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Dedication

For Jouetta:
a mother of selfless devotion, deep faith, abiding joy, and a little mischief. I’m so grateful I married your son, so I get to call you “Mom” too.





Epigraph

See, I am doing a new thing!

Now it springs up; do you not perceive it?

I am making a way in the wilderness

and streams in the wasteland.

—ISAIAH 43:19
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Introduction

Have you ever had one of those days? A day when it seems like everything that happens gets in the way of your progress and plans? I had one of those in 2021, and the lesson it taught me is at the heart of this book. It can be hard to keep your mind focused on things above when circumstances here on Earth seem to be specifically aimed at stealing your joy, but nothing we encounter in life is without purpose.

It was early morning. I had an event planned for a Saturday evening, hundreds of miles from my home. We had rolled out of bed to get to the airport, boarded, and were ready to go at 7:45 a.m.—a stretch for me as I normally don’t get to bed after work until 2:30 a.m. I hadn’t done much but throw on some relatively presentable casual clothes after brushing my teeth. That’s when the announcements began. “We’ve got a minor mechanical issue to rectify and then we’ll be on our way.”

I have a confession to make: I am a closet travel agent. It’s not just that I love to actually go places; it’s that I want to investigate and research every possible option long before I lock in the plans themselves. So when I heard about the delay, I also began to dig up all the possible options to get us to our event on time. There was another flight leaving for our connecting city very soon, but we’d have to abandon the flight we were on and take our chances that our luggage would make it. We rolled the dice. After several more close calls and irritating delays, we landed safely at our destination.

Time was tight, but I was confident that I could still pull together my hair and makeup and take out my secret weapon: the black dress that does not wrinkle. Speaking of wrinkles, guess what happened when we checked for our baggage? You can see where this is going. Panic began to set in. The only luggage that had made it was the one with my swimwear. I couldn’t exactly take the stage in a Miraclesuit and a sarong.

The baggage office at the airport told me there was a “good chance” the missing bags would show up on the next flight coming in from the city we had just connected through. By my calculation I could hit up a local drug store and pull off an emergency makeover, but I might still have to show up on stage in glorified sweats. I was sleep-deprived and beginning to lose it, my worry intensified by the news that the rental car company couldn’t find us a vehicle—despite our reservation.

After a thirty-minute delay, we sped off so I could rush through a drugstore, grabbing tinted moisturizer, mascara, blush, dry shampoo for my greasy hair—anything that might help. There was just enough time for us to dash back to the airport to see if the two missing bags were indeed on that incoming flight.

In the first bit of good news that day, they showed up! Pedal to the metal, I started putting on my face in the car. When we arrived at the church, the pastor and his wife could not have been kinder. They had been praying for us all day, through the many unplanned irritations and detours. As I made peace with the slicked-back ponytail I’d be sporting, I threw on that wrinkle-defying dress, and we said a quick prayer.

Before I spoke that night, three women took to the stage and shared deeply personal stories of loss and how God had redeemed their enormous suffering for His glory. With each bit of vulnerability and pain they revealed, I felt a dagger going through my own heart. I had spent the day angry with everyone and everything, insulted that my plans were being thwarted at every turn. I demanded to know why God would drag me through these circumstances when I was exhausted and trying to show up to make Him look good. Oh, and by the way, why wasn’t He going to let me look good for this event? A glam session courtesy of Walgreens was not what I had in mind! I mean, if I didn’t look good, how was I supposed to make Him look good?!

Ouch. I sat in that pew watching the day flash before my eyes, finally getting the point.

This day wasn’t about my getting up on that stage unflustered and polished; it was about realizing that I’d had the wrong focus all day long. This event was about walking through life with women who had suffered loss or were in the midst of it at that very moment. Why did I think that showing up looking as though I had not a care in the world was the right way to share God’s grace and promises? I was in tears by the time the pastor’s wife introduced me and told the women I’d had such a rough day. All day, all those annoying disappointments were actually the whole point. The Lord took me on that roller coaster so that my heart would be much more attuned to what He wanted to say through me. It wasn’t about me; it was about Him and the women He deeply loved. It was about being humbly vulnerable, genuine, and transparent.

