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Opening of the Heart: Becoming a Jewish Grandparent
Source Sheet by Jane Shapiro 

Dara Horn: The World to Come
“There is a moment that has happened over and over again, in every place children have ever slept, on 
every dark night for the past ten thousand years, that almost everyone who was once a child will forever 
remember. It happens when you are being tucked into bed, on a dark and frightened night when the 
sounds of the nighttime outside are drowned out only by the far more frightening sounds in your head. 
You have already gone to bed, have tried to go to bed, but because of whatever sounds you hear in your 
head you have failed to go to bed, and someone much older than you, someone so old that you cannot 
even imagine yourself becoming that old, has come to sit beside you and make sure you fall asleep. But 
the moment that everyone who was once a child will remember is not the story the unfathomably old 
person tells you, or the lullaby he sings for you, but rather the moment right after the story or song has 
ended. You are lying there with your eyes closed, not sleeping just yet but noticing that the sounds inside 
your head seem to have vanished, and you know, through closed eyes, that the person beside you thinks 
that you are asleep and is simply watching you. In that fraction of an instant between when that person 
stops singing and when that person decides to rise from the bed and disappear -- a tiny rehearsal, though 
you do not know it yet, of what will eventually happen for good -- time holds still, and you can feel, 
through closed eyes, how that person, watching your still, small face in the darkness, has suddenly 
realized that you are the reason his life matters. 

David Raphael “The Afghan” 
It was the perfectly silly Zayde game. I covered Bina up with the blanket and she’d pretend to be asleep. I 
pulled the blanket back and she giggled and announced “awake”. We did this 10 or 11 times until it was 
time for another game. 
But as she climbed off the couch, I realized that the blanket we had been playing with was, in fact, an 
Afghan knitted, over 55 years ago, by Nana Francis, my grandmother, her great-great-grandmother. 
Among our tasks as Nana’s grandchildren was to partner with her in the creation of afghans by holding 
up the hanks of yarn as she wound them into balls. We’d sit on the small ottoman across from her in her 
lounge chair, two hands raised and moving back and forth as the wool strands traversed the distance 
between us. I close my eyes, and I am still there; sitting erect, synchronizing the movement of my arms 
with the flow of the yarn. 
The threads of Nana’s afghan stretch back hundreds of years. To Horodenka, in the Ukraine, then part of 
the Austrian Hungarian Empire; to Francis’s birth in New York 1904. To Argyle Road in Brooklyn, 
where two sisters were raised and where the younger “Billie” first met Alvin; to Bayside Queens where a 
family of three girls and one boy were raised. The Afghan found its corporeal form, a V pattern of reds, 
oranges, yellows, and greens, knitted together in a small Cape Cod house on Thornhill Avenue in Little 
Neck, where Pop Max read the “Fovards” while the knitting needles flew in Nana Frances’ hands. It was 
there that eight cousins –laughed, giggled, played tag, Monopoly and the Game of Life; where Nana 
soaked us in steaming hot baths and scrubbed us with loofa pads. It listened as we laughed at 
“Nanaisms”, aphorisms, perhaps from the old country. Our favorite: “Don’t hold your nose, the smell will 
go in your mouth”. But it was also with us when we cried in the days following my father’s death and 
cried again when Nana and Pop passed. It was there when we graduated from college, met our wives and 
husbands and watched in amazement as our own children were born – and when children were born to 
our children. 
And now it has found its way to a row home on Abell Avenue in Baltimore, where my 18-month old 
granddaughter toddles across the floor, listens to Raffi and cuddles with stuffed animals, while I watch 
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her with amazement, delight and, simple, pure joy. 
Through the years, the edges have frayed, and moths have found its wool fibers. But its colors remain 
vibrant and it still offers comfort and warmth. Today, more than a half-century after they were knitted 
with love and devotion, Nana’s afghans have followed her progeny; grandchildren, great-great-
grandchildren, and now great-great-great-grandchildren, from Atlanta, Baltimore, New York, Boston, 
New Orleans to Jerusalem. 
We knit our lives and wrap our children and grandchildren in the cloths of our memories. 

Stardust. Unconditional love is the magic bridge that spans the generations: we love them 
unconditionally, and they love us back without reservations.  It's a two-way experience. It grows the 
children and gentles the grandparents. 
Jane Isay, from Unconditional Love

Discussion Question
How do Horn, Raphael and, Isay capture the relationship between grandparent and grandchild?

