
Table of Contents

The Prince and the Burning Bush (Dreamers Bedtime Stories, #2)

Chapter 1: A Baby in the Bulrushes

Chapter 2: The Princess and the Baby

Chapter 3: The Prince of Egypt

Chapter 4: The Outrage and the Fleeing

Chapter 5: A Home in the Desert

Chapter 6: The Shepherd’s Life

Chapter 7: The Holy Ground

Chapter 8: Signs and Excuses

Chapter 9: The Impossible Demand

Chapter 10: The Serpent and the Staff

Chapter 11: The River of Blood

Chapter 12: Frogs, Gnats, and Flies

Chapter 13: The Death of the Beasts

Chapter 14: Ashes and Anguish

Chapter 15: Fire and Ice

Chapter 16: The Devouring Locusts

Chapter 17: The Darkness You Can Feel

Chapter 18: The Passover Night

Chapter 19: The Walls of Water

Chapter 20: Freedom and the Song of the Sea


The Prince and the Burning Bush: The Story of Moses
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Chapter 1: A Baby in the Bulrushes
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The land of Egypt was not a happy place for the Israelites. They had once been welcomed, but now, a new Pharaoh, a man with a heart as hard as granite, feared their growing numbers. He forced them into harsh slavery, making them build cities under the scorching sun. But even this wasn't enough for his cruel heart. He issued a terrifying decree: "Every newborn Hebrew boy must be thrown into the Nile River!"

Panic swept through the Israelite homes. Mothers wept, fathers despaired. But in one small hut, a woman named Jochebed held her new baby boy. He was beautiful, with bright, curious eyes, and she couldn't bear to let him go. Her older children, Miriam (a watchful girl of about twelve) and Aaron (a sturdy boy of three), tiptoed around the tiny bundle.

"He's so tiny, Mama," Miriam whispered, stroking her baby brother’s cheek. "How can Pharaoh want to harm him?"

Jochebed hid the baby for three months, cradling him in secret, her heart a constant drum of fear. She invented games to keep him quiet, humming lullabies while Miriam covered his mouth with a gentle hand when the Egyptian guards walked by. She nursed him in the darkest corners of their home, praying endlessly. But he grew, and his cries became harder to muffle.

"I can't hide him any longer," Jochebed tearfully told her husband, Amram. "His cries are too loud."

Amram, usually so strong, looked defeated. "What can we do? The river... it's deadly."

But Jochebed, fueled by a mother's fierce love, had an idea. She gathered papyrus reeds from the riverbank, painstakingly weaving them into a sturdy little basket. She carefully coated it with tar and pitch, making it waterproof. It was small, no bigger than a large loaf of bread, but it was his only hope.

"Miriam," Jochebed said, her voice trembling but determined, "take your brother. Place him among the reeds by the riverbank. Watch him from a distance. Hide well."

Miriam, though scared, nodded bravely. She gently placed her baby brother into the tiny ark. He cooed, completely unaware of the danger, his tiny fists batting at the air. As Jochebed kissed his forehead one last time, a tear splashed onto his cheek. Miriam carried the basket, her heart a lump in her throat, and waded into the tall reeds. She carefully nestled the basket among the dense plants, near where Pharaoh's daughter often bathed. Then, she hid herself, holding her breath, her eyes fixed on the bobbing basket.

...little did she know that the very river intended to be a grave was about to become the pathway to a royal life for the innocent baby floating in the reeds.

* Lesson to Learn: Even in times of great danger, love can inspire courageous and clever actions to protect the innocent.

* Principle: Courage. Facing fear with determination, especially when protecting those who are vulnerable.
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Chapter 2: The Princess and the Baby
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The sun beat down on the Nile River, making the water shimmer. Miriam, hidden deep within the rustling reeds, felt her heart pound like a drum against her ribs. Every splash, every bird cry, made her jump. She clutched a handful of tall grass, her knuckles white, her eyes glued to the small, bobbing basket. Inside, her baby brother was probably sleeping, or perhaps making soft, gurgling sounds that, to Miriam, sounded as loud as thunder.

Suddenly, a group of ladies approached the riverbank. They were laughing and chatting loudly. At the head of the group was Pharaoh's daughter, Princess Amun-et, a regal woman with fine linen robes and glittering jewelry. She walked with an air of relaxed authority, ready for her daily bath.

"Oh, the water feels divine today!" giggled Nefertari, one of Amun-et's handmaidens, dipping her toes in.

"Indeed," Princess Amun-et replied, fanning herself. "It’s a perfect escape from my father’s endless decrees and those terribly tedious palace meetings."

Then, her eye caught something peculiar among the reeds. "What is that?" she asked, pointing. "A basket? Send one of my slave girls to fetch it for me. Perhaps it contains some interesting new trinket."

Akila, a young Nubian slave girl, carefully waded into the water and retrieved the basket. She brought it back to the Princess, who, with a curious frown, lifted the lid.

Inside, nestled on a soft cloth, was a baby boy. He was crying. A small, sad, hungry cry. He had beautiful dark eyes and a shock of curly dark hair. Princess Amun-et, who had no children of her own, felt an immediate pang in her heart. He was clearly a Hebrew baby. Her father’s cruel decree immediately came to mind.

"A Hebrew child," Nefertari observed, looking concerned. "Perhaps we should alert the guards, Princess."

