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To all ministers who believe Moses heard the voice of God, and, like Moses, respond in faith and commitment to obey and proclaim His Word through your gift of communication.
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Egypt installed a pharaoh who did not know Joseph... 
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From a distance, Pharaoh, king of Egypt, sat underneath a canopy, fanned by his servants, occasionally blotting the sweat off his brow with a moist cloth. He watched as the Hebrew slaves pushed and pulled a giant foundation stone. Ramah, his chief advisor, stood beside him. “And how many of their ancestors came from Canaan?” Pharaoh asked.

“The records say there were seventy to start, my lord.”

Pharaoh kept his eyes on the movement of the massive carved stones. When one dropped into position, the ground shook underneath the canopy. There came a roar from the hundreds of men-slaves around the immediate area.

Pharaoh stood up. “Asenu, what is the count of male slaves now?”

Asenu, the commander of Pharaoh’s army, stepped over and bowed before his king. “Nearly a million, my lord.”

“A million?” He stepped forward to get a clearer view. “I don’t see that many.”

Ramah jumped back into the conversation before Asenu could respond. “It’s more like six hundred thousand, and they are scattered throughout our land. Some care for our herds of cattle, many flocks of sheep, and—ˮ

“Sheep!” Pharaoh exclaimed. “Such disgustingly weak animals.”

“Yes, my lord, but it is their food of choice. They even sacrifice them to their God.”

Asenu shot a glaring glance at Ramah. “My lord, the Hebrews are very fruitful. They reproduce faster than any tribes in our land—including us!”

Pharaoh studied the face of his commander. “So?”

“My lord, we should lead many of them into the desert on a false deed and slaughter them before they overpower us!”

“No!” Ramah countered. He moved in closer to his king. “It would surely create a revolt.”

Pharaoh looked at them. “Both of you, stand before me.” He paused for a moment, allowing his servants to wipe the sweat off his brow. “A difficult situation indeed. Chief advisor, what then is your suggestion?”

Ramah took one step forward. “Break them; increase their labors; wear them down. Make their lives so miserable that they wouldn’t dare bring more children into their slavery.”

Pharaoh laughed and returned to his seat. His servants scurried to his backside and continued fanning him. “Make them more miserable than their bare backs against our Egyptian sun? And just how would this plan of yours work?”

“Demand more cut stones and bricks, but keep the production amount the same each day.”

“Ramah, you have a devil’s heart and mind.” Then he smiled. “I’m glad we’re on the same team. Asenu, send word out to the slaves’ taskmasters and make the new demands known.” Then he turned to Ramah. “You and I will return to Memphis and call for a meeting of our people’s representatives. I want all Egypt to know of our plans to build the greatest empire known to man.”

I am Moses, son of Amram, of the tribe of Levi, and a member of the Hebrews who were once slaves in Egypt. Ah, but I was once a prince of the Pharaoh himself. The story you are reading is a part of a miraculous exodus of my people from the evil grip of this pharaoh’s hand. The God of my people commanded me to write this story, using visions and my own experiences, that you might have a record and a complete understanding of our deliverance from evil.

But allow me to digress for a moment; this is my second book the Lord gave me to write. I am writing only a narrative of all that He commanded me, with a prayer that this will lead you to read His full disclosure in the Sacred Writings.

After I completed the writing of The Genesis Chronicles, I ordered my scribes to make copies for each of the seventy elders of my people. I then returned to my usual duties of adjudicating disputes among my people after our exodus from Egypt.

One day, while communing with my Lord, He spoke to me. “Moses, separate yourself from your people.”

I lifted my head from the floor of my prayer tent. “My Lord, what shall I do for You?”

“I have more for you to write; things that require your deepest attention.”

I immediately obeyed Him and prepared myself to write His words. But, as before, He did not speak immediately, which reminded me that He is not bound by time. So, I waited for Him.

For three days, I fasted, drinking water occasionally. Then He came. His presence was like an oasis in the desert. The brightness of His glory caused me to lower my head and fall before Him.

“Get up, Moses! Get up and prepare to write down the visions.”

I arose and cleared my table, nearly spilling the ink. I pulled out a few unused parchments and dipped my reed pen in the ink. Then His glory disappeared and darkness invaded my tent, engulfing me. It seemed as though a whirlwind was spinning around me, yet there was no noise and I did not feel any movement of air. Then I recognized the similarities during my previous writings. It was the breath of God. Next, I saw the vision of Pharaoh that started this story, which I now continue.

