
Building Community by Helping Each Other 

Ruth 3:1-5, 4:13-17 

Today’s sermon is the second in a short series of sermons on building community.  This 

week we saw another sad illustration of why the work of building community is so vitally 

important when we witnessed one more tragic incident where a deranged gunman 

entered a public facility and killed numerous people in a rampage of hate.  We may not 

always be able to protect ourselves from these kinds of happenings, but we can cultivate 

the kind of community where they are far less likely to happen, and where people can 

recover more quickly should they ever occur. That’s why it’s so important to cultivate 

community – to strengthen the bonds between people – to enrich the overall quality of 

culture that sustains people – and to nurture one another toward a more abundant life. 

This week our Invitational Ministry Team hosted a banquet for the leaders of those 

community organizations that use our facility.  All told, about 20 different organizations 

meet in our building on a regular basis.  Leaders from Narcotics Anonymous, Al Anon, 

two different yoga groups, the Scouts, the High Altitooters, 2 different Home Owners 

Associations, Quilters, Emmaus Women, Sun Mountain Holistic Community, Community 

Partnership, and Dress A Girl Around the World were present to be honored at our 

banquet for the good work they do in building, supporting, and sustaining community in 

Woodland Park, Teller County, and the wider world.  I’m glad to be part of a church that 

celebrates Open Hearts, Open Minds, and Open Doors! A church that partners with other 

organizations to build community in this community and around the world.  A church that 

takes seriously Jesus’ admonition to love one another and all. 

In last week’s sermon from the book of Ruth – the first sermon in this series on building 

community – we saw that we begin to build community by sticking together.  It was such 

an obvious point that I was almost embarrassed to make a sermon of it.  But, as we have 

seen, we live in a culture that’s coming apart instead of coming together, and someone 

has to take the initiative in calling us to stick together in a larger community of inclusion 

and embrace instead of separating into the small likeminded and often hostile 

communities that are forming in our day.   

You see, Ruth demonstrated the stick-to-itiveness needed to create and sustain a 

community of inclusion and embrace when she, a Moabite woman, decided to stay with 

Naomi, her Israelite mother-in-law, after they were both widowed.  Ruth decided to stick 

with Naomi despite all the differences of history and culture that separated the two of 

them.  In fact, it would have been very easy for her to return to her own parochial Moabite 

community, but she refused to abandon the new community into which she had been 

grafted.  So, when Naomi urged her to return to her own kith and kin, Ruth said, “Do not 

press me to leave you or to turn back from following you! Where you go, I will go; where 

you lodge, I will lodge; your people shall be my people, and your God my God. Where 

you die, I will die – there will I be buried.” (Ruth 1:16-17)  

By sticking by Naomi, Ruth not only returned with Naomi to live in Israel, but she became 

part of a new community in Bethlehem.  More than this, she became a foremother to our 



own community in this place today.  For as our text tells us, she remarried in Israel and 

bore a son who became the grandfather of King David, an ancestor to our Messiah!  But 

that’s the rest of the story that we must now explore.  So, let’s fill in the blanks. 

As we have seen, Ruth refused to leave Naomi when Naomi migrated from Moab back 

to her home in Bethlehem.  And so, the two arrived in Bethlehem at the beginning of the 

barley harvest, and Ruth went out to glean in the fields of a nearby farmer – a man named 

Boaz – who happened to be related to Naomi’s deceased husband, Elimelech.    