So much of what we read in the Scriptures magnifies this same lesson over and over again: the journey is part of the process. What looks like a delay in getting to “the good stuff” is an inescapable, necessary leg of the trip. Even Jesus Himself modeled that for us in Matthew 3:13–4:25. At the beginning of the passage we see John the Baptist baptizing Jesus.

As soon as Jesus was baptized, He went up out of the water. At that moment heaven was opened, and He saw the Spirit of God descending like a dove and alighting on him. And a voice from heaven said, “This is my Son, whom I love; with him I am well pleased.” (Matthew 3:16–17)

Wow! God Himself spoke from heaven, making clear to everyone that Jesus was indeed His son. Could there be a more perfect time for Jesus to launch into His public ministry? Why not walk straight from that baptism and heavenly proclamation into the streets and start doing miracles?

Because that wasn’t the plan. Instead, this is what happened immediately after Jesus was baptized.

Then Jesus was led by the Spirit into the wilderness to be tempted by the devil. After fasting forty days and forty nights, he was hungry. (Matthew 4:1–2)

Before Christ could begin His public ministry, He was sent on a detour that tested all the limits of the human mind and body He’d chosen to take on. In the verses that follow we see the devil repeatedly tempt, test, and taunt Jesus. For weeks, Jesus was alone—hungry and thirsty—and tormented by His enemy, our enemy. At any moment, Jesus could have called the whole thing off. Instead, He stood firm, quoting Scripture and faithfully living out the torturous, earthly assignment He’d been given. At the end of that excruciating time of trials, Jesus preached and gathered the men who would become His disciples. Matthew 4 ends this way:

Jesus went throughout Galilee, teaching in their synagogues, proclaiming the good news of the kingdom, and healing every disease and sickness among the people. News about him spread all over Syria, and people brought to him all who were ill with various diseases, those suffering severe pain, the demon-possessed, those having seizures, and the paralyzed; and he healed them. Large crowds from Galilee, the Decapolis, Jerusalem, Judea and the region across the Jordan followed him. (Matthew 4:23–25)

Nothing is a surprise to our Heavenly Father. Immediately after Jesus was publicly claimed and esteemed by His father, He was led into the literal wilderness by the Holy Spirit. It was only after those forty days and nights that Jesus was launched into His public ministry. The intense time of persecution and physical stress on Jesus wasn’t simply an incidental detour. It was all part of the plan, perhaps a refining fire.

You’ll see the same principle in this book, in the stories of the mothers and daughters. Often their lives can seem wildly off track. Sometimes it’s hard to understand the suffering that finds its way into their paths. Maybe that’s true of your own journey. What’s consistent throughout all of time is that God has purpose in each twist and turn, especially the ones we don’t see coming. As Joseph told the very brothers who once plotted to kill him, and whom he later saved in their hour of need:

You intended to harm me, but God intended it for good to accomplish what is now being done, the saving of many lives. (Genesis 50:20)

May you see the very same truth illustrated in the lives of the women on these pages, and in your own life too.
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Mothers are our first protectors as we prepare to enter the world. Many of them pray over their children long before they have a name, storing up hopes and dreams for their little ones. The original connection and bond between mother and child is mysterious and unique—and lasts a lifetime. That’s why it can be especially difficult when the path God charts for our children diverges from the one we may have mapped out in our own minds.

In this section we’ll read about mothers who had great bravery and who suffered great loss. We’ll also see the courage of daring daughters. Together we’ll also witness the bonds that go beyond just earthly motherhood, seeing the beautiful connections that can encourage and inspire those we consider our spiritual mothers and daughters.

God gifted Jochebed, Miriam, Naomi, Ruth, Elizabeth, and Mary with the holy courage they needed to walk forward in His plans, even when they came as a surprise. These women found strength in their relationships and pointed one another to a deeper faith and trust in the designs our heavenly Father had for them. May we be inspired by their commitment, loyalty, and steadfast belief that God was working all things for His good through their lives.