The courtyard was filled with men. Now in Memphis, Pharaoh stood before the representatives of each district of Egypt. A hush fell over the crowd. “Esteemed lords of our land, the slaves that are known as the Hebrews have grown mightier than ever. I fear that if we are ever invaded by a neighboring enemy, our slaves may join in the battle against us. We must do something to harness their power.”

“Slay them!” someone shouted.

“Yes!” another shouted. “Run them into the Nile!”

Many others shouted different words at once, making it impossible to understand what they were saying or what I should write.

Pharaoh raised his hand to hush the crowd. “We mustn’t slay them, or else, how would we build our cities?” He paused for a moment to allow that thought to sink into everyone’s mind. “I have a better plan. We will divide the slaves and send them to different cities to fortify our territories.” A frenzied roar of approval filled the air. “Then they will build new cities—cities by our main supply routes. Cities to welcome our ships.” He clinched his fists, lifting his hands and head to the sky. “Cities to honor our gods!”

The crowd began shouting, “Pharaoh is a god! Pharaoh is a god!”

My Lord revealed to me that for several years, the Hebrews—my kindred—were subjected to increased labors. Guards were assigned to assist the taskmasters, who inflicted even more punishment on them if they did not work harder than before. The slaves began fortifying the cities of Raamses and Pithon. But despite the increased burdens, my people continued multiplying.

When this report reached Pharaoh, he became furious. “What!”

Asenu stood at attention. “Yes, my lord; we have burdened them to the point of death for many of their older men. We have beaten them and worked them from sunup to sundown; still, their women give birth to many children.”

“This must stop!” Pharaoh stared out of a window momentarily. Several servants wiped the sweat off his head and arms. He grabbed their cloths, balled them up, and threw them to the floor. His servants were about to pick them up when he commanded, “Stop!” The cloths must have appeared to Pharaoh as an infant because his next word was, “Babies?” He paused momentarily . . . “Babies! Bring the head midwives of the Hebrews to me.”

Later that day, two Hebrew women were brought before Pharaoh. When I saw their faces, I knew them: Puah and Shiphrah. According to my mother, they had assisted in my own delivery.

Pharaoh sat quietly for several minutes. Puah and Shiphrah remained bowed before him. “Your women are too fruitful. I cannot continue feeding your people twice a day if you slaves do not stop reproducing.”

Puah spoke softly. “My lord, what can we, your servants, do about it?”

“If you wish to save your men from increased burdens, you will listen to me carefully. Observe each child as it is born. When you discover that the newborn is a male, you must strangle the life out of him before he cries.”

Both women gasped. “My lord,” Shiphrah said, “please do not ask of such a task! Our people will observe us and will cast us out of their houses. They will kill us for such a deed.”

Pharaoh spoke more sternly. “If you value your own household, you will do as I have commanded. Now go!”

The next day, Puah knelt before a Hebrew woman. “Push harder this time. The baby is ready to come out.”

“Aughhh!” the woman-slave cried out. “Oh please, my God, make this child a boy, one that will help relieve our men from their cruel tasks!”

Puah turned and eyed Shiphrah, who knelt beside her. “Oh God,” Shiphrah said quietly. “Protect us from the pharaoh who does not know you.” She then softly grasped Puah’s right hand and whispered in her ear, “Save the child, regardless.”

Puah gave her a quick smile and then turned back to the mother-to-be. “You’re doing great. Now push again, much harder.” She did and the baby was born. “It’s a boy!” Puah cried out.

The woman-slave cried and smiled. “An answer to my prayers.”

Two years later, Ramah and Asenu once again found themselves before Pharaoh. “Tell me, is our plan to reduce the men-slaves working?”

Ramah remained silent; Asenu looked in Ramah’s direction. “No, my king,” Asenu said. “Your chief advisor’s plan has failed.”

Pharaoh threw his large cup to the floor, shattering the clay vessel into a thousand pieces. “What!”

Asenu continued. “It is true; the slaves’ children are prevalent everywhere. Many of their women work with young sucklings strapped to their bodies.”

Pharaoh clapped his hands, calling forth several guards. “Take this man to my prison.” They immediately grabbed Ramah and escorted him out of Pharaoh’s presence. Next, he motioned for Asenu to come closer. “So, my new chief advisor, what is your plan?”

“Kill the male children, two years old and younger. Invade their dwellings throughout the night. Then slay the males until we see the proof of their decline.”

“Instant results.” Pharaoh smiled. “Then let it be as you have suggested.” He stood up and motioned to a scribe. “Write out the decree and have it distributed to my sergeant-at-arms.” Then he sat down. “And bring me the two head Hebrew midwives again.”