Genesis 48:1-20 בראשית מ״ח:א׳-כ׳
ף ִהֵּנ֥ה  אֶמר ְליֹוֵס֔ ֹ֣ ֶּלה ַוּי ים ָהֵא֔ (א) וַיְהִ֗י ַאֲחֵר֙י ַהְּדָבִר֣

ה  ח ֶאת־ְׁשֵנ֤י ָבנָי֙ו ִעּ֔מֹו ֶאת־ְמנֶַּׁש֖ יL חֶֹל֑ה ַוּיִַּק֞ ָאִב֖
ף  אֶמר ִהֵּנ֛ה ִּבנLְ֥ יֹוֵס֖ ֹ֕ ב ַוּי ֹ֔ יִם׃ (ב) ַוּיֵַּג֣ד ְליֲַעק ְוֶאת־ֶאְפָרֽ

אֶמר  ֹ֤ ל ַוֵּיֶׁ֖שב ַעל־ַהִּמָּטֽה׃ (ג) ַוּי יL ַוּיְִתַחּזֵ֙ק יְִׂשָרֵא֔ א ֵאֶל֑ ָּב֣
ַען  ֶרץ ְּכָנ֑ י נְִרָאֽה־ֵאַל֥י ְּב֖לּוז ְּבֶא֣ ל ַׁשַּד֛ ף ֵא֥ יֲַעקֹ֙ב ֶאל־יֹוֵס֔

 L י ִהנְִנ֤י ַמְפְרL֙ ְוִהְרִּביִת֔ אֶמר ֵאַל֗ ֹ֣ ֶר` אִֹתֽי׃ (ד) ַוּי ַויְָב֖
 L֥את ְלזְַרֲע ֹ֛ ֶרץ ַהּז י ֶאת־ָהָא֧ ַתִּת֜ ים ְונָ֨ ל ַעִּמ֑ יL ִלְקַה֣ ּונְַתִּת֖

 L֜ים ְל ה ְׁשֵנֽי־ָבנֶיL֩ ַהּנֹוָלִד֨ יL ֲאֻחַּז֥ת עֹוָלֽם׃ (ה) ְוַעָּת֡ ַאֲחֶר֖
יִ֙ם  ם ֶאְפַר֙ יְָמה ִלי־ֵה֑ י ֵאֶל֛יL ִמְצַר֖ יִם ַעד־ּבִֹא֥ ֶרץ ִמְצַר֗ ְּבֶא֣

 L֛ן ְוִׁשְמ֖עֹון ִיְֽהיּו־ִלֽי׃ (ו) ּומֹוַלְדְּת ה ִּכְראּוֵב֥ ּוְמנֶַּׁש֔
ם יִָּקְר֖אּו  ם ֲאֵחיֶה֛ ל ֵׁש֧ ם ְלL֣ יְִה֑יּו ַע֣ אֲׁשֶר־הֹולַ֥דְּתָ ַאֲחֵריֶה֖
ֶרץ  ל ְּבֶא֤ י ָרֵח֜ ָת֩ה ָעַל֨ ן ֵמ֩ י ִמַּפָּד֗ ְּבנֲַחָלָתֽם׃ (ז) ַוֲאִנ֣י ׀ ְּבבִֹא֣
ָה  ָתה ָוֶאְקְּבֶר֤ א ֶאְפָר֑ ֹ֣ ֶרץ ָלב ֶר` ְּב֥עֹוד ִּכְבַרת־ֶא֖ ַע֙ן ַּבֶּד֔ ְּכנַ֙

ל  ית ָלֶֽחם׃ (ח) ַוַּיְ֥רא יְִׂשָרֵא֖ וא ֵּב֥ ת ִה֖ ֶר` ֶאְפָר֔ ָּׁש֙ם ְּבֶד֣
אֶמר יֹוֵס֙ף  ֹ֤ אֶמר ִמי־ֵאֶּֽלה׃ (ט) ַוּי ֹ֖ ף ַוּי ֶאת־ְּבֵנ֣י יֹוֵס֑

ר  ים ָּבֶז֑ה ַוּיֹאַמ֕ ם ֲאֶׁשר־ָנַֽתן־ִל֥י ֱאlִה֖ יו ָּבַנ֣י ֵה֔ אֶל־ָאִב֔
ֶקן  ֹ֔ י ַוֲאָבֲרֵכֽם׃ (י) ְוֵעיֵנ֤י יְִׂשָרֵאל֙ ָּכְב֣דּו ִמּז ֶחם־ָנ֥א ֵאַל֖ ָקֽ
ק  ם ַויְַחֵּב֥ ק ָלֶה֖ יו ַוּיִַּׁש֥ ל ִלְר֑אֹות ַוּיֵַּגׁ֤ש אָֹת֙ם ֵאָל֔ l֥א יּוַכ֖