When Boaz saw Ruth reaping in his field, he said, “Now listen, my daughter, do not go to 

glean in another field or leave this one, but keep close to my young women. Keep your 

eyes on the field that is being reaped, and follow behind them. I have ordered the young 

men not to bother you. If you get thirsty, go to the vessels and drink from what the young 

men have drawn.”  (Ruth 2:8-9) Boaz went on to pronounce a blessing on Ruth. Having 

heard of Ruth’s support for Naomi, Boaz said, “May the Lord reward you for your deeds, 

and may you have a full reward from the Lord, the God of Israel, under whose wings you 

have come for refuge!” (Ruth 2:12) 

Then, “At mealtime Boaz said to her, ‘Come here, and eat some of this bread, and dip 

your morsel in the sour wine.’ So she sat beside the reapers, and he heaped up for her 

some parched grain. She ate until she was satisfied, and she had some left over. When 

she got up to glean, Boaz instructed his young men, ‘Let her glean even among the 

standing sheaves, and do not reproach her. You must also pull out some handfuls for her 

from the bundles, and leave them for her to glean, and do not rebuke her.’” (Ruth 2:14-

16) 

This brings us to our text where we see Naomi telling Ruth how to secure the hand of 

Boaz in marriage.  She tells Ruth to dress in her best, to anoint herself with perfume, and 

then go at night to the threshing floor and lie down at the feet of a sleeping Boaz until he 

awakens and tells her what to do.  Ruth follows these directions to the T and does 

everything commanded by her mother-in-law.  That night, Boaz awakens to find Ruth 

lying at his feet in the dark, and asks the obvious question, “Who are you?” And Ruth 

responds, “I am Ruth, your servant; spread your cloak over your servant, for you are next-

of-kin.”  (Ruth 3:8-9)     

That was Ruth’s way of proposing to Boaz.  You see, Ruth was appealing here to the 

ancient practice of Levirate marriage, where a deceased man’s next of kin marries his 

widow and gives her children.  By doing this, the woman is cared for and the bloodline of 

the deceased man continues through any children born of this new union.   

In this instance, Boaz is both glad and willing to fulfill this duty, but there is a closer 

kinsman who has first right of refusal; in other words, only if he refuses to marry Ruth will 

Boaz be free to do so.   

So, Boaz meets the man and explains the situation, but the man refuses to marry Ruth. 

And that’s how Boaz and Ruth became husband and wife.  “So Boaz took Ruth and she 

became his wife.  When they came together, the Lord made her conceive, and she bore 



a son…Then Naomi (Ruth’s mother-in-law) took the child and laid him in her bosom, and 

became his nurse…They named him Obed; he became the father of Jesse, the father of 

David.”  (Ruth 4:13, 16-17) Now you know the rest of the story! 

So, how does this apply to us and to the topic of building community?  Well last week we 

saw that we build community by sticking together.  This week we see that we build 

community by helping each other. Ruth’s saga is literally filled with instances of people 

helping one another to attain the fullness of life and richness of blessing that’s described 

at the end of the story. 

• In Ruth chapter one we see Ruth sticking with Naomi, traveling with her and 

caring for her during their long migration from Moab back to Bethlehem. (Ruth 

1:6-19) 

• In Ruth chapter two we see Ruth gleaning in the fields to provide grain for 

herself and for Naomi. We also see Boaz providing for Ruth, protecting her 

from harm, pointing her toward God, and blessing her in God’s name.  (Ruth 

2:1-3, 8-16) 

• In Ruth chapter three we see Naomi telling Ruth how best to win Boaz’ hand 

in marriage, and we see Boaz accepting Ruth’s marriage proposal.  We also 

see Boaz once more providing grain to fill Ruth and Naomi’s larder in the 

interim. (Ruth 3:1-18) 

• In Ruth chapter four we see Boaz making all the necessary legal arrangements 

to marry Ruth. And after Obed is born, we see Naomi serving as his nurse, and 

doing what many of you are doing today in caring for your own grandchildren. 

(Ruth 4:1-12, 16) 

It’s out of this web of mutual care and concern that the community of the deceased men 

Elimelech and Mahlon, along with the community of their widows, Naomi and Ruth, is 

sustained and reborn in a new family with Boaz, Ruth, Obed, and Naomi.  But none of 

this community building would have happened had they not stuck together and helped 

each other.  You see, it is by helping one another that we create community rather than 

disunity – concord rather than discord.   