Later that day, once again, Puah and Shiphrah were escorted into the king’s presence. They were thrown to the floor before him. Pharaoh remained silent for a minute or two . . . “You disobeyed my orders.”

“My lord,” Shiphrah said, “the Hebrew women work so hard that they do not seek our midwives for delivery, but give birth to their children while working. They do not seek us for help!”

“Then the children’s blood shall be on your heads!”

Puah looked up at Pharaoh. “No, my king, not the children!”

“Then kill the babies!” Neither woman spoke, so Pharaoh motioned to the guards. “Get them out of my sight.” Then he raised his hand. “Keep these two bound for a few days and take them with you into the slaves’ camps. Let them hear the cost of disobeying their king.”

“No, my king!” Shiphrah cried. “Please do not condemn the children.”

Pharaoh turned away as the women were locked into chains and dragged away from his presence. He looked at Asenu. “This should warn the slaves who would dare disobey my orders.”
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Six months later, I, Moses, was caught up in a new vision of a small house. It was night; the flickering light from a wall torch revealed the silhouettes of a man and a woman at a table. Away from the table, on the floor, two small children snuggled together on a single straw mat. When the woman turned, I could see she was with child.

The man gently massaged her shoulders. “Is all well?”

She smiled. “I manage, my lord . . . It’s difficult to gather grain, but I manage.”

He turned her and looked her in the face. “Jochebed, it is time; you must go into the tunnels.”

I stopped writing. “My Lord?” I asked. “Is this . . . is this my mother?” I stared carefully at the scene, straining my eyes, trying to see more than silhouettes.

When she spoke again, I knew. “Amram, do not be concerned for me. I know how to care for myself and our children.” She pointed toward the floor. I heard a faint snoring from one of them. “See Aaron and Miriam? All is well.”

I stopped writing again. I knelt on the floor. “Mother! . . . My Lord, You are showing me things I’m not worthy to see.”

“This story must be written—preserved for future generations. Be faithful and write all that I reveal to you.”

My mother had told me parts of my beginnings, but seeing it was beyond my wildest expectations. I sat down to write; however, the scene changed.

In a room, deep beneath the earth, I saw and heard numerous women. Some were groaning, while others sat with them, wiping their faces with a damp cloth.

Amram appeared at the tunnel opening. “How is my wife?”

“She is doing well and will deliver soon.”

“May God be with her.” My father turned and left the area.

He did not hear my mother’s prayer: “My Lord God, hear my prayer. Make this child a leader for our people. Use him to deliver us from this present evil!”

And so, I was born beneath the earth—beneath the watchful eyes of Pharaoh’s soldiers and taskmasters.

“You were a loud baby,” my mother once told me. “So loud at times that the other mothers complained that you would be heard beneath the feet of our children’s killers.”

“What happened next?”

“You were a beautiful child. I felt in my heart that you were the one to deliver us. When you were three months old, you could no longer be hidden. I sent your father out in the night to gather some bulrushes. He did that for several nights until we had enough to build a small basket for you. Next, we lined it in asphalt and pitch until we were sure it would not take on water.”

“Water?”

“Yes, my son. While the men were at work, I joined a group of women who went to the river to fetch more reeds for brick making. I had nursed you so much that you slept through the whole trek to the river. The soldiers did not inspect my large basket—your little ark. When I got into the river among the reeds, I pushed your ark away from me to where the current of the river would move it. ‘He’s Your child,’ I whispered to our God. ‘I give him to You.’”

I smiled. “And just like that, you let me go?”

“It wasn’t easy, my son.” She reached out and embraced me. For a few minutes, we held on to each other, both of us were crying. I had never thought about how much pain and faith my parents went through at this moment in our lives.

“Your family and I prayed much for you,” my mother said, wiping her tears. “We believed you would be safer in God’s hands than ours. Miriam watched you float away, spying on you in case your ark was troubled. We knew it was the time when many of the Egyptian maidens came to the river to bathe. However, we did not know Pharaoh’s daughter would be there this particular day. And it’s a good thing we didn’t know, for we may have delayed your release.”

“My Egyptian mother.”

“Yes, and Miriam said Thermuthis went down into the river to bathe as you were about to pass by. And that’s when you began crying. You were stuck among the reeds and the shaking caused you to cry vociferously.

“Thermuthis heard you. ‘Fetch me that baby!’ she ordered her servants. And when she looked upon you, she saw what we saw—a leader for a great nation.”

I smiled. “Aren’t you adding a little more to the actual story, Mother?”