Jochebed and Miriam

(Genesis 37, Genesis 39–45:15, Exodus 1–4:17, Exodus 15:20–21)

A DARK WORLD

The book of Genesis is full of mothers! From Eve to Sarah to Rebekah to Rachel and Leah, motherhood plays a key role in the early stories of the Bible. But we rarely see these mothers interacting with their children—and of the mothers who are named in Genesis, Leah is the only one whom the Bible mentions as having a daughter. Not until we get to Exodus do we meet the first mother/daughter pair we see interacting with each other in Scripture—Jochebed and Miriam. In a way, they are the only mother/daughter pair we include in these pages. The others we will journey along with in this book are related by marriage (Ruth and Naomi) or by cousinhood (Elizabeth and Mary).

When we venture into the extraordinary book of Exodus, we see the full power and beauty of the mother/daughter bond—just as the book of Exodus shows us the magnitude of God’s relationship with His people, Israel. The wisdom of the Bible reveals both of these miracles for us together, and the story of God’s intimate relationship with His people—not just Abraham and his family, or Jacob and his sons, but also the Israelite people as a whole—begins here, with the loving bond between mother and daughter at the beginning of an extraordinary story.

Genesis shows us how Jacob’s twelve sons grew to become a distinct people with their own customs and identity. Exodus takes us the next step, showing us how the Israelites then entered into relationship with God, not as individuals, but as a group: as the newly formed people of God. Exodus is about the birth of Israel as a nation, and at the very start of this divine adventure we meet Jochebed and Miriam. It is through the bravery and sacrifice of this mother and daughter that the entire story of Scripture begins to unfold. What a gift God gives us in the biblical account marked by the faith, creativity, and courage of these two women!

But before we dive in, let’s take a look back. Hundreds of years before Jochebed and Miriam arrived on the scene, the Israelites came to Egypt in a time of crisis. Their journey was enabled by a great man, a “chosen one” who had to go into exile and rise to power in a foreign land before he was finally in place to save Israel.

It all started with a serious case of sibling rivalry. Though Jacob had many sons, Joseph was the offspring of Jacob’s beloved wife, Rachel. But there were eleven other sons, both from Jacob’s other wife (and Rachel’s sister), Leah, as well as sons born to Rachel’s and Leah’s servants—as was customary at the time. That Jacob favored Joseph over all his brothers was no secret; he even made his favorite son a special robe to wear. Here’s how that overt favoritism went over with Joseph’s older siblings:

When his brothers saw that their father loved him more than any of them, they hated him and could not speak a kind word to him. (Genesis 37:4)

Joseph must have been fully aware of both his favored position and his brothers’ jealousy over it. Yet, when he had dreams that seemed to signal an even further elevation of his status, he didn’t hesitate to share them.

Joseph had a dream, and when he told it to his brothers, they hated him all the more. He said to them, “Listen to this dream I had: We were binding sheaves of grain out in the field when suddenly my sheaf rose and stood upright, while your sheaves gathered around mine and bowed down to it.”

His brothers said to him, “Do you intend to reign over us? Will you actually rule us?” And they hated him all the more because of his dream and what he had said. Then he had another dream, and he told it to his brothers. “Listen,” he said, “I had another dream, and this time the sun and moon and eleven stars were bowing down to me.”

When he told his father as well as his brothers, his father rebuked him and said, “What is this dream you had? Will your mother and I and your brothers actually come and bow down to the ground before you?” His brothers were jealous of him, but his father kept the matter in mind. (Genesis 37:5–11)

Talk about not being able to read the room. Maybe Joseph spoke in humble confidence that the messages were not his, but divine in nature. In any case, his brothers were not enthused!

Things became so contentious that the brothers began to plot against Joseph, which was easy to do, since they were out in remote fields tending their herds. Barely restraining themselves from killing him, they instead trapped Joseph in an empty cistern when he came out to visit them. As the brothers ate their dinner, a group of traveling merchants headed to Egypt happened by. So, rather than murder Joseph, his brothers decided to sell him into slavery, and the travelers took him with them to Egypt. To round out their deception, the brothers slaughtered a goat and dipped Joseph’s ornate robe in the blood, taking it back to their father. Jacob believed his beloved Joseph had been killed by a “ferocious animal” (Genesis 37:33) and fell into deep grief.