ה ָפֶנ֖יl֣ Lא  ֹ֥ ף ְרא אֶמר יְִׂשָרֵאל֙ ֶאל־יֹוֵס֔ ֹ֤ ָלֶהֽם׃ (יא) ַוּי
ים ַּג֥ם ֶאת־זְַרֶעLֽ׃ (יב)  י ֱאlִה֖ ה אִֹת֛ ה ֶהְרָא֥ ְלִּתי ְוִהּנֵ֨ ִפָּל֑

יו ָאְֽרָצה׃  חּו ְלַאָּפ֖ יו ַוּיְִׁשַּת֥ ם ִּבְרָּכ֑ ם ֵמִע֣ ף אָֹת֖ ַוּיֹוֵצ֥א יֹוֵס֛
אל  ֹ֣ יִם ִּבֽיִמינֹ֙ו ִמְּׂשמ ח יֹוֵס֮ף ֶאת־ְׁשנֵיֶה֒ם ֶאת־ֶאְפַר֤ (יג) ַוּיִַּק֣

ל ַוּיֵַּגׁ֖ש  ין יְִׂשָרֵא֑ ה ִבְׂשמֹא֖לֹו ִמיִמ֣ ל ְוֶאת־ְמנֶַּׁש֥ יְִׂשָרֵא֔
אׁש  ֹ֤ ֶׁשת ַעל־ר ל ֶאת־יְִמי֜נֹו ַוּיָ֨ ֵאָלֽיו׃ (יד) ַוּיְִׁשַל֩ח יְִׂשָרֵא֨
ה  אׁש ְמנֶַּׁש֑ ֹ֣ יר ְוֶאת־ְׂשמֹא֖לֹו ַעל־ר יִ֙ם ְו֣הּוא ַהָּצִע֔ ֶאְפַר֙

(1) Some time afterward, Joseph was told, “Your 
father is ill.” So he took with him his two sons, 
Manasseh and Ephraim. (2) When Jacob was told, 
“Your son Joseph has come to see you,” Israel 
summoned his strength and sat up in bed. (3) And 
Jacob said to Joseph, “El Shaddai appeared to me at 
Luz in the land of Canaan, and He blessed me, (4) and 
said to me, ‘I will make you fertile and numerous, 
making of you a community of peoples; and I will 
assign this land to your offspring to come for an 
everlasting possession.’ (5) Now, your two sons, who 
were born to you in the land of Egypt before I came 
to you in Egypt, shall be mine; Ephraim and 
Manasseh shall be mine no less than Reuben and 
Simeon. (6) But progeny born to you after them shall 
be yours; they shall be recorded instead of their 
brothers in their inheritance. (7) I [do this because], 
when I was returning from Paddan, Rachel died, to 
my sorrow, while I was journeying in the land of 
Canaan, when still some distance short of Ephrath; 
and I buried her there on the road to Ephrath”—now 
Bethlehem. (8) Noticing Joseph’s sons, Israel asked, 
“Who are these?” (9) And Joseph said to his father, 
“They are my sons, whom God has given me here.” 
“Bring them up to me,” he said, “that I may bless 
them.” (10) Now Israel’s eyes were dim with age; he 
could not see. So [Joseph] brought them close to him, 
and he kissed them and embraced them. (11) And 
Israel said to Joseph, “I never expected to see you 
again, and here God has let me see your children as 
well.” (12) Joseph then removed them from his knees, 
and bowed low with his face to the ground. (13) 
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ף  ֶר` ֶאת־יֹוֵס֖ ה ַהְּבֽכֹור׃ (טו) ַויְָב֥ י ְמנֶַּׁש֖ יו ִּכ֥ ִׂשֵּכל֙ ֶאת־יָָד֔
ם  וַּיֹאמַ֑ר הָֽאlֱהִ֡ים אֲׁשֶר֩ הִתְהַּלְכּ֨ו אֲֹבתַ֤י לְפָנָיו֙ ַאְבָרָה֣