“Moses, I believed in my heart you were the chosen one, and Thermuthis confirmed it. She looked upon you and said, ‘This is one of the Hebrew babies. Oh, look at him!’

“One of her servants said, ‘My lady, should we not drown him, as it is commanded by your father?’

“ʻCertainly not!’ she responded. ‘I have no child and the god of the river has heard my plea.’

“That’s when Miriam had a great idea. She walked up near Pharaoh’s daughter. ‘Shall I find a nursing mother for you from among the Hebrews?’

“Two of her guards ran toward Miriam to remove her. ‘Stop!’ Thermuthis ordered. ‘Bring her to me.’ Your sister was escorted to her. ‘What is your name?’

“‘Miriam, my lady.’

“‘Miriam, that’s a lovely name . . . and you have a very good idea. Go now and find me a Hebrew to nurse my child. Osharah, go with the girl and bring them both to me.’

“Miriam led the servant to me and selected me to be your nurse.”

I could not believe what I was hearing. “God be glorified for His providential hand!”

“Yes,” my mother said. “In addition to that, when I arrived at the palace, Thermuthis was amazed at how well you took to me and nursed from me. ‘Take the child,’ she said, ‘and nurse him for me until he is weaned. I will pay you wages and provide you and your family protection from the soldiers and taskmasters.’”

I laughed. “So that’s how I was reared: under the protection of my executioner.”

My mother smiled. “Our God be praised for His marvelous works! I kept you for as long as possible, but there came a day when your Egyptian mother would not allow me to take you from her presence. I stood nearby and watched as she drew you into her arms and embraced you. ‘What shall we call him?’

“‘Yehoshua’? I suggested.”

“What does that mean?”

“I looked carefully into her eyes. ‘One who delivers’.”

She smiled as she looked upon you. “It was I who delivered him from the river. His name shall be ‘Moses’, for I drew him from out of the water.”

I repeated my name: “Moses; Moses. So that is how my name was selected . . . What happened next?”

My mother continued. “For several years, I was allowed to visit you. I taught you your native tongue. I also introduced you to our God, the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. The God who brought Joseph to Egypt to save our people from the great famine.

“You grew up among Pharaoh’s family. You learned their language and were educated by the finest of Egypt. You dressed like an Egyptian and became a great warrior under Pharaoh’s command.”

“I remember the training well, Mother. But my heart burned within me with a burden about slavery among our people. I kept thinking, ‘Someday I will have the authority to free my people.’ But it didn’t turn out that way.”

My mother and I stopped our discussion about my past. She had revealed enough to me to help me better understand who I was and what I was to become.

––––––––
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My next vision took me to an incident when I was overseeing a part of Pharaoh’s building plans. This position was difficult for me, and I think Pharaoh knew it. I believed he wanted to see the depth of my allegiance to him.

One day, while I walked among the slaves, one of them spoke to me directly, something that was not allowed. “Moses, my lord, please allow me to speak.”

A guard walked over to the man and raised his whip to strike the slave. “Stop!” The guard lowered his whip at my command. “Bring him to me.” He pulled him out of the mud pit. “What is your request?”

Mud was caked all over this slave, but he managed to bow before me. “My lord, I know some things that will help you manage us better—things only you can understand.”

I motioned to all the guards to leave us alone. “What is it?”

He looked at the guards as he lowered his voice. “I can see in your eyes the dislike of our conditions. You are one of us, are you not?”

I glanced at my guards, who were speaking among themselves as they drank some water. “What is your name?”

“Korah, my lord—son of Izhar, of the tribe of Levi.”

That peaked my interest. “I, too, am a Levite.”

“Yes, I am your cousin. Your facial features give you away.”

“My cousin?” I rubbed my face, trying to imagine my features and if they resembled the face of Korah. I was clean-shaven, but he was not.

“Moses, we Levites are born leaders and are prepared to follow you wherever you lead us.”

“‛Lead us’? Do you not find purpose in this building project?”

Korah stood up in front of me. “Search your heart, Moses; have you not heard that our God promised us a deliverer from this foreign land? Look around you; do you see our God finding purpose among us in this wretched place?”

I studied the body of Korah for a moment. What flesh was visible from the mud was scarred and bleeding. “Show me your feet.”

He sat on a stone and rubbed some of the moist mud off one of his feet. “There’s a sandal in there somewhere.” After removing most of the mud, there was no sandal. “I guess it fell into the mud pit.” Once again, I glanced in the direction of my guards. “Moses, you are our deliverer and we Levites are ready to assist you in our journey away from this slavery.”

I looked at Korah. “Pharaoh is too strong. The Egyptians are well-armed and have many soldiers—too many.”