Once again, it’s such a simple lesson that I’m almost embarrassed to make a sermon of 

it.  But in the present day and age, where everyone seems so focused on their own 

advancement, and where many see others as competitors for life’s limited resources, I 

think it’s important to remember that we can only have life-giving and life-enriching 

community where people are willing to help one another.  

Well, we’ve been talking today about a woman named Naomi.  Some time ago I came 

across a poem by another woman named Naomi, but not Naomi of the book of Ruth, 

rather Naomi Shihab Nye – the daughter of a Palestinian refugee.  The poem is entitled 

“Gate 4-A.”  Let me close by reading this poem which beautifully describes the kind of 

caring help that engenders community in a world so full of tragic divisions.  Naomi writes:   



After learning my flight was detained 4 hours, I heard the announcement: If anyone 

in the vicinity of gate 4-A understands any Arabic, please come to the gate 

immediately. 

Well—one pauses these days. Gate 4-A was my own gate. I went there. 

An older woman in full traditional Palestinian dress, just like my grandma wore, 

was crumpled to the floor, wailing loudly. Help, said the flight service person. Talk 

to her. What is her problem? We told her the flight was going to be four hours late 

and she did this. 

I put my arm around her and spoke to her haltingly. 

Shu dow-a, shu- biduck habibti, stani schway, min fadlick, sho bit se-wee? 

(Translation: “Duaa (girl’s name) what do you want honey, wait, wait a second, 

please, what are you doing?”) 

The minute she heard any words she knew—however poorly used—she stopped 

crying. She thought our flight had been canceled entirely. She needed to be in El 

Paso for some major medical treatment the following day. I said no, no, we’re fine, 

you’ll get there, just late, Who is picking you up? Let’s call him and tell him. 

We called her son and I spoke with him in English. 

I told him I would stay with his mother till we got on the plane and would ride next 

to her—Southwest. She talked to him. Then we called her other sons just for the 

fun of it. Then we called my dad and he and she spoke for a while in Arabic and 

found out of course they had ten shared friends. 

Then I thought just for the heck of it why not call some Palestinian poets I know 

and let them chat with her. This all took up about 2 hours. She was laughing a lot 

by then. Telling about her life. Answering Questions. 

She had pulled a sack of homemade mamool cookies—little powdered sugar 

crumbly mounds stuffed with dates and nuts—out of her bag—and was offering 

them to all the women at the gate. 

To my amazement, not a single woman declined one. It was like a sacrament. The 

traveler from Argentina, the traveler from California, the lovely woman from 

Laredo—we were all covered with the same powdered sugar. And smiling. There 

are no better cookies. 

And then the airline broke out the free beverages from huge coolers—non-

alcoholic—and the two little girls for our flight, one African American, one Mexican 

American—ran around serving us all apple juice and lemonade and they were 

covered with powdered sugar too. 

And I noticed my new best friend—by now we were holding hands—had a potted 

plant poking out of her bag, some medicinal thing, With green furry leaves. Such 



an old country traveling tradition. Always carry a plant. Always stay rooted to 

somewhere. 

And I looked around that gate of late and weary ones and thought, this is the world 

I want to live in. The shared world. Not a single person in this gate—once the crying 

of confusion stopped—has seemed apprehensive about any other person. 

They took the cookies. I wanted to hug all those other women too. This can still 

happen anywhere. 

Not everything is lost.1 

No, not everything is lost, though the nightly news might give us the impression that it is.  

No, not everything is lost, so long as there are people in the world willing to reach out to 

others with helping hands and to receive from others a cookie or two of kindness in return.  

Will we be that people? This is the way community is built – one act of helping at a time.  

You think about that.  Amen. 

 

          

 

                                            
1 Gate 4-A by Naomi Shihab Nye. Posted online at: https://kindnessblog.com/2015/11/20/wandering-
around-an-albuquerque-airport-terminal-by-naomi-shihab-nye/. Current as of November 8, 2018. 