י ַעד־ַהּ֥יֹום ַהֶּזֽה׃ (טז)  י ֵמעֹוִד֖ ה אִֹת֔ ק ָהֱֽאlִהי֙ם ָהרֶֹע֣ ְויְִצָח֔
א  ֮̀ ֶאת־ַהּנְָעִרי֒ם ְויִָּקֵר֤ ע יְָבֵר י ִמָּכל־ָר֗ ל אִֹת֜ ̀֩ ַהּגֵֹא֨ ַהַּמְלָא
ֶרב  ב ְּבֶק֥ ֹ֖ ק ְויְִדּ֥גּו ָלר ם ְויְִצָח֑ בָהֶם֙ ׁשְמִ֔י וְׁשֵ֥ם אֲֹבתַ֖י ַאְבָרָה֣

יו יַד־יְִמי֛נֹו  ָהָאֶֽרץ׃ (יז) וַּיַ֣רְא יֹוסֵ֗ף ּכִי־יָׁשִ֨ית ָאִב֧
יר  יו ְלָהִס֥ עַל־ֹר֥אׁש אֶפְרַ֖יִם וַּיֵ֣רַע ּבְעֵינָ֑יו וַּיִתְֹמ֣` יַד־ָאִב֗
אֶמר  ֹ֧ אׁש ְמנֶַּׁשֽה׃ (יח) ַוּי ֹ֥ יִם ַעל־ר ל רֹאׁש־ֶאְפַר֖ ּה ֵמַע֥ אָֹת֛

 Lְ֖ים יְִמינ ר ִׂש֥ ֹ֔ י ִּכי־ֶז֣ה ַהְּבכ ן ָאִב֑ ֣ יו lא־כֵ ֖ יֹוסֵ֛ף אֶל־ָאבִ
ְעִּתי  ְעִּתֽי ְבנִ֙י יַָד֔ ֹ֙אֶמ֙ר יַָד֤ יו ַוּי ַעל־רֹאֽׁשֹו׃ (יט) וַיְמָאֵ֣ן ָאִב֗
יו ַהָּקטֹ֙ן  ּגַם־הּ֥וא יִֽהְיֶה־ּלְעָ֖ם וְגַם־הּ֣וא יִגְּדָ֑ל וְאּולָ֗ם ָאִח֤
ם ַּבּ֣יֹום  ֲרֵכ֜ ּנּו ְוזְַר֖עֹו יְִהֶי֥ה ְמlֽא־ַהּגֹוִיֽם׃ (כ) ַויְָב֨ ל ִמֶּמ֔ יִגְַּד֣
ים  ְמL֣ ֱאlִה֔ ר יְִׂשֽ ֹ֔ ` יְִׂשָרֵאל֙ ֵלאמ ַההּו֮א ֵלאמֹו֒ר ְּבL֗ יְָבֵר֤
יִם ִלְפֵנ֥י ְמנֶַּׁשֽה׃ ה ַוָּיֶׂ֥שם ֶאת־ֶאְפַר֖ יִם ְוִכְמנֶַּׁש֑ ְּכֶאְפַר֖

Joseph took the two of them, Ephraim with his right 
hand—to Israel’s left—and Manasseh with his left 
hand—to Israel’s right—and brought them close to 
him. (14) But Israel stretched out his right hand and 
laid it on Ephraim’s head, though he was the younger, 
and his left hand on Manasseh’s head—thus crossing 
his hands—although Manasseh was the first-born. 
(15) And he blessed Joseph, saying,  “The God in 
whose ways my fathers Abraham and Isaac walked,  
The God who has been my shepherd from my birth to 
this day— (16) The Angel who has redeemed me from 
all harm—  Bless the lads.  In them may my name be 
recalled,  And the names of my fathers Abraham and 
Isaac,  And may they be teeming multitudes upon the 
earth.” (17) When Joseph saw that his father was 
placing his right hand on Ephraim’s head, he thought 
it wrong; so he took hold of his father’s hand to move 
it from Ephraim’s head to Manasseh’s. (18) “Not so, 
Father,” Joseph said to his father, “for the other is the 
first-born; place your right hand on his head.” (19) 
But his father objected, saying, “I know, my son, I 
know. He too shall become a people, and he too shall 
be great. Yet his younger brother shall be greater than 
he, and his offspring shall be plentiful enough for 
nations.” (20) So he blessed them that day, saying, 
“By you shall Israel invoke blessings, saying: God 
make you like Ephraim and Manasseh.” Thus he put 
Ephraim before Manasseh.