“True, there are many, but with the right manipulation and relocation of certain regiments, we could cross the border and seek help among the neighboring nations. The Egyptians can be stopped from pursuing us.”

I thought for a moment or two. “Guards!” Several of them responded immediately and came to my side. Korah stood there; he looked stunned when I called my guards. “Take this slave to the city. Have him bathed, fed, and suited with fresh clothing. Make sure my physician inspects him.” Korah appeared puzzled now. I grasped his shoulders. “I am appointing you as my liaison with the other slaves.”

Korah bowed his muddy head. “Thank you, my lord.”

One year later, and with Korah’s help, I found ways to improve the conditions of my people. Although Pharaoh was ordering a higher volume of bricks and stones, his plan to reduce the population of my people was failing.

I also ordered the training of a regiment of my people in combat skills and maneuvers. Korah and I inspected several men from whom we would place in charge of this training. Joshua the son of Nun was selected.

When Pharaoh heard of this, he commanded that I appear before him. “What is this training of war for the slaves, my son? Explain yourself.”

“Most Excellent One, we are building cities close to our borders. These cities are vulnerable to raids from our neighboring enemies. The slaves I am training will defend their brethren and assist our soldiers, should any raids occur.”

“Will they remain faithful?”

“Father, they will be as faithful as I am to you, or they will die as traitors.”

Pharaoh turned and walked over to a window. I followed him. He stared into the horizon. “The slaves—they look for a deliverer.” Then he set his gaze upon me. “Tell me, Moses, are you their deliverer?”

“They are slaves, my Father. Where could I—or anyone!—deliver them from the mighty arm of Pharaoh? And what country would share its land with runaway slaves?”

Pharaoh took his hands and grasped my shoulders. “Just remember whose house it was that made you the leader that you are now. Stay faithful to me and, one day, you will inherit a portion of this great nation. I have been as a father to you and you have been my son.”

I motioned to a servant who brought us something to drink. I poured a couple mugs and handed one to my father. He smiled, took a gulp, and retreated to his seat. “Father, you know the slaves are my people—my kindred. They will follow my lead.”

“What is your point?” He took another swallow of his drink.

“Why not make them citizens—citizens like the servants here in our quarters? Why must we enslave them?”

Pharaoh sat there rubbing the mug along the arm of the seat. “Egypt is great because of our building programs. We need slaves for work. We provide them with roofs over their dwellings and allow them to grow food for their stomachs. We protect them from the barbarians and nomads. Remember, they came to us for land and food. They should be happy and grateful.”

I countered: “We beat them into subjection. We ration them small portions of food. They cry out for more—more freedom.”

“Freedom? Freedom to do what?” Pharaoh became angry. “To leave us and return to their old homeland to fight for a place to live? These slaves—your people—do not understand the responsibility of establishing a community. Are they willing to sacrifice many lives for this so-called freedom?”

I spoke no more; it seemed pointless to argue further. “Is there anything else you wish to discuss with me?”

“No, my son; go your way.”

––––––––
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A week later, several of my guards and I came upon a taskmaster beating a man-slave. They laughed at the scene—I did not. “Leave me alone,” I said to my soldiers. “Meet me at the shelter yonder.”

After they turned away, I walked toward the taskmaster. He was resting from the beating process, but when he saw me, he stood up, grabbed his rod and commenced to beating the slave again. “Stop!” I ordered. He obliged. I looked around. “You beat our slaves in private?”

He bowed. “My lord, only those who have no future are brought to me.”

“No future? Why so?”

“See that place yonder?” He pointed to a rectangular hole at the end of a garden row. “That is the future for this one. He continually cries out to his God for deliverance. This causes others to join him in this foreign noise. His cries disrupt our progress. I’m under orders to bury him.”

I looked around at the secluded area. “Are others buried here?”

“Yes, my lord.” He pointed to the rows of onions, garlic, and other vegetable plants. “Their bodies make good fertilizer.”

I walked over to the slave and removed the cloth stuffed into his mouth. I spoke to him in the Hebrew tongue. “Will you choose to die just to cry out publicly for your God to deliver you?”

The slave couldn’t speak, but pointed to his throat. “Fetch me your water,” I said to the soldier.

“My lord, why waste my water on this dead animal?”

“I said, fetch me your water.” The soldier quickly gave me a skin of water. I held the slave’s head up enough for him to drink from the skin. He drank a little, choked a little, and then he drank a lot. “Whoa there; take your time.”

He cleared his parched throat. “Thank you.”

