
Copyright Danielle Terceiro 2012

Naomi, your family came to Moab
You were hungry-
But were you also excited, exhilarated?
You had snuck out from under God's blanket during
Israel's night- so many judges, so few law keepers.
The hunger went away with your first Moabite harvest
But what had you really reaped?
Not excitement or exhilaration-
Gone, pitched away into the air,
Far from the graves of father and sons.
And me, I am not sure who I am
I was once a daughter, a wife
What am I now? A daughter- in- law?
I am foreign to myself, perhaps to others.
I am not sure where I should be
But I can't rest here
I'll take your slipstream, Naomi, to Bethlehem
And I'll wonder all the way-
Am I going home, or into exile?
Naomi, you and I were a tiny knot,
Pulled tight, tighter
At the point where loss and bitterness meet.
Now we are beautifully undone,
Hope stretches out
And is rolled back into a ball of
Family, close family.
Thank you Boaz.
Boaz, you know the letter of the law,
And you've filed it away, carefully.
You know all the regulations
You're the CEO of a kind harvest
A harvest certifiably kind to widows and their mothers.
I know it was more than Naomi's slipstream
That drew me here.
Sometimes I dream that I am still making my way
Somewhere on the way to Bethlehem
Wondering whether I should start searching for memories-
Of my parents, of Orpah, of the husband of my youth.
There are no signposts here, in my dream
And each time I think- next time I'm here
I'll plant a signpost, because I know
Others will make this trip too.
There is always the donkey at my side,
Nudging me home
And then there is always the cry of a baby
My baby, waking me
Ready to be fed.
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