Group Discussion or Chevruta Questions
1. Does the text suggest anything about the relationship between Jacob and his son Joseph? How

would you describe this relationship?
2. Why do you think Jacob would want to claim the two children as his own?
3. Can you recall any of these feelings in your own experience as a parent or grandparent?

Ruth 4 רות ד׳
נֵה ֶנ֥גֶד ַהּֽיְֹׁשִבי֮ם  ר ְק֠ ֹ֗ ה ָאזְנLְ֣ ֵלאמ ֧ לֶ גְ י אֶ ּתִ רְ (ד) וַאֲנִ֨י ָאמַ֜

י  ל ַהִּג֣יָדה ִּל֗ ל ְוִאם־l֨א יִגְַא֜ וְנֶ֣גֶד זִקְנֵ֣י עַּמִי֒ אִם־ּתִגְַאל֙ ְּגָא֔
 Lי י ַאֲחֶר֑ ֖ ואדע [וְאֵֽדְעָה֙] ּכִ֣י אֵ֤ין זּולָֽתLְ֙ לִגְאֹ֔ול וְָאֹנכִ

 Lַ֥עז ְּביֹום־ְקנֹוְת ֹ֔ אֶמר ּב ֹ֣ י ֶאגְָאֽל׃ (ה) ַוּי וַּיֹ֖אמֶר ָאנִֹכ֥
י ּ֠וֵמֵאת ֣רּות ַהּמֹוֲאִבָּי֤ה ֵאֶֽׁשת־ַהֵּמ֙ת  ה ִמַּי֣ד נֳָעִמ֑ ַהָּׂשֶד֖
ת ַעל־נֲַחָלֽתֹו׃ (ו)  ים ֵׁשם־ַהֵּמ֖ יָתה] ְלָהִק֥ קניתי [ָקנִ֔

ית  י ֶּפן־ַאְׁשִח֖ וַּיֹ֣אמֶר הַּגֹאֵ֗ל l֤א אּוכַל֙ לגאול־[לִגְָאל־] ִל֔
ל  י lא־אּוַכ֖ י ִּכ֥ אֶת־נַחֲלָתִ֑י ּגְַאל־ְלL֤ ַאָּת֙ה ֶאת־ְּגֻאָּלִת֔

ל ַעל־ַהְּגאּוָּל֤ה  ים ְּביְִׂשָרֵא֜ ל׃ (ז) ְוזֹא֩ת ְלָפנִ֨ ֹֽ ִלגְא
ן  יׁש נֲַע֖לֹו ְונַָת֣ ר ָׁשַל֥ף ִא֛ ְוַעל־ַהְּתמּוָר֙ה ְלַקֵּי֣ם ָּכל־ָּדָב֔
ל  אֶמר ַהּגֵֹא֛ ֹ֧ ה ְּביְִׂשָרֵאֽל׃ (ח) ַוּי את ַהְּתעּוָד֖ ֹ֥ הּו ְוז ְלֵרֵע֑

(4) 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. (5) 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.” (6) 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.” (7) Now 
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ים  ַעז ַלּזְֵקנִ֜ ֹ֨ ` ַוּיְִׁשl֖ף נֲַעֽלֹו׃ (ט) ַוּיֹאֶמ֩ר ּב ַעז ְקנֵה־ָל֑ ֹ֖ ְלב
ר  יִת֙י ֶאת־ָּכל־ֲאֶׁש֣ י ָקנִ֙ ים ַאֶּת֙ם ַהּ֔יֹום ִּכ֤ ם ֵעִד֤ ְוָכל־ָהָע֗

ר ְלִכְל֖יֹון ּוַמְח֑לֹון ִמַּי֖ד נֳָעִמֽי׃ (י)  ת ָּכל־ֲאֶׁש֥ ֶל` ְוֵא֛ ֶלֱֽאִליֶמ֔
ה  י ְלִאָּׁש֗ ֶׁשת ַמְח֜לֹון ָקִנ֧יִתי ִל֣ ְוַג֣ם ֶאת־֣רּות ַהּמֲֹאִבּיָ֩ה ֵא֨

ת  ת ֵׁשם־ַהֵּמ֛ ים ֵׁשם־ַהֵּמ֙ת ַעל־ַנֲ֣חָל֔תֹו ְוlא־יִָּכֵר֧ ְלָהִק֤
ם ַהּיֹֽום׃ (יא)  ים ַאֶּת֖ ַער ְמקֹו֑מֹו ֵעִד֥ יו ּוִמַּׁש֣ ם ֶאָח֖ ֵמִע֥