“Now answer me. Are you willing to die just to announce a deliverer from your God?”

“Yes, His message burns in my mouth—in my whole being! I must cry out.”

“See?” the taskmaster said.

I looked at the slave. “You’re a bloody mess! What is your name?”

He grabbed the skin and gulped down more water. The soldier stepped over to take his water away from the slave, but I motioned him to stop. “Caleb, the son of Jephunneh.”

I stood up. “Caleb, this is your day of deliverance.” I looked at the soldier. “Cleanse and see him to his dwellings.”

The soldier stood up and came to my side, beside Caleb. “My lord, he is cleansed by the earth he moves.” Then the soldier kicked sand in Caleb’s face. “And this place is his dwelling.” That’s when the soldier raised his rod to strike him once more.

I quickly drew my sword and halted the soldier’s swing. “You dare disobey Pharaoh’s house?”

“Pharaoh has no respect for these dogs!”

Before I knew it, I had thrust my sword deep into the soldier’s abdomen, between his armored plates, twisting it as I grabbed his throat. “These ‘dogs’ are my people!”

He fell to his knees, holding his abdomen. “My lord, I am bleeding out!”

“Silence!” I sheathed my weapon and knelt beside both bodies: one a dying soldier and the other a wounded slave. I grabbed the piece of cloth that was in Caleb’s mouth, doused it with water, and began wiping the blood from his face. “Can you walk?”

He moved his legs. “Yes, my lord; the soldier was more interested in beating my upper body than my legs.”

“Then I must rely on you to leave this area while I put this man in your burial spot.” I looked at the soldier, who had passed out; then I helped Caleb to his feet and wiped some more blood from his arms. “Here, take only his skin of water. Now leave!”

Caleb walked away. “You are Moses.”

I thought for a moment while Caleb slipped away, out of my sight. He knows my name. I thought about that as I buried the soldier’s body. How many more know of my dual role?

Caleb had disappeared into a nearby village of the slaves. While I continued burying the soldier, I heard Caleb from a distance: “Our deliverer has come! Our deliverer has come! He saved me from a cruel death!”

Dusk was approaching, so I went back to my home. But the more I thought about it, the more I knew I had to find this Caleb and silence his message concerning me.

The next morning, I returned to observe the slaves. I thought of my killing that one soldier the day before. “Can I really be their deliverer?”  I had a speech impediment that worsened when I got excited. The only way I could be their deliverer would be to first get a few of my closest soldiers whom I could confide in. Then I would have to earn the slaves’ trust to lead them.

Later that day, four soldiers walked with me among the slaves’ work camp. Several of them pinched their noses, trying to avoid the stench of sweaty slaves from getting into their nostrils. The other two were acting sick.

“My lord,” one of my soldiers pleaded. “Please, let us leave this place!”

“You wish to leave? Then go! All of you, guard the chariots until I return.” So much for my soldiers’ sympathy for these slaves. I continued my walk and observation.

Then I heard him: “The deliverer has come!” Caleb shouted, while standing near a water well. “The deliverer has come! We must prepare for our deliverance.”

Before I could get to him, another Hebrew took a bucket full of water and threw it all over Caleb, knocking him down. He laughed. “Where is your deliverer now?” Then he raised the bucket over Caleb’s head to hit him with it.

“Stop!” I cried. I pulled out my sword and pointed it in his direction as I drew closer. “Why are you striking your brother?”

He looked at me. “Are you the deliverer that this crazed man is referring to?”

“It appears that I am, does it not?” I raised my sword toward his throat.

The slave backed away from Caleb. “So you say. Do you also intend to judge and condemn me, you prince of Egypt, ruler of slaves? And will you kill me just as you killed the Egyptian yesterday?”

I pressed the tip of my sword into the skin of his throat. “If I hear another word from you, I just might do that. Now leave!” The slave backed away and then ran off, disappearing behind a building.

Then I turned to Caleb. “You told others I killed an Egyptian?” He trembled but said nothing. “How many know?”

“I don’t know . . . A few, maybe? Please don’t be angry with me, but I had to explain how I knew you were our deliverer.”

This was what I feared. I looked around. “I must leave. When Pharaoh hears what I have done, he will surely kill me!”

“No, you mustn’t leave! You must deliver us from this evil kingdom. They are killing many of our—your—people!”

“You are mistaken; I am not your deliverer!” I sheathed my sword and quickly headed for my chariot.

When I arrived, my four soldiers were laughing. “What’s so funny?” They quickly turned toward me and stood at attention. “Loram, what’s so funny?”