But Princess Amun-et shook her head. She picked up the baby, cradling him gently. His tiny hand reached out and gripped her finger. "No," she said softly, a fierce protectiveness rising within her. "He is too beautiful. I will save him."

Miriam, watching from the reeds, held her breath. Her heart soared with a desperate, bold idea. She quickly, but quietly, emerged from her hiding spot and approached the Princess.

"My Lady," Miriam said, bowing low, trying to sound as grown-up and respectful as possible, "Shall I go and call a Hebrew woman to nurse the baby for you?"

Princess Amun-et looked at the quick-witted girl. "Yes, go," she said, surprised but grateful. "Go and find a nurse for him."

Miriam didn't run; she flew. She ran straight to her mother, Jochebed, her heart bursting with an impossible joy. "Mama! Mama! The Princess found him! She wants a Hebrew nurse!"

Jochebed, trembling with disbelief, followed Miriam back to the river. Princess Amun-et smiled, handing the baby back to his own mother. "Take this child away and nurse him for me, and I will give you your wages."

Jochebed held her baby, her son, in her arms again, openly this time, and wept tears of profound relief and gratitude. She was paid to nurse her own child, right under the nose of Pharaoh, in defiance of his wicked law.

...little did she know that this rescued baby, nursed by his own mother, was destined to grow up as a prince in Pharaoh's palace, being prepared for a destiny far greater than anyone could imagine.

* Lesson to Learn: Even in the face of great evil, acts of kindness and bold thinking can create miracles.

* Principle: Intervention. Sometimes, a timely and courageous act can change a dire situation.
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Chapter 3: The Prince of Egypt


[image: ]


Years passed quickly. Jochebed nursed her son, teaching him in secret about the God of Israel and the heritage of his people, even as she prepared him for a life in Pharaoh's court. She called him Moses, which means "drawn out of the water," a constant reminder of his miraculous rescue.

When Moses was old enough, Jochebed tearfully but proudly brought him back to the palace. Princess Amun-et welcomed him with open arms, adopting him as her own son.

Moses grew up in unparalleled luxury. He wore fine linen, ate the best foods, and lived in rooms adorned with gold and precious jewels. He played in the royal gardens with Ramses, Pharaoh’s own grandson, who was about his age and destined to be the next Pharaoh.

"Look, Moses!" Ramses would shout, climbing over a giant stone sphinx. "I bet I can get to the top first!"

Moses, usually more thoughtful, would chuckle and follow. He was taught everything an Egyptian prince needed to know: hieroglyphics, military strategy, mathematics, and the worship of Egyptian gods. He learned how to ride chariots, shoot a bow, and command soldiers. He excelled in his studies, his mind sharp and curious.

Yet, despite the grandeur, Moses felt a strange pull. He remembered his mother’s quiet stories about his true family, the enslaved Hebrews. He would often sneak out of the palace to watch the Israelite slaves working, covered in dust and sweat, building mighty cities for Pharaoh. He saw their weary faces, their broken spirits. He felt a deep, unspoken connection to them, a sadness that the luxury of the palace couldn't quite erase.

One day, he was with Jebediah, an old, wise royal tutor, studying scrolls in the library. Jebediah was a kind old man, but often spoke in riddles.

"Moses, my boy," Jebediah mused, tapping a papyrus scroll. "You are a prince of Egypt, yet your heart seems to wander beyond these walls. A man must always know who he is, and from where he truly comes. The water may have carried you, but where does your spirit truly reside?"

Moses thought about that. He was an Egyptian prince by title, but deep down, he knew he was a Hebrew, a son of slaves. He kept this secret close, a quiet fire burning in his heart. He saw the harshness of the taskmasters, the suffering of his people, and a sense of growing injustice began to stir within him.

...little did he know that a single, impulsive act of outrage against an injustice was about to force him to leave his comfortable life and flee into the harsh, unforgiving wilderness.

* Lesson to Learn: Even when surrounded by privilege and comfort, it's important to remember your true identity and show compassion for those who are suffering.

* Principle: Identity. Understanding who you are, especially your heritage and values, is crucial for your life’s purpose.
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Chapter 4: The Outrage and the Fleeing
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Moses, now a strong, educated man in his twenties, could no longer ignore the brutal reality of his people. He often left the gilded walls of the palace, walking among the construction sites where the Hebrew slaves labored under crushing loads. He saw their broken bodies, their despairing eyes, and the callous cruelty of the Egyptian taskmasters.

One scorching afternoon, Moses watched a taskmaster named Ramesu, a huge, cruel Egyptian, viciously beating a defenseless Hebrew man. The Hebrew cried out in agony. Moses felt a surge of hot, uncontrollable rage—a mixture of his prince’s pride and his Hebrew heritage. This is wrong! his heart screamed. This injustice must stop!

He looked around quickly. The worksite was quiet; the other slaves were too exhausted to notice, and the guards were nowhere in sight. Acting purely on impulse, Moses rushed the taskmaster. "Stop it, you brute!" he roared.

Ramesu turned, shocked by the audacity of a royal official intervening. The two men struggled fiercely. In the heat of the moment, with a desperate lunge, Moses overpowered the taskmaster and struck him dead. The large Egyptian fell silently into the sand.

Moses stood over the body, his chest heaving, his hands trembling. What have I done? The thrill of righteous anger was instantly replaced by a cold, sickening fear. He frantically looked around. He quickly dug a hole in the sand with his bare hands and hastily covered the body, hoping the shifting desert wind would hide his crime. He walked
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