ה  ים יִֵּת֩ן יְהָו֨ ַער ְוַהּזְֵקִנ֖ים ֵעִד֑ ם ֲאֶׁשר־ַּבַּׁש֛ אְמ֜רּו ָּכל־ָהָע֧ ֹ֨ ַוּי
ר ָּב֤נּו  אֶֽת־הָאִּׁשָ֜ה הַּבָאָ֣ה אֶל־ּבֵיתLֶ֗ ּכְרָחֵ֤ל ׀ ּוכְלֵָא֙ה ֲאֶׁש֨

ָתה  יִל ְּבֶאְפָר֔ ל ַוֲעֵׂשה־ַח֣ ית יְִׂשָרֵא֔ ְׁשֵּתיֶה֙ם ֶאת־ֵּב֣
ֶרץ  ית ֶּפ֔ י ֵבֽיְתL֙ ְּכֵב֣ ית ָלֶֽחם׃ (יב) ִויִה֤ ם ְּבֵב֥ ּוְקָרא־ֵׁש֖

 L֔ן יְהָו֙ה ְל ר יִֵּת֤ ַרע ֲאֶׁש֨ ה ִמן־ַהּזֶ֗ ר ִלֽיהּוָד֑ ה ָתָמ֖ ֲאֶׁשר־יְָלָד֥
ַעז ֶאת־רּו֙ת ַוְּתִהי־֣לֹו  ֹ֤ ח ּב ה ַהּזֹֽאת׃ (יג) ַוּיִַּק֨ ִמן־ַהּֽנֲַעָר֖

ֶלד ֵּבֽן׃ (יד)  ן יְהָו֥ה ָלּ֛ה ֵהָר֖יֹון ַוֵּת֥ יָה ַוּיִֵּת֨ א ֵאֶל֑ ֹ֖ ה ַוּיָב ְלִאָּׁש֔
ֶׁשר l֣א  ה ֲא֠ י ָּב֣רּו` יְהָו֔ ְרנָה ַהּנִָׁשי֙ם ֶאֽל־נֳָעִמ֔ ַוּתֹאַמ֤

יָה  א ְׁש֖מֹו ְּביְִׂשָרֵאֽל׃ (טו) ְוָה֤ ל ַהּ֑יֹום ְויִָּקֵר֥ ית ָל֛` ּגֵֹא֖ ִהְׁשִּב֥
 ` י ַכָּלֵת֤ ` ִּכ֣ ל ֶאת־ֵׂשיָבֵת֑ ֶפׁש ּוְלַכְלֵּכ֖ יב נֶ֔ ̀֙ ְלֵמִׁש֣ ָל

ה  ` ִמִּׁשְבָע֖ ּתּו ֲאֶׁשר־ִהי֙א ֣טֹוָבה ָל֔ ̀֙ יְָלַד֔ ֶת אֲ ֶֽׁשר־ֲאֵהַב֙
ּה  הּו ְבֵחיָק֔ ֶל֙ד ַוְּתִׁשֵת֣ י ֶאת־ַהּיֶ֙ ח נֳָעִמ֤ ָּבִנֽים׃ (טז) ַוִּתַּק֨

ר  ֹ֔ ַוְּתִהי־֖לֹו ְלאֶֹמֽנֶת׃ (יז) ַוִּתְקֶראנָ֩ה ֨לֹו ַהְּׁשֵכ֥נֹות ֵׁש֙ם ֵלאמ
י  י ֲאִב֥ ד ֥הּוא ֲאִבי־יִַׁש֖ אָנֽה ְׁשמֹ֙ו עֹוֵב֔ י ַוִּתְקֶר֤ ן ְלנֳָעִמ֑ יַֻּלד־ֵּב֖

ָדִוֽד׃ (פ) 

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. (8) So when the 
redeemer said to Boaz, “Acquire for yourself,” he 
drew off his sandal. (9) 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. (10) 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.” (11) 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! (12) 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.” (13) So Boaz married Ruth; 
she became his wife, and he cohabited with her. The 
LORD let her conceive, and she bore a son. (14) 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! (15) 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.” (16) Naomi took the 
child and held it to her bosom. She became its foster 
mother, (17) 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. 

Questions
1. What role does Naomi seem to play here, beyond caring for the baby?
2. How would you describe her relationship to her daughter-in-law as the book concludes? Does it

seem to be consistent with the rest of the story?
3. How might Naomi’s actions link to the final lines of the book (Megillah)?
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