Loram, my chief guard, responded. “My lord, some of the slaves think you are going to lead them out of Egypt. They are calling you their deliverer.” I didn’t laugh. “My lord, they are talking as fools, aren’t they?”

“Suppose I am? Would you help me deliver these people from their slavery?”

Loram looked at me in disbelief. “Deliver these slaves? Revolt against Pharaoh? These slaves are a stench to my nostrils. I’ll help you deliver them, all right—deliver them right to the Nile and drown them all!”

“Go—all of you! Get out of my sight!” My guards quickly left me alone . . . alone, the place where I felt most secure. “God of my people, forgive me for my lack of faith in You.” I mounted my chariot and moved swiftly to my house.

Within an hour, I changed my clothes, gathered some essentials, and began my journey east.

Pharaoh looked to the east. He then turned back toward my guards, who stood at attention. “When did he leave?”

“About two—maybe three—hours ago, King Pharaoh,” Loram said.

Pharaoh looked back toward the east. “Gather several dozen soldiers and pursue him. Kill him only if you must, but bring him back alive if possible.” Pharaoh then turned to Asenu. “Go to the slaves’ camps. Make sure he hasn’t hidden among them to try and start an uprising.”

Asenu bowed. “Yes, my lord.”

“I want him returned to me alive.”

Pharaoh returned to his throne and sat down, speaking aloud to himself. “Why, Moses? Is this God of the slaves greater than I? Have you broken your word? Will you dare try to deliver them from me?”

Ten days later, before leaving the King’s Highway that led to Canaan, I traded my horses and chariot, and some of my Egyptian jewelry, for a donkey and supplies to enter the desert. I felt that if I were pursued by Pharaoh, he would think I would take the quickest route to Canaan, to the region of my forefathers.

I watched as my traders mounted their camels for their continued northwest journey toward the Great Sea. That’s when I saw a long staff tied to a camel.

“Stop!” I shouted and stepped over to the camel. “How much for the staff?”

The trader dismounted. “Oh, this is an old shepherd’s staff. It is so old, its wood has almost turned into stone.”

“Let me feel it.”

The trader slid it out of his camel’s holster. “Sir, it is too heavy to guide sheep and will be a burden for your journey. Ha, I thought of tossing it among some bushes a time or two.”

I felt and maneuvered it as I would my previous sword. It was well-balanced and sturdy. “How much?” I asked again.

The trader laughed again. “You have made me rich today. Keep it as a token of my gratitude.” Then he remounted his animal and joined his comrades.

I tied several canvases on each end of the staff and laid it across my donkey’s back for balance, turned east-southeast, and headed toward a desert region inhabited by the Midianites. They were known to have unfriendly relations with my forefathers, and I felt sure that Pharaoh would think that I would never head into dangerous territory. I knew there was an inhabited region called Midian.

In my visions of the past, I saw Korah, who was now in chains in Pharaoh’s prison. Scabbed stripes crisscrossed his back; he had been beaten several times. I hung my head. “My God, why did You not reveal these things to me earlier?”

Then I heard His voice. I put my reed pen down, fell to my knees, and placed my face onto the ground. “Moses, you were not ready to lead My people. You were great in your physical and mental abilities, but My deliverance would require much more. Have you forgotten what you learned in the desert?”

The desert—for days, I traveled toward a mountain range. Most days, I did not see another man. But every day I prayed to my God; yet He became silent. Then, one day, I happened upon an oasis with several trees and a water well. There was a large trough from which animals could drink. I drew water for my donkey and me. Then I sat under a nearby tree, behind a large rock, to rest.

I fell asleep, only awakened by the laughter of some women. I stood and looked over the rock, which kept me hidden. They were guiding a flock of sheep to the water trough. From a distance, I could see other flocks heading toward the oasis.

“Hurry!” I heard one of the women say. “The men are coming!”

The women quickly filled the trough so their sheep could drink. But as the sheep were drinking, the men arrived. They began driving the women’s sheep away from the trough. Although the women complained loudly, they were unable to stop the men.

I grabbed my staff and ran up to the front of the women. “Do you find pleasure in these women drawing water for you? Perhaps they would enjoy the pleasure of you serving them?” Seeing my large staff and the way I handled it, they drew back, withdrawing their flocks. I dropped my staff and began watering the flocks that belonged to the women.

“Thank you,” one of the women said.

Another of the women walked up to me. “Who are you?”

“A stranger in a foreign land.” I did not want to reveal my identity. “And who are you?”

The one who looked like the eldest spoke. We are the daughters of Reuel, a priest of the Midianites.”

“No men to help you feed your flock?”