Did any of Jacob’s sons who’d concocted this deceptive plan ever buckle under the guilt of what they’d done? Did they have regrets when they saw how heartbroken their father, Jacob, was? Whether they did—or didn’t—wrestle with their treachery, Joseph’s story was really just beginning. Once he reached Egypt, he was sold to Potiphar, one of Pharaoh’s most esteemed officials. Joseph rose in prominence because of his trustworthiness and integrity.

From the time he put him in charge of his household and of all that he owned, the LORD blessed the household of the Egyptian because of Joseph. The blessing of the LORD was on everything Potiphar had, both in the house and in the field. So Potiphar left everything he had in Joseph’s care; with Joseph in charge, he did not concern himself with anything except the food he ate. (Genesis 39:5–6)

But there was trouble on the horizon. Potiphar’s wife had noticed Joseph too, and she regularly tried to seduce him. Day after day, Joseph refused.

My master has withheld nothing from me except you, because you are his wife. How then could I do such a wicked thing and sin against God?” (Genesis 39:9)

Yet Potiphar’s wife continued her advances, and on a day when they were all alone, she called to him again. Joseph refused again and ran away from her so quickly that he left his cloak behind, and Potiphar’s wife took full advantage of that—framing him for attempted rape. Despite what Potiphar knew about Joseph’s character, he believed his wife’s story and Joseph was thrown in jail.

It’s easy to see how bitterness might have taken hold in Joseph’s heart at this point. The most favored son in a flourishing family, he seemed to be heading for greatness—then he faced a series of advances and setbacks, and must have, in the moment, felt like there was no plan or purpose after all. He was nearly killed by his own brothers. Then his brothers sold him into slavery, but he was so honorable that he rose to the top of a prominent Egyptian household. We see no indication that Joseph had dishonored the Lord or sinned, yet he was once again imprisoned and forgotten—but he was not forgotten by God. Despite his circumstances, Joseph once again lived with virtue.

But while Joseph was there in the prison, the LORD was with him; he showed him kindness and granted him favor in the eyes of the prison warden. So the warden put Joseph in charge of all those held in the prison, and he was made responsible for all that was done there. (Genesis 39:20–22)

Thrown into one disastrous predicament after another, Joseph over and over again chose integrity and service to others. That included the king’s cupbearer and baker, who had angered their leader and wound up behind bars themselves.

This is where Joseph’s ability to interpret dreams showed up again, a gift from God that would guide Joseph time and again. In prison, both the cupbearer and baker had vivid dreams, and as they searched for someone to interpret them, Joseph humbly said God could do that through him. Joseph’s interpretations were good news for the cupbearer, that he would return to his position. But the baker’s dream foretold his death. Joseph asked the cupbearer to remember him when he was released (as predicted), but the man did not . . . at least not for quite some time.

Years later, Pharaoh had two dramatic dreams of his own. As he searched for someone to explain them, that cupbearer remembered his debt to Joseph and told Pharaoh about his abilities. Joseph was quickly retrieved from the dungeon where he’d been imprisoned and called before Pharaoh.

“I cannot do it,” Joseph replied to Pharaoh, “but God will give Pharaoh the answer he desires.” (Genesis 41:16)

Pharaoh shared his peculiar dream, and led by God, Joseph predicted a cycle of seven years of abundance for Egypt followed by seven years of great famine. Joseph counseled Pharaoh to find a “discerning and wise man” to put in charge of Egypt’s land and to manage the coming trouble (Genesis 41:33). Guess who, despite years of slavery and unjust captivity, was chosen to become only second to Pharaoh in all the land?

Then Pharaoh said to Joseph, “Since God has made all this known to you, there is no one so discerning and wise as you. You shall be in charge of my palace, and all my people are to submit to your orders. Only with respect to the throne will I be greater than you.” (Genesis 41:39–40)

Talk about redemption! Joseph’s early dreams had put a target on his back, but his willingness to be God’s messenger for the cupbearer, baker, and then Pharaoh changed everything—not only for him, but also for the nation of Israel to come.

