naomi!” They named him
Obed; he was the father of Jesse, father of David.
This is the line of Perez: Perez begot Hezron,
Hezron begot Ram, Ram begot Ammi-nadab,
Amminadab begot Nahshon, Nahshon begot Salmon,
Salmon begot Boaz, Boaz begot Obed,
Obed begot Jesse, and Jesse begot David.