“No, but we do well for ourselves . . . except when we have to fend for the trough.”

“I see. Well, today you have me to help you.”

When Reuel saw his seven daughters putting the sheep in their bins, he walked out to greet them. “My daughters, what is the meaning of your joy? And why are you back so early? Surely you didn’t forget to water the flocks?”

“No, Father,” Zipporah, his eldest, said. “A foreigner from Egypt assisted us by driving back the shepherds and drew water for your flocks.”

“And where is he now that I may thank him and offer him bread?”

“We left him at the well.”

“Go and return with him that he may eat bread with me tonight.”

Zipporah returned and found me. I was seeking more information from the shepherds about the area and who owned the land. She bowed before me. “My lord, my father wishes to eat bread with you. Please come with me to our house.”

One of the shepherds stood up. “Let me go in your place.”

I smiled at him. “Perhaps another time?” I stood and faced her. “And you are?”

“Zipporah, the eldest daughter of Reuel.”

“Then, Zipporah, it would be an honor to eat with your father.”

Reuel was short and stocky, courteous, and jovial. He loved to eat, drink his wine, and talk. “Greetings, my friend.” He embraced me. “My priestly name is Reuel, which means, ‘friend of God,’ but I am also known as Jethro, meaning ‘his excellence.’ I think they call me that due to my seven daughters.” He laughed.

“They are lovely, indeed,” I said.

“My deep gratitude for your assistance in watering my flocks. Those pesky shepherds seem to enjoy pushing my daughters around.”

“Perhaps they are trying to win their hands in marriage?”

Jethro laughed. “That may be true, but as a priest, I have certain requirements for the husbands of my daughters.”

“And rightfully so. But you must be careful; I’ve known men of greater value than these shepherds steal women as a wolf steals a lamb.”

Jethro smiled. “Then stay with me and help me ward off these ‘wolves’.”

I looked down. “I know nothing about shepherding.”

“Ah, but you know plenty about protecting my shepherdesses, and perhaps you shall be rewarded with one as your bride.”

I thought about my life for a moment. As an Egyptian in the household of Pharaoh, several maidens were being prepared for marriage by the princes of Egypt. But I was too busy in the past to consider marriage. In this vision, I was forty and had not thought about marriage for some time.

I smiled at Jethro. “I may take you up on your offer.”

“Great!” He clapped his hands and several of his daughters came into the room. “See that our guest room is prepared for . . . uh, what is your name again?”

This time I laughed. “Moses, my name is Moses.”

Several years later, another vision came to me while sleeping. In Egypt, the pharaoh who had pursued me had died. I grieved over his death, for he was as a father to me. Now there was a new pharaoh. I knew him as my brother—a fellow prince. In the vision, I saw that he continued the extensive building programs of the previous king and continued placing heavy burdens on the Hebrew slaves.

Next, I saw Korah. A soldier raised his hand to strike him. “You are a dog!”

“No, wait!” Korah shielded himself. “Even a dog can be a soldier’s best friend.”

He lowered his hand. “Yes? How can a dog, such as you, benefit me?”

“This dog can offer you female companionship.”

“Ah, yes . . . maybe you do have some usefulness.” The soldier’s smile quickly left his face. “How many?”

“How many? How many does a man need?”

“It depends; I have several friends.”

“Oh, I see.”

Later that evening, Korah found his two friends, Dathan and Abiram. “I have an idea.”

“What is it this time?” Dathan asked.

“Our taskmasters seek women for pleasure.”

Abiram stood up. “Our women? Do you suggest we kill these men?”

“No, not kill them, but use them for position.”

“Position?” Dathan asked. “What kind of position can they offer us?”

“Undisciplined men are always dreaming of many women. I say we start with some of our more seasoned widows, and when the taskmasters ask for younger, we shall make our deals.”

Dathan shook his head. “And just how do we find such women among us who will cooperate?”

Korah smiled. “Leave that up to me.”

My writing vision advanced three months. I was awakened by Zipporah. “Moses? Moses, wake up!”

“Huh?”

“You were shaking and groaning in your sleep.” 

I rubbed my eyes. “Sorry, my dear.”

“Another dream of Egypt?”

“Yes.”

She rose and returned with a damp cloth. “Here, allow me to wipe your perspiration.” I sat up as she gently blotted my forehead, eyebrows, and face.

“I keep seeing my people suffering in Egypt . . . It hurts me deep inside.”

She lay back in our straw-packed bed. “Get some rest now; we’ll talk about it tomorrow.”

Again, my vision advanced two years. I smiled as Zipporah brought to me our
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