It is easy to doubt God’s plan and provision when we are struggling. I can only imagine how Joseph must have felt at times: despondent, wrongfully accused, and stripped of his most basic human rights. It must have felt doubly confusing after the prophecies of his childhood. I believe there is purpose in our pain, the twists and turns we didn’t see coming in our journey, the things we would never willingly choose to face. In all of Joseph’s story we never see him lashing out at God or denouncing his reliance on Him. If anything, we see him take every opportunity to turn potential earthly glory away from himself and directly to his heavenly Father.

The amazing story that unfolds from this point is one for the ages. As God guided Joseph to predict, Egypt had years of great bounty. Joseph oversaw the efforts to collect and save the surplus, which would sustain the people through the desperate years of crushing famine that followed. When that happened, people came from around the region seeking help—including Joseph’s long-estranged brothers. In Genesis 42–45, you can read the astonishing story of Joseph’s ability to provide for the very brothers who schemed to get rid of him forever. It had been so long since their cruelty to Joseph that they didn’t even realize the man standing before them was their own flesh and blood. When Joseph finally revealed his identity to his brothers, he didn’t take a victory lap. I’m not gonna lie; I suspect I would have been lacing up my sneakers! Just make them sweat for a bit. You DESERVE an apology! Instead, we once again see the humble man of God Joseph had proven to be.

And now, do not be distressed and do not be angry with yourselves for selling me here, because it was to save lives that God sent me ahead of you. For two years now there has been famine in the land, and for the next five years there will be no plowing and reaping. But God sent me ahead of you to preserve for you a remnant on earth and to save your lives by a great deliverance. So then, it was not you who sent me here, but God. He made me father to Pharaoh, lord of his entire household and ruler of all Egypt. (Genesis 45:5–8)

In other words, Joseph was saying, Guys, I know you tried to make sure you’d never see me again. It’s okay! God had this whole thing planned. It’s not your fault.

Not only was Joseph in a position to save his family, but he also had such enormous favor with Pharaoh that his entire family was able to move and settle into “the best part of the land” (Genesis 47:11). That’s how the nation of Israel began her centuries of residence in Egypt, with Joseph celebrated and revered. The Israelites flourished for hundreds of years, but by the time of Jochebed and Miriam, this success was seen as a threat to the Egyptian leadership.

Then a new king, to whom Joseph meant nothing, came to power in Egypt. “Look,” he said to his people, “the Israelites have become far too numerous for us. Come, we must deal shrewdly with them or they will become even more numerous and, if war breaks out, will join our enemies, fight against us and leave the country.”

So they put slave masters over them to oppress them with forced labor, and they built Pithom and Rameses as store cities for Pharaoh. But the more they were oppressed, the more they multiplied and spread; so the Egyptians came to dread the Israelites and worked them ruthlessly. They made their lives bitter with harsh labor. (Exodus 1:8–14)

The integrity and humility of Joseph, which had saved the Egyptian people, was now nothing but a distant memory, and the reality for Jochebed and Miriam was one of brutal slavery and zero freedom. The people of Israel had gone from being honored guests in Egypt to resented foreigners to enslaved outsiders. But as we’ll see, the story of Joseph and the story of Moses have more than a few parallels.

It’s within this oppressive existence that we find the Israelites multiplying so quickly that Pharaoh hatched a murderous plan. He called in the Hebrew midwives and told them plainly: if a Hebrew woman gave birth to a girl, they could let the baby live; but they were to kill any male baby who came along. It’s possible the midwives could have lied to the mothers, and in that world of high infant mortality an accidental newborn death would have been believable. Pharaoh’s plan, for all its diabolical evil, was a sound one. But these women of valor decided not to go along.

The midwives, however, feared God and did not do what the king of Egypt had told them to do; they let the boys live. (Exodus 1:17)

By the way, Pharaoh noticed that the Hebrews continued to have male babies—and that they were living. He demanded an explanation.

The midwives answered Pharaoh, “Hebrew women are not like Egyptian women; they are vigorous and give birth before the midwives arrive.” So God was kind to the midwives and the people increased and became even more numerous. (Exodus 1:19–20)

So Pharaoh moved on to plan B. He commanded that every male child born into a Hebrew family was to be thrown into the Nile River.

