I’VE  BEEN  WORKING

Characters

Ruth

Boaz

Boaz:
Hello.

Ruth:
(keeping her eyes down):  My lord

Boaz:
I hear you’ve been gleaning in my fields

Ruth:
Is this wrong, my lord?  I’m sorry.  I’ll stop.

Boaz:
Did I say it was wrong?

Ruth:
No, sir.

Boaz:
My servant tells me you come from Moab

Ruth:
Yes, my lord.  Forgive me.  I’ll leave your fields.

Boaz:
Why would you do that?  Did I say to leave?

Ruth:
No, sir.  But I’m from Moab.  I’m a foreigner.

Boaz:
So you are.  What are you doing in Israel?

Ruth:
I came with my mother-in-law.  She is from your country.

Boaz:
And who is your mother-in-law?

Ruth:
She is called Naomi, who was married to Elimelech.

Boaz:
Well, there you go!  We’re relatives, you and I.  I’m related to 


Elimelech.

Ruth:
(Glaces up, with interest.)  Yes, my lord.  I know.

Boaz:
Where is your husband?  A married woman should not be gleaning.


Her husband should be supporting her.

Ruth:
I have no husband, my lord.

Boaz:
Well of course you do!  You can’t have a mother-in-law if you’re 


not married!

Ruth:
I’m a widow, sir.  My husband, Naomi’s son,  has died.

Boaz:
Well, I should be more careful of what I say.  How is the esteemed


Naomi?

Ruth:
She is well, now that she is in her own country.

Boaz:
But how about you?  You’re not in your country.

Ruth:
This is now my country, even if it does not accept me.  I left Moab


with Naomi.  To her, I swore an oath:  “Where you live, I will live.


Your people will be my people.  Your God, my God.  And where


you are buried, there will I be buried.

Boaz:
You have shown kindness to your mother-in-law.  Welcome home.

Ruth:
You are too kind, my lord.

Boaz
What are your plans for the rest of the day?

Ruth:
I shall continue gleaning the fields.  There is much work to be done.

Boaz:
Nonsense.  Were family.  Look over there.  That’s my field.  And over


there?  That’s mine, too.  And that one.  And I have lots of others.  You


don’t need to glean in anyone else’s fields.  Stay in my fields.

Ruth:
But how will I know for certain it is your field, my lord?

Boaz:
You see those women over there?  They work for me.

Ruth:
Yes?

Boaz:
You stay with them.  They only work in my fields.  You can glean where


they reap.  And if you get thirsty, help yourself to the water my men 


draw.

Ruth:
Why are you so kind to me, a stranger in your land?

Boaz:
Stranger?  What stranger?  You left your home to take care of Naomi, an


older woman who had no family to look after her.  You work hard 


gleaning the fields to support the two of you.  May the Lord God


bless you in the same measure you have blessed Naomi.

Ruth:
Thank you for your kind blessing.


Boaz:
It’s no more than you deserve.  Back to work:  We’ve all got work


to do.  Bye for now.  But I’ve got the funny feeling we’ll be seeing


more of each other.