It is nearly too painful to picture the horror of a newborn baby being thrown into a river to drown—no exceptions, no hope. Imagine being a Hebrew mother, awaiting the day of her child’s birth—knowing that a girl would live (though probably in lifelong servitude or slavery) and a boy would be killed. It was in this dark world that Jochebed became pregnant with Moses. I wonder what conversations she might have had with young Miriam about her pregnancy and the danger the growing baby could face. Even though she lived in a culture of oppression and poverty and fear, Jochebed had a family. There is something very hopeful about the fact that the Hebrew people continued to thrive despite near-constant persecution. We often see that when God’s people are in the crucible of suffering they grow—in deeper commitment and often in number.

When Jochebed delivered Moses, Scripture makes clear he was special. We’re told in Exodus 2:2 that Jochebed “saw that he was a fine child.” Let’s unpack two things here. First, the original word for saw indicates something more complex. Jochebed had a deeper perception—possibly a vision—about the child she had just given birth to. It was something more than just looking upon her precious child with adoration. As for the words a fine child, we see that concept repeated in the New Testament references to Moses: “At that time Moses was born, and he was no ordinary child” (Acts 7:20) and “they saw he was no ordinary child” (Hebrews 11:23).

A prophetic vision of the great destiny of a child happens again and again in the Bible. Joseph was special because he was the first child of the formerly barren Rachel. But Joseph was also given a prophetic glimpse into his future. It seems that this loving slave woman Jochebed was given similar divine insight about her baby boy, and it gave her courage. Not only did Jochebed recognize that her son was unique, but that awareness also gave her the strength to resist the command to take his life. Instead, she hid him for three months.

This mother was courageous and crafty. When she realized she could no longer conceal Moses, Jochebed coated a basket with tar and pitch, essentially making a baby ark for him. She made a plan and used the resources she had. Jochebed placed the basket among the reeds on the bank of the Nile River—the very place she’d been commanded to send her baby to die. She knew Moses had a special destiny, so to give him a chance at that life, Jochebed let her infant son go. The word for this basket is the same used to describe Noah’s ark in Genesis 6. What a striking parallel! In both situations, water could destroy and take life, and in both stories we see God’s provision for survival through these unique vessels. In both cases, human hands worked to craft God’s means of escape—preserving His people for great plans ahead.

With Moses tucked into Jochebed’s “ark” and placed along the banks of the Nile, her daughter—Moses’s big sister—Miriam stood watch nearby, as the Lord provided a miracle.

Then Pharaoh’s daughter went down to the Nile to bathe, and her attendants were walking along the riverbank. She saw the basket among the reeds and sent her female slave to get it. She opened it and saw the baby. He was crying, and she felt sorry for him. “This is one of the Hebrew babies,” she said. (Exodus 2:5–6)

Whatever the edict Pharaoh had laid down for the destruction of Hebrew sons, it appears his daughter’s heart was filled with compassion instead. And Miriam was there to leverage that kindness!

Then his sister asked Pharaoh’s daughter, “Shall I go and get one of the Hebrew women to nurse the baby for you?”

“Yes, go,” she answered. So the girl went and got the baby’s mother. Pharaoh’s daughter said to her, “Take this baby and nurse him for me, and I will pay you.” So the woman took the baby and nursed him. (Exodus 2:7–9)

In this scene, Miriam did two incredibly brave things. First, she stepped forward and addressed Pharaoh’s daughter, a child putting herself squarely before one of the most powerful people in Egypt. She abandoned the safety of her hiding spot. She could have stayed put in a hidden place, and then, when the coast was clear, run back to her mother to tell her the good news. That would have been a happy ending. But Miriam didn’t do that. Instead, she did a second brave thing: she spoke up and offered a solution that would either expose her family’s secret or buy them more time with this vulnerable baby.

It is breathtaking to think about the risks Miriam took. She must have observed the princess long enough to be reasonably sure she would not ask probing questions about how that baby wound up there along the Nile, but it was still a risk. What if her mother was subjected to questioning about the baby? Or if Miriam herself was? Apparently, Miriam didn’t stop to think about any of that. She saw a way to reunite her young brother with his devoted mother, keeping him safe and their family together. What a paradox that Pharaoh’s plan was to subdue the Hebrew people by killing their sons, and it turns out a group of females thwarted his plan. Jochebed fought to save her son. Miriam boldly stepped up to protect him. Then Pharaoh’s own daughter took pity on him and spared his life!

Can you imagine the weeping, the rejoicing, the laughter, maybe even dancing that must have happened in Moses’s modest home that night? Could there have been anyplace in Egypt filled with more joy than the humble house of slaves whose child had just been restored to them? The faith and courage of this mother/daughter team put them in place to be ready for the miracle God delivered. Sometimes we, too, are called into action in a way that may seem strange to the world around us. If we are proceeding in God’s will, then we can trust His guidance as modeled by Moses’s parents. They were so confident in the favor of God on their son that “they were not afraid of the king’s edict” (Hebrews 11:23). What a beautiful place we find ourselves in when we rest secure in the knowledge that God has the situation firmly in His hands.

Jochebed, having acted in obedience and faith, then had the blessing of raising her own son—rather than mourning his death. Per the custom of the time, it’s likely she nursed and nurtured him for at least two to three years. Think of the wisdom and knowledge she poured into this young child, firmly rooting him in the ways and traditions and beliefs of the Hebrew people. All along, God was scripting Moses’s story, equipping and preparing him to be uniquely qualified and positioned to save the entire nation of Israel. Jochebed’s life is a perfect example of the impact and eternal importance of motherhood. The spiritual foundation she laid during her son’s most formative years would make all the difference decades later, when Moses struggled with and then ultimately followed God’s calling on his life. Jochebed also raised Miriam, who became a prophetess and leader among her people, and Aaron, who was the founder of Israel’s priesthood. Their home must have been filled with deep reverence and commitment to the God of their fathers. Together, this trio of siblings would lead their people to freedom under God’s direction and protection.

After Jochebed had the miraculous opportunity to raise her young son, she took him to Pharaoh’s daughter. We don’t know what Jochebed named her baby boy, but his adoptive mother gave him the name Moses, saying, “I drew him out of the water” (Exodus 2:10). And because God is always doing the unexpected, this is not the story of a young prince raised as a slave, but of the slave raised as a young prince. God elevated the young boy born into slavery to a palace instead. When Jochebed lay in her bed at night dreaming of a happy ending for her beloved little baby, could she have envisioned something this phenomenal? Maybe she actually did! We know she saw something exceptional in her newborn son, enough to make her so bold as to disobey Pharaoh’s order to kill him. Perhaps Jochebed’s faith buoyed her with the assurance that God would protect and prepare this child for big things in the years to come.

Mothers across the ages have prayed over their children, asking God to protect and guide them. Few would dare to imagine that their three children would grow up to lead a nation, but that’s exactly what happened to the family of Jochebed.

But it’s also critical to remember that Moses, the man who led Israel out of slavery in Egypt, spent decades running from his ultimate destiny in a way that would break any mother’s heart. The tragedy started when Moses tried to become his people’s savior too early. We don’t know much about his years growing up as part of Pharoah’s household, but we do know that he clearly identified with his Hebrew brothers and sisters when it came to their ongoing struggle. What’s not apparent is how they viewed him. He’d been raised in a palace by the enemy. Did Moses have an overly confident view of his role as the potential “savior” of a people he may not have truly understood or fully identified with? In Exodus 2, we see him not only observing the harsh labor conditions the Hebrews were under but also witnessing something even more egregious—and committing a crime of his own.

He saw an Egyptian beating a Hebrew, one of his own people. Looking this way and that and seeing no one, he killed the Egyptian and hid him in the sand. The next day he went out and saw two Hebrews fighting. He asked the one in the wrong, “Why are you hitting your fellow Hebrew?”

The man said, “Who made you ruler and judge over us? Are you thinking of killing me as you killed the Egyptian?” Then Moses was afraid and thought, “What I did must have become known.” (Exodus 2:11–14)

Moses’s desire to save his people is understandable. After hundreds of years, Joseph’s adventures must have become the stuff of legend to an enslaved people, the sort of story you tell around the campfire at night to wondering children. To Moses, a slave elevated to being a prince, it probably seemed like a reflection of his own life
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